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PREFACE. 



Thilre are at least three classes of persons who travel 
in our own land and abroad. The first and largest in 
number consists of those who, " having eyes, see not, and 
ears, hear not," anything which is profitable to be remem- 
bered. Crossing lake and ocean, passing over the broad 
prairies of the New World or the classic fields of the Old, 
though they look on the virgin soil sown thickly with flow- 
ers by the hand of God, or on scenes memorable in man's 
history, they gaze heedlessly, and when they return home 
can but tell us what they ate and drank, and where slept, 
— no more ; for this and matters of like import are all for 
which they have cared in their wanderings. 

Those composing the second class travel more intel- 
ligently. They visit scrupulously all places which are 
noted either as the homes of literature, the abodes of Art, 
or made classic by the pens of ancient genius. Accurate- 
ly do they mark the distance of one famed city from an- 
other, the size and general appearance of each ; they see 
as many as possible of celebrated pictures and works of 
art, and mark carefully dimensions, age, and all details 
concerning them. Men, too, whom the world regards as 
great men, whether because of wisdom, poesy, warlike 
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achievements, or of wealth and station, they seek to 
take by the hand and in some degree to know ; at least 
to note their appearance, demeanor, and mode of life. 
"Writers belonging to this class of travellers Eire not to be 
undervalued ; returning home, they can give much useful 
information, and tell much which all wish to hear and 
know, though, as their narratives are chiefly circumstan- 
tial, and every year circumstances change, such recitals 
lessen constantly in value. 

But there is a third class of those who journey, who see 
indeed the oiltward, and observe it well. They, too, seek 
localities where Art and Genius dwell, or have painted 
on canvas or sculptured in marble their memorials ; they 
become acquainted with the people, both famed and ob- 
scure, of the lands which they visit and in which for a 
time they abide ; their hearts throb as they stand on 
places where great deeds have been done, with whose 
diist perhaps is mingled the sacred ashes of men who 
fell in the warfare for truth and freedom, — a warfare 
begun early in the world's history, and not yet ended. 
But they do much more than this. There is, though in 
a different sense from what ancient Pagans fancied, a 
genius or guardian spirit of each scene, each stream and 
lake and country, and this spirit is ever speaking, but in 
a tone which only the attent ear of the noble and gifted 
can hear, and in a langxiage which such minds and hearts 
only can understand. With vision which needs no mir- 
acle to make it prophetic, they see the destinies which 
nations are ail-unconsciously shaping for themselves, 
and note the deep meaning of passing events which 
only make others wonder. Beneath the mask of mere 
externals, their eyes discern the character of those whom 
they meet, and, refusing to accept popular judgment in 
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place of tratli, they see often the real relation which 
men bear to their race and age, and obsei-ve the facts by 
which to determine whether such men are gi^eat only be- 
cause of circumstances, ov by the irresistible power of 
their own minds. When such narrate their journeyings, 
we have what is valuable not for a few years only, but, 
because of its philosophic and suggestive spirit, what 
must always be useful. 

The reader of the following pages, it is believed, will 
decide that Margaret Fuller deserves to rank with the 
latter class of travellers, while not neglectful of those de- 
tails which it is well to ieain and remember. 

Twelve years ago she journeyed, in company with 
several friends, on the Lakes, and through some of the 
Western States. E«turning, she published a volume 
describing this journey, which seems worthy of repub- 
lication. It seems so because it rather gives an idea of 
Western scenery and character, than enters into guide- 
book statements which would be all erroneous now. 

Beside this, it is much a record of thoughts as well as 
things, and those thoughts have lost none of their sig- 
nificance now. It gives us also knowledge of Indian 
character, and impressions respecting that much injured 
and fast vanishing race, which justice to them makes it 
desirable should be remembered. The friends of Mad- 
ame Ossoli will be glad to make permanent this addi- 
tional proof of her sympathy with all the oppressed, no 
matter whether that oppression find embodiment in the 
Indian or the African, the American or the European. 

The second part of the present volume gives ray sis- 
ter's impressions and observations during her European 
journey and residence in Italy. This is done through let- 
ters, which originally appeared in the New York Tribune, 
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but have never before been gathered into book form, 
There may be a degree of incompleteness, sometimes 
perhaps inaccuracy, in these letters, ■which are inseparable 
attendants upon letter-writing during a journey or amid 
exciting and warlike scenes. None can lament more 
than I that their writer lives not to revise them. Some 
errors, too, were doubtless made in the original printing 
of these letters, owing to her handwriting not being 
easily read by those who were not familiar with it, and 
very probably some such errors may have escaped my 
notice in the revision, especially as many emendations 
must be conjectural, the original manuscript not now 
existing. 

There is one fact, however, which gives this part of the 
volume a high value. Madame Ossoli was in Borne dur- 
ing the most eventful period of it.3 modern history. She 
was almost the only American who remained there dur- 
ing the Italian Hevolution, and the siege of the city. Her 
marriage with the Marquis Ossoli, who was Captain of 
the Civic Guard and active in the republican councils 
and army, and her own ardent love of freedom, and sac- 
rifices for it, brought her intp immediate acquaintance 
with the leaders in the revolutionary army, and made her 
cognizant of their plans, their motives, and their charac- 
ters. Unsuccessful for a time as has been that struggle 
for freedom, it was yet a noble one, and its true history 
should be known in this country and in all lands', that 
justice may be done to those who sacrificed much, some 
even life, in behalf of liberty. Her peculiar fitness to write 
the history of this struggle is well expressed by Mr. Gree- 
ley, in his Introduction to one of her volumes recently 
Dublished.* " Of Italy's last straggle for liberty and light," 

* Iiiti-oductioii to Papers on Literatui-e and Art, p. 8. 
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he says, " she might not merely say, with the Grattan of 
Ireland's kindred eifort, half a century earlier, ' I stood bj 
its cradle ; I followed its hearse.' She might fairly claim 
to have been a portion of its incitement, its animation, its 
informing soul. She bore move than a woman's part in 
its conflicts and its perils ; and the bombs of that ruthless 
army which a false aiid traitorous government impelled 
against the ramparts of Bepublican Rome, could have 
stilled no voice more eloquent in its exposures, no heart 
more lofty in its defiance, of the villaiiy which so wan- 
tonly drowned in blood the hopes, while crushing the dear- 
est rights, of a people, than those of Margaret Fuller." 

Inadequate, indeed, are these letters as a memorial and 
vindication of that struggle, in coniparison with the his- 
tory which Madame Osso)i had written, and which per- 
ished with her ; but well do they deserve to be preserved, 
as the record of a clear-minded and true-hearted eyewit- 
ness of, and participator in, this effort to establish a new 
and better Roman Republic. In one respect they have an 
interest higher than would the history. They were writ- 
ten during the struggle, and show the fluctuations of hope 
and despondency which animated those most deeply in- 
terested. I have thought it right to leave unchanged all 
expressions of her opinion and feeling, even when it is 
evident from the letters themselves that these were grad- 
ually somewhat modified by ensuing events. Especially 
did this change occur in regard to the Pope, whom she 
at first regarded, in common with all lovers of freedom 
in this and other lands, with a hopefulness which was 
doomed to a cruel disappointment. She was, however, 
never for a moment deceived as to his character. His 
heart she believed kindly and good; his intellect, of a 
low order; his views as to reform, narrow, intending 
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only what is partial, temporary, and aliisviating, never a 
permanent, vital reform, which should remove the cause 
of the ills on account of which his people groaned. 
Really to elevate and free Italy, it was necessary to re- 
move the yoke of ecclesiastical and political thraldom ; 
ia do this formed no part of his plans, — from his very 
nature he was incapable of so great a purpose. The 
expression in her letters of this opinion, when most peo- 
ple hoped better things, was at first censured, as doing 
injustice to Pius IX.; but alas! events proved the im- 
pulses of his heart to be in subjection to the prejudices 
of his mind, and that mind to be weaker than even she 
had deemed it, with views as narrow as she had feared. 

The third part of this volume contains some letters to 
friends, which were never written for the public eye, but 
are necessary to complete, as far as can now be done, the 
narrative of her residence abroad. Some few of these 
have already appeared in her " Memoirs," a work I can- 
not too warmly recommend to those who would know 
my sister's character. Many more of her letters may be 
there found, equally worthy of perusal, but not so neces- 
sary to complete the history of events in Italy. 

The fourth part contains the details of that shipwreck 
which caused mourning not only in the hearts of her kin- 
dred, but of the many who knew and loved her. These, 
with some poems commemorative of her character and 
eventful death, form a sad but fitting clo^^e to a book 
which records her European journeyings, and her voyage 
to a home which proved to be not in this land, where 
were waiting warm hearts to bid her welcome, but one 
in a land yet freer, better than this, where she can be no 
less loved by the angels, by our Saviour, and the Infinite 
Father. 
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After thu copy for this volume had hcen sent to the 
press, it was found necessary to omit some portions ot 
the work in the republication, as too much matter had 
been furnished for a volume of reasonable size. The 
Editor made these omissions with much reluctance, but 
the desire to bring a record of Madame Ossoli's journey- 
ings within the compass of one volume outweighed that 
reluctance. He believes the omissions have been ipade 
in such a way as not materially to diminish its valoe, 
especially as most which has been omitted will find 
place in another volume he hopes soon to issue, contain- 
ing a portion of the miscellaneous writings of Madame 
Ossoli. 

All of these omissions that are important occur in the 
Summer on the Lakes, it being thought better to omit 
from a portion of the work which had previously been 
before the public In book form. The episodical nature 
of that work, too, enabled the Editor to make omissions 
without in any way marring its unity. These omissions, 
when other than mere verbal ones, consist of extracts 
from books which she read in relation to the Indians; an 
account of and translation from the Seeress of Prevorst, 
a German work which had not then, but has since, been 
translated into English, and republished in this country; 
a few exti-acts from letters and poems sent to her by friends 
while she was in the West, one of which poems has been 
since published elsewhere by its author; and the story 
of Marianna, (a great portion of which may be found in 
my sister's " Memoirs,") and also Lines to Edith, a short 
poem. Marianna and Lines to Edith will probably be re- 
published in another volume. From the letters of Mad- 
ame Ossoli in Parts IL and III. no omissions have been 
made other than verbal, or when pertaining to trifling in 
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cidents, having only a temporary interest. Nothing in 
any portion of the bools recording my sister's own obser- 
vations or opinions has been omitted or changed. The 
reader, too, will notice that nothing affecting the unity 
of the narrative is here wanting, the volume even gain- 
ing in that respect by the omission of extracts from other 
writers, and of a story and short poem not connected in 
any regard with Western life. 

In conclusion, the Editor would express the sincere 
hope that this volume may not only be of general inter- 
est, but inspire its readers with an increased love of re- 
publican institutions, and an earnest purpose to seek the 
removal of every national wrong which hinders our be- 
loved country from being a perfect example and hearty 
helper of other nations in their struggles for liberty. May 
it do something, also, to remove misapprehension of the 
motives, character, and action of those noble patriots 
of Italy, who strove, though for a time vainly, to make 
their country free, and to deepen the sympathy which 
every true American shou]d feel with faithful men every- 
where, who by art are seeking to refine, by philanthropic 
exertion to elevate, by the diffusion of truth to enlighten, 
or by self-sacrifice and earnest effort to iree, their feDow- 
rnen. 

A. B. F. 
Boston, March 1, 1856. 
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TAUT I. 

SUMMER ON THE LAKES. 
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SuMsiEB days of busy leisure, 

Long Bnminer diijB of dear-bought pleHsur^ 

Yon have done your teaching wall ; 

Had the scholnr means to tel! 

How grow the vine of bltterisweet, 

Wha.t made the phUi for tniiint feet, 

Winter nights would quickly puss. 

Gazing on the msgio glass 

U'er which the new-worU shadowB pass. 

But, in fault of wizard epell, 

Modecna their tale can only tell 

In dull words, with a poor reed 

Breaking at each time of need. 

Yet those to w iom a hint suffices 

Mottoes find for all dBvloes, 

See the knights tiohind their shields. 

Through dried gnu'sea, blooming fields. 



SoKB dried gmsB^tufts from the wide flowery fiel 
A muscle-shell from the loua fiury shore, 
Some antlers from tall woods which never mora 
To the wild deer a safe retreat can yield, 
An eagle's feather which adorned n Sruve, 
Well-nigh the last of his despoJring band, — 
For saoh slight gifts wilt then extend thy hand 
When weary hours a brief refreshment crave? 
I give you what I can, not what I would 
If my small drinking-cup would hold a flood, 
As Scandinavia sung those niust contain 
With which the giants gods may entertiun; 
111 our dwarf day we driun few drops, and soon ti 
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CHAPTER I. 



Niagara, June ID, 1S43. 

Since you are to share with me such foot-nofes as may be 
made on the pages of my life during tliis summer's wanderings, I 
should not be quite silent aa to this magniiicent prologue to the, 
as yet, unknown drama. Yet I, like others, have little to say, 
where the spectacle is, for once, great enough to fill the whole 
life, and supersede llioughf, giving us only its own presence. "It 
is good to be here," is the best, as the simplest, expression that 
occurs to the mind. 

We have been here eight days, and I am quite willing to go 
away. So great a sight soon satisfies, making us content with 
itself, and with what is less than itself. Our desires, once realized, 
haunt us again less readily. Having " Uved one day," we would 
depart, and become worthy to live another. 

We have not been fortunate in weather, for there cannot be too 
much, or too warm sunlight for this scene, and the skies have been 
lowering, with cold, unkind winds. My nerves, too much braced 
up by such an atmosphere, do not well bear the continual stress 
of sight and sound. For here there is no escape from the weight 
of a perpetual creation ; ail other forms and motions come and 
go, the tide rises and recedes, the wind, at its mightiest, moves in 
gales and gusts, but here is really an incessant, an indefatigable 
motion. Awake or asleep, there is no escape, still this rushing 
round you and through you. It is in this way I have most felt 
the grandeur, — somewhat eternal, if not infinite. 

At times a secondary music rises ; the calaifirt seems to seize 
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its own rlijtlini and sing it over again, so tliat the ear and soal 
are roused by a double vibration. This is some effect of the wind, 
causing echoes to the thundering anthem. It is very subJime, 
^ving the effect of a spuitual repetition through all the spheres. 

When I first came, I felt nothing but a quiet satisfaction. I 
found that drawings, the panorama, Sec had given me a clear 
notion of the position and proportions of all objects here ; I knew 
where to look for everything, and everything looked as I thought 
it would. 

Long ago, I was looking from a hill-side with a friend at one 
of the finest sunsets that ever enriched this world. A little cow- 
boy, trudging along, wondered wh^ we could be gazing at. After 
spying about some time, he found it could only be the sunset, and 
looking, too, a moment, he Siud approvingly, " That sun looks well 
enough" ; a speecli worthy of Shakespeare's Clofen, or the infant 
Mercury, up to everything from the cradle, as you please to 
take it. 

Even such a familiarilj, worthy of Jonathan, our national hero, 
in a prince's palace, or " stumping," as he boasts to have done, 
" up the Vatican stairs, into the Pope's presence, in my old hoofs," 
I felt here ; it looks really well enough, I felt, and waa inclined, 
as you suggested, to give my approbation as to Ca^ one object in 
the world that would not disappoint. 

But all great expression, ivhich, on a superficial survey, seems 
so easy as well as so simple, furnishes, after a while, to the faith- 
ful observer, its own standard by which to appreciate it. Daily 
these propoitiona widened and towered more and more upon my 
eight, and I got, at lasf^ a proper foregreund for these sublime 
distances. Before coming away, 1 think I really saw the full 
wonder of the scene. After a while it so drew me into itself as to 
inspire an undefined dread, such as I never knew before, such as 
may be felt when death is about to usher us into a new existence. 
The perpetual trampling of the waters seized my senses. 1 felt 
that no other sound, however near, could be heard, and would 
start and look behind me for a foe. I realized the identity of tliat 
mood of nature in which these waters were poured down with 
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Bucli absorbing force, with that in which the Indian was sLaped 
on the same soil. For continually upon my mind came, unsought 
and unwelcome, images, such as never haunted it before, of naked 
savages stealing behind me with uplifted tomahawks ; again and 
agiun this illusion recurred, and even after 1 had tliought it over, 
and tried to shake it off, I could not help starting and looking be- 
As picture, the falis can only be seen from the British side. 
There they are seen in their veils, and at sufficient distance to 
appreciate the magical effects of these, and the light and shade. 
From the boat, as you cross, the effects and contrasts are more 
melodramatic. On the road back from the whirlpool, we saw 
tliem as a reduced picture with delight. But what I liked best 
was to sit on Table Rock, close to tlie great fell. There all 
power of observing details, all separate consciousness, was quite 
lost. 

Once, just as I had seated myself there, a man came to take 
his first look. He walked close up lo the fall, and, after looking 
at it a moment, with an air as if thinking how he could best ap- 
propriate it to his own use, he spat into it. 

This tr^t seemed wholly worthy of an age whose love of utililt/ 
is such that the Prince Puckler Muskau suggests the probability 
of men coming to put the bodies of their dead parents in the fields 
to fertilize tliem, and of a country such as Dickens has described ; 
but these will not, I hope, be seen on the historic page to be uuly 
the age or truly the America. A little leaven is leavening tlie 
whole mass for other bread. 

The whirlpool I like very much. It is seen to advantage after 
the great falls ; it is so sternly solemn. The river cannot look 
more imperturbable, almost sullen in its marble green, than it 
does just below the great fall ; but the slight dvcles that mark the 
hidden vortCK seem to whisper mysteries the thundering voice 
above could not proclaim, — a meaning as untold as ever. 

It is fearful, too, to know, as you look, that whatever has been 
swallowed by the cataract is like lo rise suddenly to light here, 
whether uprooted tree, or body of man or bird. 
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The rapids enchanted me far beyond what I expected; tUej 
are so swift that they cease to seem so ; you can think oniy of 
their beauty. The fountain beyond the Moss Islands I discov- 
ered for myself, and thought it for some time an accidental beauty 
which it would not do to leave, lest I might never see it again. 
After I found it permanent, I returned many times to watch the 
play of its crest. In the little watei-fell beyond, Nature seems, as 
she often does, to have matEe a study for some larger design. 
She delights in this, — a sketch within a sketch, a dream within 
a dream. Wherever we see it, the lines of the great buttress in 
tlie fragment of atone, the hues of the iraterfall copied in the 
flowers that star its bordering mosses, we are delighted ; for all 
the lineaments become fluent, and we mould the scene in conge- 
nial thought wilt its genius. 

People complain of the buildings at Niagai-a, and fear to see it 
further deformed. I cannot sympatjiize with such an apprehen- 
sion : the spectacle is capable of swallowing up all such objects ; 
they are not seen in the great whole, more than an earthworm in 
a wide field. 

The beautiful wood on Goat Island is full of flowers ; many of 
the fairest love to do hom^e here. The Wake-robin and May- 
apple are in bloom now; the former, white, pink, green, purple, 
copying the rainbow of the fall, and fit to make a garland for its 
presiding deity when he walks the land, for they are of imperial 
size, and shaped like stones for a diadem. Of the May-apple, I 
did not raise one green tent without finding a flower beneath. 

And now farewell, Niagara, I have seen thee, and I think all 
who come here must in some sort see thee ; thou art not to be got 
rid of as easily as the stars. I ivUl be here ag^n beneath some 
flooding July moon and sun. Owing to the absence of light, I 
have seen the rainbow only two or three times by day ; the lunar 
bow not at all. However, the imperial presence needs not its 
crown, though illustrated by it. 

General Portor and Jack Downing were not unsuitable figures 
here. The former heroically planted the bridges by which we 
cross to Goat Island and the Wake-robin-croivned genius has 
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punished his temerity with deafness, which must, 1 think, havo 
come upon him when he sunk the first stone in the rapids. Jack 
seemed an acufe and entertaining representative of Jonathan, come 
to look at his great water-privilege. He told us all about the 
Americanisms of the spectacle; that ia to say, the battles that 
have been fought here. It seems strange that men could fight in 
such a place ; but no temple can still the personal griefs and 
strifes in the breasts of its visitors. 

No less strange is the fact that, in this neighborhood, an eagle 
should be chamed for a plaything. When a child, I used often 
to stand at a window from which I could see an eagle cliained in 
the balcony of a museum. The people used to poke at it with 
sticks, and my childish heart would swell with indignation as I 
saw their insults and the mien with which they were borne by 
the monirch bird Its eye was dull and its plumage soiled and 
ahabby, yet, in its form and attitude ■^U the king was visible, 
though sorrowful and dethroned I never saw another of the 
femily till, when pasamg thioufh the Notch of the White Moun- 
tains it that moraeit glowuigfefjie us in all the panoply of sun- 
set, the drivei shouted, Look Iheie ! and following ivith our eyea 
his upward-pointing finger, we saw, soaring slow in majestic poise 
above the highest summit, the bird of Jove. It was a glorious 
sight, yet I know not that I felt more on seeing the bird in all its 
natural freedom and royalty, than when, imprisoned and insulted, 
he had filled my early thoughts with the Byronic " silent rages " 
of misanthropy. 

Now, again, I saw him a captive, and addressed by the vulgar 
with the language they seem to find most appropi-iate to such oc- 
casions, — that of thrusts and blows. Silently, his head averted, 
he ignored their existence, as Plotinus or Sophocles might that of 
a modern reviewer. Probably he listened to the voice of the 
cataract, and felt that congenial powers flowed free, and was cout 
soled, though his own wing was broken. 

The stoiy of the Recluse of Niagara interested me a little. 
It is wonderful that men do not ofiener attach their lives to 
localities of great beauty, — that, ivheii once .W-ply penetrated, 
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8 SUMMKK ON TOE 1-AKtiS. 

tliey will let themselves so easily Ije borne away liy the general 
stream of things, to live anywhere and anyhow. But there is 
something ludicrous ia being the hermit of a show-place, unlike 
St. Francis in his mountain-bed, where none but the stare and 
rising sun ever saw him. 

There is also a " guide to the falls," who wears his title labelled 
on his hat ; otherwise, indeed, one might as soon think of asking 
for a gentleman usher to point out the moon. Yet why should 
we wonder at such, when wo have Commentaries on Shake- 
speare, and Harmonies of the Gospels ,' 

And now you have the little all I have to write. Can it in- 
terest you ? To one who has enjoyed the full life of any scene, of 
any hour, what thoughts can be recorded about it seem like the 
commas and semicolons in the paragraph, — mere slops. Yet I 
suppose it is not so to the absent. At least, I have read things 
written about Niagara, music, and the like, that interested me. 
Once I was moved by Mr. Greenwood's remark, that he could 
not realize this marvel till, opening his eyes the next morning 
after he had seen it, his doubt as to the possibility of its being 
still there taught him what he had experienced. I remember 
thia now with pleasure, though, or because, it is exactly the oppo- 
sitp to what I myself felt. For all greatness affects different 
minds, each in " its own particular kind," and the variations of 
testimony mark the truth of feeling.* 

I will here add a brief narrative of the experience of another, 
as being much better than anything I could write, because more 
simple and individual. 

" Now that I have left this ' Earlh-wonder,' and the emotions it 
excited are past, it seems not so much like profanation to analyze 
my feelings, to recall minutely and accurately the effect of this 
manifestation of the Eternal, But one should go to such a scene 

* " Somewliat HTails, in one regard, the meresightofbeantjwitinrat the union 
of Ibellng therewith. Caxried away in memory, it hangs there in the lonely hall 
as a pictui'e, mill mny some time do its message. I trust it maj' be so m my case, 
for I tavi every object f^ more clearly than if 1 had been moved and filled with 
the presence, and my recollections are eq^nally distinct and vivid." Extracted from 
Manuscript Notes of tins Journey Icit by Margaret Fuller. — En. 
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prepared to yield entirely to iU influences, to forget one's little 
self and one's little mind. To see a miserable worm creep to the 
brink of this falling world of waters, and watch the trembling of 
its own petty bosom, and faney that this is made aloae to act 
upon him excites — derision? No, — pity." 

As I rode up to tbe neighborhood of the falls, a solemn awe 
imperceptibly stole over me, and the deep sound of the ever- 
hurrying rapids prepared my mind for the lofty emotions to be 
esperieneed. When I reached the hotel, I felt a strange indiffer- 
ence about seeing the aspiration of my life's hopes. I lounged 
about the rooms, read the stage-bills upon the walls, looked over 
the register, and, finding the name of an acquaintance, sent to see 
if he was still there. What this hesitation arose from, I know 
not ; perhaps it was a feeling of my unworthiness to enter this 
temple which nature has erected to its God. 

At last, slowly and thoughtfully I walked down to the bridge 
leading to Goat Island, and when I stood upon this fraU support, 
and saw a quarter of a mile of tumbling, rushing rapids, and beard 
their everlasting roar, my emotions overpowered me, a choking 
sensation rose to my throat, a thrill rushed through my veins, 
"my biood ran rippling to my fingers' ends." This was the 
climax of tlie effect which the falls produced upon me, — neither 
the American nor the British fall moved me as did these rapids. 
For the magnificence, the sublimity of the latter, I was prepared 
by descriptions and by paintings. When I arrived in sight of 
them I merely felt, " Ah, yes! here is thefall,justaslhaveseeait 
in a picture." When I arrived at the Terrapin Bridge, I expected 
to be overwhelmed, lo retire trembling from this giddy emmence, 
and gaze with unlimited wonder and awe upon the immense m^s 
roUinrr on and on ; but, somehow or other, I thought only of com- 
paring the efi'eet on my mind with what I had read and heard. 
I looked for a short time, and then, with almost a feeling of disap- 
pointment, turned to go to the other points of view, to see if I was 
not mistaken in not feeling any surpassing emotion at this sight 
But from the foot of Biddle's Stairs, and the middle of the river, 
and from below the Table Itock, it was still " barren, ban-en all." 
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Pi-ot'okcil wilh my stupidity in feeling most moved in the 
wrong place, I turned away to the hotel, deteiiuined to set o3 
for Buffalo that afternoon. But the stage did not go, and, after 
nightfall, as there was a splendid moon, I went down to the 
bridge, and leaned over tlie parapet, ivhei-e the boiling rapids came 
down in their might. It was grand, and it was also gorgeous; 
the yellow rays of the moon made the broken waves appear like 
auburn tresses twining around the black rocks. But they did not 
inspire me as before. I felt a foreboding of a mightier emotion 
to rise up and swallow all others, and I passed on to the Terrapin 
Bridge. Everything was changed, tlie misty apparition had 
taken off its manynwlored crown which it had worn by day, 
and a bow of silvery white spanned iis summit. The moonlight 
gave a poetical indeflniteneas to the distant parts of the waters, 
and while the rapids were glancing in her beams, the river b&- 
low the falls was black as nighl, save where the reflection of the 
sky gave it the appearance of a shield of blued steel. No gaping 
tourists loitered, eyeing with their glasses, or sketching on cards 
the hoaiy locks of the ancient river-^od. All tended to harmo- 
nize with the natural grandeur oF the scene. I gaaed long. I 
saw how here mutabiUty and undiangeableness were united. I 
surveyed the conspiring waters rushing against the rocky ledge to 
overthrow it at one mad plunge, till, like toppling MnbitJon, o'er- 
leaping themselves, they fall on t' other side, expanding into foam 
ere they reach the deep channel where they ci-eep submissively 
away. 

Then arose in my breast a genuine admiration, and a humble 
adoration of the Being who was the architect of this and of all. 
Happy were the first discoverers of Niagara, Ibose who could 
come unawares upon this view and upon that, whose feelings 
were entirely their own. With what gusto does Father Hen- 
nepin describe " this great down&U of water," " this vast and 
prodigious cadence of water, which falls down after a surprising 
and astonishing mamier, insomuch that the universe does not 
afford its parallel. 'T is true Italy and Swedeland boast of some 
such things, but we may weU say that they be soiTy patterns 
when compared with this of which we do now speak." 
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CIIAPTEE II. 



SCEKE, Steamboat. — About lo leave Buffalo. — Baggage coming on 
hoard. — Passengers bustling for tJidr berths. — Liltle hoys persecuting 
eeerghoJy with their netnspapers and pamphlets. — J., S., and M. 
huddled up in a forlorn, coi-ner, behind a large tmnk. — A heavy rain 
falling. 

M. Water, ivater eveiywliere. After Niagara one would like 
a, dry ship of exisfCHce. And at any rate it is quite enough for 
me to have it under foot without having it overhead in this way. 

J. All, do not abuse the gentle element. It is Jiardly possihle 
to have too much of it, and indeed, if I were obliged to choose 
amid the four, it would be the one in which I could bear confine- 
ment best. 

S. You would make a pretty Undine, to be sure ! 

J. Nay. I only offered myself as a Triton, a boisterous Triton 
of the soundiug shell, Tou, M., I suppose, would be a salaman- 
der, rather. 

M. No ! that is too equivocal a position, whether in modem 
mythology, or Hoffman's tales. I should choose to he a gnome. 

J. That choice savors of the pride that apes humility. 

M. By no means; the gnomes are the most important of all 
the elemental tribes. Is it not they who make the money? 

J. And are accordingly a dark, mean, scoffing 

M. You talk as if you had always lived in that wild, unprofit- 
able element you are so fond of, where all things glitter, and noth- 
ing is gold ; all show and no gubslanee. My people work in the 
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secret, and tlieir works praise them in the open light ; they re- 
mEun m the dark because only there such marvels coiild he bred. 
You call them mean. They do not spend their enei^ies on tlieir 
own growth, or their own play, but to feed the veins of Mother 
Earth with permanent splendors, very different from what she 
shows on the surface. 

Think of passing a life, not merely in heaping together, but 
making gold. Of all dreams, that of the alchemist is the most 
poetical, for he looked at the finest symbol. " Gold," saya one of 
our fiiends, "is tlie hidden light of the earth, it crowns the min- 
eral, as wine the vegetable order, being the last expression of vital 
enei^." 

J. Have you paid for your passage ? 

M. Yes ! and in gold, not in shells or pebbles. 

J. No really wise gnome would scoff at the water, the beauti- 
ful watei-, " The spirit of man is like tlie water." 

S. And like the air and fire, no less. 

Jl Yes, but not like the earth, this low-minded creature's 
chosen dwelling. 

M The earth is spirit made fruitful, — life. And its hearts 
beats are told in gold and wine. 

J. Oh! it is shocking to hear such sentiments in these times. 
I thought that Bacchic energy of j'ours was long since repressed, 

M. No ! I have only learned to mix water with my wine, and 
stamp upon my gold the heads of kings, or the hieroglyphics of 
worship. But since 1 have learat to mix with water, let's hear 
what you have to say in praise of your favorite. 

J. From water Venus was born, what more would you have ? 
It is the mother of Beauty, the girdle of earth, and the marriage 
of nations. 

S. Without any of that high-flown poetry, it is enough, I think, 
that it ia the great artist^ turuiDg all objects that approach it to 
picture. 

J. True, no object that touches it, whether it be the cart that 
ploughs the wave for sea-weed, or the boat or plank that rides 
Hpon it, but is brought st once from the demesne of coarse iifili- 
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ties into that of picture. All trades, all callings, become pictu- 
resque by the water's side, or on the water. The soil, the slovcii- 
lineM, is washed out of every calling by its touch. All river-crafta, 
sea-crafts, are picturesque, are poetical. Their very slang is poetry. 

M. The reasons for that are complex, 

J. The reason is, that there can be no ploddiug, groping woi-cls 
and motions on my water as there are on your earth. There is 
no time, no chance for them where all moves so rapidly, though 
so smoothly; everything connected with water must be like itself, 
forcible, but clear. That is why sea-slang is so poetical ; there is 
a word for everything and every act, and a thing and an act for 
every word. Seamen must speak quick and bold, but also with 
utmost precision. They cannot reef and brace other than in a 
Homeric dialect, — therefore — (Steamboat bell rings.) But I 
must say a quick good-by. 

M. What, going, going back to earth after all this talk upon 
the other side. Well, that is nowise Homeric, but truly modem. 

J. is borne off without time for any reply, but a laugh — at 
himself, of course. 

S. and M. retire to their state-rooms to forget the wei, the chill, 
and steamboat smell, in theif just-bought new world of novels. 

Next day, when we slopped at Cleveland, the storm was just 
clearing up ; ascending the bluff, we had one of the finest views 
of the lake that could have been wished. The varying depths of 
these lakes give to their surface a gi-eat variety of coloring, and 
beneath this wild sky and changeful light, the waters presented 
a kaleidoscopic variety of hues, rich, but mournful. I admire 
these bluffe of red, crumbling earth. Here land and water meet 
under very different auspices from those of the rock-bound coast 
to which I have been accustomed. There they meet tenderly to 
ohaJlenge, and proudly to refuse, though not in fact repel. But 
here they meet to mingle, are always rushing together, and 
changing places ; a new creation takes place beneath the eye. 

The weather grew gi-adually clearer, but not bright; yet we 
could see the shore and appreciate the extent of these noble 
waters. 
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Coming up the river St. Clair, we saw Indians for the first 
time. They were camped out on the bank. It was twilight, 
and. their blanketed forms, in listless groups or stealing along the 
bank, with a lounge and a stride so different in its wildnesa from 
the rudeness of the white settler, gave me the first feeling that I 
really approached the West. 

The people on the boat were tJmost all New-Englanders, seek- 
ing their fortunes. They had brought with them their habits of 
calculation, their cautious manners, their love of polemics. It 
grieved me to hear these immigrants, who were to be the fathers 
of a new race, all, fi-om the old man down to the little girl, talk- 
ing, not of what they should do, but of what they should get ia 
the new scene. It was to them a prospect, not of the unfolding 
nobler energies, but of more ease and larger accumulation. It 
wearied me, too, to hear Trinity and Unity discussed in the poor, 
narrow, doctrinal way on these free wttera but that will soon 
cease ; there is not time for this clash of opmioni^ m the West, 
where the clash of material interests is so noi^y They wiU need 
the spirit of reli^on more than ever to guide them, but will find 
less time than before for its doctrine. This charge was to me, 
who am tired of the war of words on these subjects, and believe 
it only sows the wind to reap the whiilwind, lefreshing, but T 
argue nothing from it; there is nothing real in the freedom of 
thought at the West, — it is from the position of men's lives, not 
the state of their minds. So soon as they have time, unless they 
grow better meanwhile, they will cavil and criticise, and judge 
otlier men by their own standard, and outrage the law of love 
every way, just as they do with us. 

We reached Mackinaw the evening of the third day, but, lo 
my great disappointment, it was too late and too rainy to go 
ashore. The beauty of the island, though seen under tlie most 
unfavorable circumstances, did not disappoint my expectations." 
But I shall see it to more purpose on my return. 

• " Maokiraw, that long desired siglit^ was dimly dieoemed under a thick fog, 
yetit Eoofhed and chcei-ed me. AH looked mellow thorn ; man soemcd to hava 
worked In harraony with Natuii; instead of ruclely invading her, as in most West' 
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As the Any has passed dully, a cold rain preventing us from 
keeping out in the air, my tliouglits have been dwelling on a 
Btory told when we were off Detroit, this morning, by a fellow- 
passenger, and whose moral beauty touched me profoundly. 

" Some years ago," said Mra. L., " my father and mother stopped 
to dine at Detroit. A short time before dinner my father met in 
the hall Captain P., a friend of his youthful days. He had loved 
P. extremely, as did many who knew him, and had not been sur- 
prised to hear of tlie distinction and popular esteem which his 
wide knowledge, talents, and noble temper eommandecl, as ho 
went onward in the world. P. was every way fitted to succeed ; 
his aims were high, but not too high for his powers, eu^ested by 
an instinct of his own capacities, not by an ideal standard drawn 
from culture. Though steadfast in his course, it was not to over- 
run others ; his wise self-possession was no less for them than 
himself. He was thoroughly the gentleman, gentle because man- 
ly, and was a striking instance that, where there is strength for 
sincere courtesy, there is no need of other adaptation to the char- 
acter of others, to make one's way freely and gi-acefully through 
the crowd. 

" My father was delighted to see him, and after a short parley 
in the hall, 'We will dine together,' he cried, 'then we shall 
have lime to teli aD our stories.' 

" P. hesitated a moment, then said, ' My wife is with me.' 

"'Andmine with me,' said my father; 'that's well; they, too, 
will have an opportunity of getting acquainted, and can entertain 
one another, if they get tired of our college stories.' 

" P. acquiesced, with a grave bow, and shortly after they all 
met in the dming-ixiom. My fatlier was much surprised at the 
appearance of Mrs. P. He had heard that his friend married 



era towna. It Beemed possible, on tJiat Bpot, to lead n life of Bereiiify und cheer- 
fulness. Some richly dresBsd Indians came down to show tliemselves, Tlieic 
dresaes were of hlue broadcloth, with splendid le^ings and knee-ties. Oii their 
heads were crimson scarfs adorned ivilh beads and falling on one shoulder, their 
hair long and looking cleajily. Near were one or two wild %:ii'es clad iu tho 
common white blankefs.^' Manuscript Notes. — F.D. 
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abroad, but nothing further, and liu was not prepared to see the 
calm, dignified P. with a woman on his arm, stiU handsome, 
indeed, but whose coarse and imperious expression showed as 
low habits of mind aa her ex^gerated dress and gesture did of 
education. Nor could iJiere be a greater contrast to my mother, 
who, though undei-standing her claims tad pKe w h the cer- 
tainty of a lady, was soft and retiring in ai ncom o degree. 

" However, there was no time to wonder or fancy they sat 
down, and P. engaged in conversation v tho t much vivacity, 
but with his usual ease. The iii-st qu rter of an hour passed 
well enough. But soon it was obser ibl tilt Mr P. was 
drinkJDg glass after glass of wine, lo a exte t few gentlemen 
did, even then, and soon that she was actually e^ve ted by it. 
Before this, her manner had been brus j e f i ot con mptuous, 
towards her new acquaintance ; now it became, towards my 
mother especially, quite rude. Presently she took up some 
slight remark made by my mother, which, though it did not 
naturally mean anything of the sort, could be twisted into 
some reflection upon England, and made it a handle, first of 
vulgar sarcasm, and then, upon my mother's defending hei-self 
with some surprise and gentle dignity, hurled upon her a volley 
of abuse, beyond Billingsgate. 

"My mother, confounded by scenes and ideas presented lo her 
mind equally new and painful, sat trembling; she knew not what 
to do ; tears rushed into her eyes. My father, no less distressed, 
yet unwilling to outrage the feelings of his friend by doing or say- 
ing what his indignation prompted, turned an appealing look on P. 
" Never, as he often said, was the piunfu] expression of that 
sight effaced fi^m his mind. It haunted his dreams and dis- 
turbed his waking thoughts. P. sat with his head bent forward, 
and his eyes cast down, pale, but calm, with a fixed expression, 
not merely of patient woe, but of patient shame, which it would 
not have been thought possible for that noble countenanee to 
wear. ' Yet,' s^d my father, ' it became him. At other times he 
was handsome, but then beautiful, though of a beauty saddened 
and abashed. For a spiritual light borrowed from the worldly 
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perfection of his mien tliat illustratinn by toiiliast, ivLioIi the 
penitence of the Magdalen does from the glowing enrthlineas of 
her charms.' 

" Seeing that he preserved silence, while Mrs. P. grew still 
more exaspei^ated, my father rose and led his w ife to her own 
room. Half an hour had passed, in painful and wondering sur- 
mises, when a gentle knock was heard at the door, and P. 
entered equipped for a journey. 'We are just going,' he said, 
and holding out his hand, but without looking at them, 'Forgive,* 

" They each took his hand, and silently pressed it ; then he went 
without a word more. 

" Some time passed, and they heard now and then of P., as he 
passed from, one army station to aaother, witli bis uncongenial 
companion, who became, it was said, constantly more degraded. 
Whoever mentioiied having seen theia wondered at the chance 
whicli had yoked him lo such a woman, but yet more at the 
silent fortitude with which he bore it. Many blamed him for 
enduring it, apparently without efforts to check lier ; others 
answered that he had probably made such at an earlier period, 
and, finding them unavailing, had resigned himself to despair, and 
waa too delicate to meet the scandal that, with such resistance 
as such a woman could offer, must attend a formal separation, 

" But my fiither, who waa not in such haste to come to con- 
dusions, and substitute some plausible explanation for the truth, 
found something in the look of P. at that trying moment to which 
none of these explanalions offered a key. There was in it, he 
felt, a fortitude, but not the fortitude of the hero ; a religious 
submission, alxive the penitent, if not enkindled with the en- 
tliusiasm of the martyr. 

" I have said that my father was not one of those who are ready 
to substitute specious explanations for truth, and those who are 
thus abstinent rarely lay their hand on a thread without making 
it a clew. Such a man, like the dexterous weaver, lets not one 
color go till he finds that which matches it in the pattern, — he 
keeps on weaving, hut chooses his shades ; and my father found at 
last what he wanted to make out the pattern for himself. He met 
2« 
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a lady wlio had been iotimate with liotli himself stud P. in early 
days, and, finding she had seen the latter abroad, asked if slie knew 
the circumstances of the marriage. 

" ' Tlie circumstances of the act wliich scaled the miseiy of our 
friend, I know,' she said, ' though as much in the dai-k as any one 
about the motives that led to it, 

" ' We were quite intimate with P. in London, and he was our 
most delightful companion. He was then in the full flower of 
the varied accomplishments which set ofl his fine manners and 
dignified character, joined, towards those he bved, with a certain 
sot> willingness which gives the desirable chivalry to a man. 
None was more clear of choice wheie his personal affections 
were not touched, but where they neie, it cost him pmn to 
say no, on the slightest occasion, I have thought this must have 
had some connedioa with the mystery of his misfortunes, 

" ' One day he called on me, and, without any preface, asked if 
I would be present next day at his marriage. I was so surprised, 
and so unpleasantly surprised, that I did not at first answer a 
word. We had been on terms so fanuliar, that I thought I knew 
all about him, yet had never dreamed of his having an attach- 
ment; and, though I liad never inquired on the subject, yet this 
reserve where perfect openness had been supposed, and really, 
on my side, existed, seemed to me a kind of treachery. Then it 
is never pleasant to know tliat a heart on which we Lave some 
clium is to be given to another. We cannot tell how it wilt 
afieet our own relations with a person ; it may strengthen or 
it may swallow up other aiFections ; the ci-isis is hazardous, and 
1 an occasion, is loo often for ouraelves, — 
eing me silent, he repeated his question, 
jou to be married?" "That," he re- 
He was a moment silent, then con- 
I e look of cold self-possession, that 
dness : " The name of the person 
t the time, but more I cannot tell you, 
, not only of legal, but of respecta- 
1 have hoped yuu and your husband 
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THE LAKES. 19 

would do me this kindness. Will you f " Something in his 
manner made it impossible to refuse. I answered, before I knew 
I was going to apeak, " We will," and he left me. 

" ' I will not weary you with telling how I harassed myself and 
my husband, who was, however, scarce less interested, with doubts 
and conjectures. Suffice it that-, next morning, F. came and took 
us in a carriage to a distant choi-ch. We had just entered the 
porch, when a cart, such as finiit and vegetables are brought to 
market in, drove up, contfuning an elderly woman and a young 
girl. P. assisted them to alight, and advanced with the girl to 
the altar. 

" ' The girl was neally dressed and quite handsome, yet some- 
thing in her expression displeased me tlie moment I looked upon 
her. Meanwhile, the ceremony was going on, and, at its close, 
P. introduced us to the bride, and we all went to the door. 
" Good by, Fanny," said the elderly woman. The new-made 
Mis, p. replied without any token of affection or emotion. The 
woman got into the eart and drove away. 

" ' From that time I saw but little of P. or his wife. I took our 
mutual friends to see her, and they were civil to her for his sake. 
Curiosity was very much excited, but entirely baffled ; no one, 
of com^e, dared speak to P. on the subject, and no other means 
could be found of solving the riddle. 

" ' He treated his wife with grave and kind politeness, but it was 
always obvious that they had nothing in common between them. 
Her manners and tastes were not at that time gross, but her char- 
acter showed itself hard and material. She was fond of riding, 
and spent much time so. Her style in this, and in dress, seemed 
the oppoMte of P.'s ; but he indulged all her wishes, while, for 
himself, he plunged into his own pursuits, 

"' For a time he seemed, if not happy, not positively unhappy ; 
but, after a few years, Mrs. P. fell into the habit of drinking, and 
then such scenes as you witnessed grew frequent. I have often 
heard of them, and always that P. sat, as you describe him, his 
head bowed down and perfectly silent all through, whatever might 
bo done or whoever be present, and always his aspect has irispired 
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Bucli sympathy tiat no pereon has questioned Lim or resented hei 
bisults, but merely got out of the way as soon as possible' 

" ' Hard and long penance,' said my father, after some minutes 
musing, 'for an hour of passion, probably for liis only error.' 

" ' Is that your explanation ? ' said the lady. ' 0, improbable ! 
P. might en-, but not be led beyond himself.' 

" 1 know that his cool, gray eye and calm complexion seemed to 
say so, but a different story is told by the lip that could tremble, 
and showed what flashes might pierce those deep blue heavens ; 
and when tliese over-iatellectual beings do swerve aside, it is to 
fall down a precipice, for their naiTOW path hes over sucli. But 
he was not one to sin without making a brave atonement^ and 
that it had become a holy one, was written on that downcast 

The foui-th day on these waters, the weather was milder and 
brighter, so that we could now see them lo some purpose. At 
night tlie moon was clear, and, for the first time, from the upper 
deck I saw one of the great steamboats come majestically up. 
It was glowing with lights, looking many-eyed and sagacious; in 
its heavy motion it seemed a dowager queen, and this motion, 
with its solemn pulse, and delermined sweep, becomes these 
smooth waters, especially at night, as much as the dip of the sail- 
ship the long billows of the ocean. 

But it was not so soon that I learned to appreciate the lake 
scenery ; it was only after a daily and careless familiarity that I 
entered into its beauty, for Nature always refuses to be seen by 
being stared af. Like Bonaparte, she discharges her face of all 
expression when she catches the eye of impertinent curiosity 
fixed on her. But he who has gone to sleep in childish ease on 
her lap, or learned an aching brow upon her breast, seeking there 
comfort with fuU trust as from a mother, will see all a mother's 
beauty in the look she bends upon him. Later, I felt that I had 
really seen these regions, and shall speak of them again. 

In tlie afternoon we went on shore at the Manitou Islands, 
where Uie boat stops to wood. No one lives here except wood- 
cutters for the sfcarabijat^^. 1 had thought of =uih a position, 
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fi-om its mixture of profound solitude witli servic* to iJie great 
world, as possessing an ideal beauty. I think so still, even after 
seeing the wood-cutters and their slovenly huts. 

In times of slower growth, man did not enter a situation with- 
out a certain preparation or adaptedness to it. He drew from it, 
if not to the poetical extent, at least in some proportion, its moral 
and its meaning. The wood-cutter did not cut down so mfmy 
trees a day, that the Hamadryads had not time to make their 
plaints heard ; the shepherd fended his sheep, and did no jobs or 
chores the while ; the idyl had a chance to grow up, and mod- 
ulate his oaten pipe. But now the poet must be at lie whole 
expense of the poetry in dp,scribing one of these positions ; the 
worker is a true Midas to the gold he makes. The poet must 
describe, as the painter sketches Irish peasant^irls and Danish 
fishwives, adding the beauty, and leaving out the dirt. 

I come to the West prepared for the distaste I must experience 
at its mushroom growtli. I know th^, where " go ahead " is the 
only motto, the village cannot grow into the gentle proportions 
that successive lives and the gradations of experience involun- 
tarily give. In older countries the house of the son grew from 
that of the father, as naturally as new joints on a bough, and 
the cathedral crowned tlie whole as naturally as the leafy summit 
tlie {j'ce. This cannot be here. The mai-cli of peaceful is scarce 
less wanton than that of warlike invasion. The old landmarks 
are broken down, and lie land, for a season, bears none, except 
of the rudeness of conquest and the needs of the day, whose 
bivouac-fires blacken the sweetest forest glades. I ha^e corae 
prepared to see all tins, to dislike it, hut not with stupid narrow- 
ness to distrust or defame. On the contrary, while 1 will not be 
50 obliging as to confound ugliness witli beauty, disconl with har- 
mony, and laud and be contented with all I meet, when it con- 
flicts with my best desires and tastes, I trust by reverent faith to 
woo the mighty meaning of the scene, perhaps to foresee the law 
by which a new order, a new poetry, is to be evoked from this 
chaos, and with a curiosity as ardent, but not so selfish, as that of 
Macbeth, fo call up the apparilions of future king^ fmm ilie 
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etrangc iiigi'edieiilK of llie witch's caldron. Thus I will not grieve 
iliat all the noble trees are gone already ironi this island to fee^l 
tliis caldron, but helieve it will liave Medea's virtue, and repro- 
duce them in the form of new intellectual growths, since centuries 
cannot again adorn the htnd with such as have been removed. 

On this most beautiful beach of smooth white pebbles, inter- 
spersed with, ^ales and cornelians for those who fenow ]iow to 
find them, we stepped, not like the Indian, with some humble of- 
fering, which, if no better than an arrow-head or a little parched 
corn, would, he judged, please the Manitou, who looks only at 
the spirit in which it is offered. Our visit was so far for a relig- 
ions purpose that one of our party went to inquire the fate of 
some Unitarian tracts left among the wood-cutters a year or two 
before. But the old Manitou, though, daunted like his children 
by the appi-oach of the fire-ships, which he probably considered 
demons of a new dynasty, he liad suffered his woods to be felled 
to feed their pride, had been less patient of an encroachment 
which did not to him seem so autliorized by the law of the strong- 
est^ and had scattered those leaves as carelessly as the others of 
that year. 

But S. and I, like other emigrants, went, not to give, but to gel, 
to rifle the wood of flowers for the service of the fire-ship. We 
returned with a. rich booty, among which was the Uva-urH, whose 
leaves the Indians smoke, with the Kinn'Udnmk, and which had 
then just put forth its highly finished little blossoms, as pretty 
as those of the blueberry. 

Passing along still fuj-ther, I thought it would be well if the 
crowds assembled to stare from the various landings were still 
confined to the Kinnikinnik, for almost all had tobacco written 
on their faces, their cheeks rounded with plugs, their eyes dull 
with its fumes. We reached Chicago on the evening of the sixth 
day, having been out five days and a half, a rather longer passage 
than usual at a favorable season of the year. 

Cliicago, Juno 20. 

There can be no two places in the world more completely 
thGTOUghfares than thU place and Buffalo. Thry arc llic two 
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eori-espoiiiicnt valves that open and shut iiU the time, as tlie life- 
blood rushes from east to west, and back agsun from west to east. 

Since it is their office thus to be the doors, and let in and out, 
it would be wnfair to expect from them mucli character of tlieir 
own. To make the best provisions for the transmission of prod- 
uce is their office, and the people who live there are suet as are 
suited for this, — active, complaisant, inventive, business people. 
There are no provisions for the student or idler ; to know what 
the place can give, you should be at work with the rest ; the 
mere traveller will not find it profitable to loiter there as I did. 

Since circumstances made it necessary for me so to do, I read 
all the books 1 could find about the new region, which now began 
to become real to me. Especially I read all the books about the 
Indians, — a paltiy collection truly, yet which furnished material 
for many thoughts. The most narrow-minded and awkward 
recital still bears some lineaments of tlie great features of this 
nature, and the races of men that illustrated them. 

Catlin's book is far the best. I was aftenvords assured by 
those acquainted with the regions he describes, that he is not to 
be depended on for the accuracy of his facts, and indeed it is ob- 
vious, without the aid of such assertions, that he sometimes yields 
to the temptation of making out a story. They admitted, how- 
ever, what from my feelings I was sure of, that he is ti-ue to the 
spirit of the scene, and that a fai' better view can be got from him 
tlian from any source at present existing, of the Indian tribes of 
the Far West, and of the country where their inheritance lay. 

Murray's Travels I read, and was charmed by their aecuraey 
and clear, broad tone. He is the only Englishman that seems to 
have traversed these regions as man simply, not as John Bull. 
He deserves to belong to an aiistocraej, for he showed his title to 
it more when left witliout a guide in the wilderness, than he can 
at the court of Victoria. He has, himself, no poetic force at de- 
scription, but it is easy to make images from his hints. Tot we 
believe the Indian cannot be locked at truly except by a poetic 
eye. Tlie Pawnees, no doubt, are such as he describes them, 
filthy ill tlieir hidiits, and treacherous in their character, but some 
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would liave seen, and seen truly, moro beauty and dignity tlian 
he does with all his manliness and fairness of mind. However, 
bis one fine old man is enough to redeem the rest, and is per- 
haps the relic of a better day, a Phocion among the Pawnees. 

Schoolcraft's Algic K«searches is a valuable book, tliough a 
worse use could hardly have been made of such fine material. 
Had the mythologieal or hunting stories of the Indians been writr 
ten down exactly aa they were i-eceived from the lipa of the nar- 
rators, the collection could not have been surpassed in interest) 
both for the wild charm they carry with them, and the light they 
throw OQ a peculiar modification of life and mind. As it is, though 
the incidents have an air of originality and pertinence to the oc- 
casion, that gives us confidence that they have not been altered, 
the phraseology in which they were expressed has been entirely 
set aside, and the flimsy graces, common fo the style of annuals 
and souvenii-s, substituted for the Spartan brevity and sinewy 
grasp of Indian speech. We can just guess what might have 
been there, as we can detect the fine proportions of the Brave 
■whom the bad taste of some white patron has arranged in fi-ock- 
coat, haf, and pantaloons. 

The few stories Mrs. Jameson wrote out, tliough to (hese also 
a sentimental air has been given, ofiend much less in that way 
than is common in this book. What would we not give for a com- 
pletely fiiithful version of some among them ! Yet, with all these 
di-awbacks, we cannot doubt from internal evidence that they truly 
ascribe to the Indian a dehcacy of sentiment and of fancy that 
justifies Cooper in such inventions as his Uncas. It is a white 
man's view of a savage hero, who would be far finer in his nat- 
ural proportions ; still, through a masquerade figure, it implies 
the truth. 

Irving's books T also read, some for the first, some for the second 
time, with increased interest, now that I was to meet such people 
as he received his materials from. Though the books are pleasing 
from their grace and luminous arrangement, yet, with the excep- 
tion of the Tour fo the Prauies, they have a stereotype, second- 
hand air They lack the breath, tlie glow, the chsmiiing minute 
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traits of living presence. His scenery zb only fit to be glanced at 
from dioraaiic distance ; his Indiana are academic figures only. 
He would liaye made tlie best of pictures, if he could ha^e Hsed 
his own eyes for studies and sketches ; as it is, liis success is won- 
derful, but inadequate. 

McKenney's Tour to the Lakes is the dullest of books, yet 
faithful and quief, and gives some facts not to be met with every- 
where. 

I also read a collection of Indian anecdotes and speeches, the 
worst compiled and arranged book possible, yet not without clews 
of some value. All these books I read in anticipation of a canoe- 
Toyf^ oa Lake Superior as far as the Pictured Rocks, and, 
though I was aitei-wards compelled to give up this project, they 
aided me in judging of what I subsequently saw and heard of the 
Indians. 

In Chicago I first saw the beautiful prairie-ilowcrs. They 
were in their glory the first ten days we wei-e there, — ■ 
" The golden and the Bame-like flowers." 

The flame-like flower I was taught afterwards, by an Indian 
g^rl, to call " Wickapee " ; and she told me, loo, that its splendors 
had a useful side, for it was used by the Indiana as a remedy for 
an iUness to which they were subject. 

Beside these brilliant flowers, which gemmed and gilt the grass 
in a sunny afternoon's drive near the blue lake, between the low 
oak-wood and the narrow beach, stimulated, whether sensuously 
by the optic nerve, unused to so much gold and crimson with 
such tender green, or symbolically through some meaning dimly 
seen in the flowers, I enjoyed a sort of fairy-land exultation never 
felt before, and the first drive amid the flowers ^ve me anticipa- 
tion of the beauty of the prairies. 

At firat, the prairie seemed to speak of the very desolation of 
dulness. Afler sweeping over the vast monotony of the lakes 
to come t^) tills monotony of land, with aJl ai'oand a limitless hori- 
zon, — to walk, and ivalk, and run, but never climb, oh ! it was 
too dreary for any but a Hollander lo boar. ITow the eye greeted 
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the approach of a sail, or the smoke of a steamboat ; it seemed 
that anything so animated must come from a better land, where 
mountains gave religion te the scene. 

The only ihing I liked at first to do was to trace with slow 
and unexpecting step the narrow margin of the lake. Somelimea 
a heayy swell gave it expression ; at others, only its varied col- 
oring, which I found more admirable every day, and which gave 
it an air of mirage instead of the vastiiess of ocean. Then there 
was a grandeur ia the feeling that I might continue that walk, if 
I had any seven-leagued mode of conveyance to save fatigue, 
for hundreds of miles without an obstacle and without a change. 

But after I had ridden out, and seen the flowers, and observed 
the sua set with that calmness seen only in the prairies, and the 
cattle winding slowly to their homes in the "island groves," — most 
peaceful of sights, — 1 begftn to love, because I began to know 
the scene, and shrank no longer from " tiie encircling vastness." 

It is always thus with the new form of life ; we must learn to 
look at it by its own sfiindard. At firet, no doubt, my accustomed 
eye kept saying, if the mind did not. What ! no distant mountains ? 
What! no valleys ? But after a while I would ascend the roof of 
the house where we lived, and pass many hours, needing no sight 
but the moon reigning in the heavens, or starlight falling upon 
the lake, till all the lights were out in the island grove of men 
beneath my feet, and felt nearer heaven that there was nothing 
but this lovely, still reception on the earth ; no towering moun- 
tains, no deep tree-shadows, nothing but plain earth and w^ater 
bathed in light 

Sunset, as seen from that place, presented most generally, low- 
lying, flaky clouds, of the softest serenity. 

One night a star " shot madly from its sphere," and it had a fair 
chance to be seen, but that serenity could not be astonished. 

Yes ! it was a peculiar beauty, that of those sunsels and moon- 
lights on the levels of Chicago, whicli Chamouny or the Trosauhs 
could not make me forget.* 

* '' From the prairie neav Chicago lind I Bean, some days before, the ^iin Eet with 
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Notwithstanding all the attractions I thus found oat by degrees 
on the flat shores of the hike, I waa delighted when I found my- 
self really on my way into the counfjy for an excursion of two or 
three weeks. We set forth in a strong wagon, almost as large, 
and with the look of th<se used elsewhere for transporting cara- 
vans of wild beasts, loaded with everything we might want, iu 
case nobody would give it to us, — for buying and selhng were no 
longer to be counted on, — with a psur of strong horses, able aiid 
wilhng to force their way through mud-holes and amid stumps, 
and a guide, equally admirable as mai'sha! and companion, who 
knew by heart the country and its history, both natural and arti- 
ficial, and whose clear hunter's eye needed neither road nor goal 
to guide it to all the spots where beauty best loves to dwell. 

Add to this the finest weather, and such country as I had never 
seen, even in my dreams, although these dreams had been haunted 
by wishes for just sueh a one, and you may judge whether years 
of dulness might not, by these bright days, be redeemed, and a 
sweetness be shed over al! tlioughta of the West 

The first day brought us through woods rich in the moccason- 
flower and lupine, and plains whose soft expanse was continually 
touched with expression by the slow moving clouds wliich 

" Sweep over with their ehodows, and beneatli 
Tli6 surface rolls aad fluetuates to the eye ; 
DiTik liollowa seem to glide along and clinse 
TiieBunnyridgea," 

to the banks of the Fox River, a sweet and graceful sti'cam. We 
reached Geneva just in time to escape being drenched by a vio- 
lent thunder-shower, whose rise and disappearance thi-ew expres- 
sion into all the features of the scene, 

Geneva reminds me of a New England village, aa indeed there, 
and in the neighborhood, are many New-Englanders of an ex- 

thftt OBlmness observed only on the prHlrles. I know not what It snys, but some- 
thing quite itiffevent from Bunact at sea. There is no motion except of waving 
grasses, — the cattle move slowly homeward in the distance. That ?io»ie .' ivliei-a 
is it? It seems as if there was no home, and no need of one, and there is room 
enongh to wander on for ever." — Manuscript Notes. 
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ceUent stamp, generous, intelligent, discreet, and seeking to win 
from life its true values. Such are much wanted, and seem like 
points of light among the swarms of settlers, whose aims are sor- 
did, whose habits thoughtless and slovenly,* 

With great pleasure we heard, with his attentive and affection- 
ate congregation, the TTnitai-ian dergymaa, Mr. Conanf, and after- 
ward visited him io his house, where almost everything bore 
traces of his own handiwork or that of his fatlier. He is just 
such a teacher as is wanted in this region, iamiliar enough with 
the habits of those he addresses to come home to their experience 
and their wants ; earnest and enJighfened enough to draw the 
important inferences from the life of every day.f 

A day or two we remained here, and passed some happy hours 
in the woods that fringe the stream, where the gentlemen found a 
rich booty of flsh. 

Nest day, traveUing along the river's banks, was an uniafer- 
ropted pleasure. We dosed our drive in the aftenioon at the 
house of an English gentleman, who has gi'atifled, as few men do, 
the common wish to pass the evening of an aefive day amid the 
quiet influences of country life. He showed us a bookcase filled 
with books about this country ; these he had eoUected for years, 
and become so familiar with the localities, that, on coming here at 
last, he sought and found, at once, the very spot he wanted, and 



« " We passed a portion of one day ulth Mr. and Mrs. , young, healthy, 

and, tJiank Heaven, jm?/ people. In the general dnlnaas that broods ovsr Ihis land 
whera so lUUe genius flows, and cai'o, business, and fashionable frivolitj are oqnal- 
Jy dull, unspeakable is the relief of some flashes of vivacity, aome spsrfclas of wit. 
Of coai'se it is Iiard enough for tliose, most nativaly dispoaad that way, to Btrika 
Ere. I would willingly be the Under to promote Uie cheering blaze." — Manu- 
sotipt Notes. 

t "Lat any who think men do not need or want the chnroh, henr thsse people 
talk about it aa if it were the only indispensable thing, and see what I sow in 
Chicago. An elderiy lady from Philadelphia, ^Yho had been visiting lier sona in 
the West, arrived there about one o'clock on a hot Sunday noon. She rang Uit 
beil and reqnested a room immediately, as she wanted t« get ready for aftamoou 
service. Some delay occurring, she enpresaed great regret, as she had ridden all 
Biglit for tlie sake of attending ohnrob. She went to oliurch, noitliet baving dined 
;iov taken any repose afler hci-jooi'iiey." — Jlanuscript Notes. 
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where he is aa content as he hoped lo be, thus realiaing Words- 
worth's description of tlie wise man, who "sees wlmt he foresaw." 

A wood sun-ounds the house, through which patlis are cut in 
every direction. It is, for this oew country, a large and hand- 
some dwelling ; but raond it are its barns and fai-m-yard, with 
catUe and poultry. These, however, in the framework of wood, 
have, a very picturesque and pleasing effect. There is that mix- 
tul^^fiBlture and rudeness in the aspect of things which ^ves a 
feeling of freedom, not of confusion. 

I wish it were possible to give some idea of this scene, as viewed 
by tie eai'liest freshness of dewy dawn. This habitation of man 
seemed like a nest in the grass, so thorouglily were Hie buildings 
and all tiie objects of human care harmonized witli what was 
natural. The tall trees bent and wliispered all around, as if to hail 
with sheltering love the men who ha*l come to dwell among them. 

The young ladies were musicians, and spoke French fluently, 
having been educated in a convent. Here in the pmrie, they 
Imd learned to take care of the milk-i-oom, and kill the rattle- 
snakes that assailed their poultry-yard. Beneath the shade of 
heavy cuiiains you looked out from the high and large windoivs 
to see Noi-wegian peasants at work in their national dress. In 
the wood grew, not only the flowers I had before seen, and wealth 
of tall, wild roses, i)iit the splendid blue spiderwort, that oi-na- 
ment of our gai-dens. Beautiful children strayed thei-e, who were 
soon lo Jeave these civilized regions for some really wild and 
western place, a post in the buffalo country. Their no less beau- 
tiful mother was of Welsh descent, and the eldest child bore the 
name of Gwynthleon. Perhaps there she will meet with some 
young descendants of Madoc, to be her friends; at any rate, her 
looks may relmn that sweet, wild beauty, that is soon made to 
vanish from eyes which look too much on shops and sti-eets, and 
tlio vulgarities of city " parlies." 

Hext day we crossed the river. We ladies crossed on a little 
foot-bridge, from which we could look down the stream, and see 
the wagon pass over at the ford. A black thundev-cloud was 
Mmiiig up ; the sky and waters heavy with espccfation. The 
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motion of the wagon, with its wliile cover, and tlie laboring liorse.^, 
gave just tlie due interest (o the picture, because it seemed as i£ 
they would not have time to cross before the storm came on. 
However, they did get across, and we were a mile or two on our 
way before the violent shower obliged us to take refuge ia a soli- 
tary house upon the pr^rie. In this country it is as pleasant to 
stop as to go on, to lose your way as to find it, for the variety in 
the populalion gives you a chance for fresh entertainment.iffi^ery 
hut, and the luxuriant beauty makes every path attractive. In this 
house we found a family " quite ahore the common," but, I grieve 
to say, not above false pride,forthefather, ashamed of being caught 
barefoot, told ua a story of a man, one of the richest men, he said, in 
one of the Eastern cities, who went barefoot, from choice and taste. 

Near the door grew a Provence rose, then in blossom. Other 
families we saw had brought with them and planted the locust; 
It was pleasant to see their old home loves, brought into connec- 
tion with their new splendors. Wherever there were traces of 
this tenderness of feeling, only too rare among Americans, other 
things bore signs also of prosperity and intelligence, as if the 
ordering mind of man had some idea of home beyond a mere 
shelter beneath which to eat and sleep. 

No heaven need wear a lovelier aspect than earth did this 
afternoon, after the clearing up of the shower. We traversed 
the blooming plain, unmarked by any road, only the friendly 
track of wheels which hcnt, not broke, the grais. Our stations 
were not from town to town, but from grove to giMve, Tljese 
groves first floated like blue islands in the distance. As we drew 
nearer, they seemed fiur parks, and the little log-houses on the 
edge, wifli iJieir curling smokes, harmonized beautifully with them. 

One of these gi-ovea, Boss's Grove, we reached just at sunset 
It was of the noblest ti-ees I saw during this journey, for generally 
the trees were not large or lofty, hut only of fair proportions. 
Here they were large enough to form with their clear stems pil- 
lars for grand cathedral aisles. There was space eaough for 
crimson light to stream through upon the floor of water which the 
shower had leit. As we slowly plashed through, I thought I was 
never in a better place for vespers. 
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That uiglit we i'ested, or rather tarried, at a grove some miles 
beyoad, and there partook of tlie miseries, so often jocosely por- 
ti-ayed, of bedchambers for twelve, a milk dish for siniversal hand- 
basia, and expectations that you would use and lend your " han- 
kercher " for a toweL But this was the only night, thanks to the 
hospitality of private families, that we passed thus ; and it was 
well that we had this bit of experience, else might we have pro- 
nounced all Trollopian records of the kind to be inventions of 
pure malice. 

With us was a young lady who showed herself to have been 
batlied in the Britannic fluid, wittily described by a late French 
writer, by the impossibility she experienced of accommodating 
herself to the indecorums of the scene. We ladies were to sleep 
in the bar-room, front which its drinking visitors could be ejected 
only at a late hour. The outer door had no fastening to prevent 
then' return. However, our host kindly requested we would call 
him, if they did, as he had " conquered them for us," and would 
do so again. We had also rather hard couches (mine was the 
supper-table) ; but we Yankees, born lo rove, were altogether too 
much ialigued to stand upon trifles, ajid slept as sweetly as we 
would in the " bigly bower " of any baroness. But I tliink Eng- 
land sat up all night, wrapped in her blanket-shawl, and with a 
neat Jace cap upon her head, — so that she would have looked per- 
fectly the lady, if any one had come in, — shuddering and listening, 
I know that she was very ill next day, in requital. She watched, 
as her parent countiy watches the seas, that nobody may do wrong 
in any case, and deserved to have met some interruption, she was 
so well prejiared. However, there was none, other than from the 
nearness of some twenty sets of powerful lungs, which would not 
leave the night to a deathly t lli I this h h d f not 

good beds, yet good tea, go d b 1 d w Id t b and 

were entertained with most in t f p nd 

history from our hosts, Nei h Illayful It to 

say again that we cannot finlayhmyh 11 toh all 
we may have to say. " A 's h 1 tl at c mt to lie et, sh i Id be 
painted on the sign at Fapaw Grove. 
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CHAPTER III. 



In the afternoon of this day we reached the Rock River, in 
whose oeighborhood we proposed to make some stay, and crossed 
at Dixon's Ferry. 

This beautiful stream flows full and wide over a bed of rocks, 
traversing a distance of near two hundred miles, to reach the 
Misassippi. Great part of the country along its banks is the 
finest region of Illinois, and the scene of some of the latest 
romance of Indian warfare. To these beautiful regions Black 
Hawk returned with his band " to pass the summer," when he 
drew upoa himself the warfare in which he was finally van- 
quished. No wonder he could not resist the longing, unwise 
though its indulgence might be, to return in summer to this 
home of beauty. 

Of IlliDois, ia general, it has often been remarked, that it bears 
the character of country which has been iuhabited by a nation 
skilled like the EngUsb in all the omarnental arts of life, espe- 
cially in landscape-gardening. The villas and castles seem to 
have been burnt, the enclosures taken down, but the velvet 
lawns, the flower-gardens, the stately parlts, scattered at graceful 
intervals by the decorous hand of ai-t, the frequent deer, and the 
peaceful herd of cattle that malte picture of tlie plwn, all sug- 
gest more of the masterly mind of man, than the prodigal, but 
careless, motherly love of Nature. Especially is this tnie of the 
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Rock Eiver country. The river flows somefimes througli these 
pai-ks and lawns, then betwixt high bluffs, whose grassy ridges 
are covered with fine trees, or broken with crumbiing alone, that 
easily assumes the forms of buttress, arch, aad clustered columns. 
Along the face of such crumbling rocks, swallows' nesls are 
clustered, thick as cities, and eagles and deer do not disdain 
their summits. One morning, out in the boat aJong the base of 
these rocks, it was amusing, and affecting too, to see these swal- 
lows put their heads out to look at us. There was something 
very hospitable about it, as if man had never shown himself a 
tyrant neai- them. What a mommg that was ! Evei^ sight is 
worth twice as much by the early morning light. We boiTow 
semething of the spirit of the hour to look upon them. 

The first place where we stopped was one of singular beauty, 
a beauty of soft, luxuriant wHdoess. It was ou the bend of the 
river, a place chosen by au Irish gentleman, whose absenteeship 
seems of the wisest kuid, since, for a sum which would have been 
but a drop of wat«r to the thirsty fever of his native land, he 
commands a residence which has all that is desirable, in its inde- 
pendence, its beautiful retirement^ and means of benefit to others. 

His park, his deer ehtse he found already prepared ; he had 
only to make an avenue tliougb it. This brought us to the house 
by a drive, which m tl e heit of noon seemed long, though after- 
wards, in the cool if mommg and evpumg, delightful. This is, 
for that part oi the world a liige anl commodious dwelling. 
Near it stands tlie log-cabm wheie its master lived while it was 
building, a very ornamenlal accessory. 

In front of the house was a lawn, adorned by the most grace- 
ful trees. A few of these had been taken out to give a full view 
of the river, gliding through banks such as I have described. 
On this bend the bank is high and bold, so from the house or the 
lawn the view was very rich and commanding. But if you de- 
scended a ravine at the side to the watei-'s edge, you found there a 
long walk on tlie narrow shore, with a wall above of the ricliest 
hanging wood, in which they said the deer lay hid. I never saw 
sue, bu'] often fancied that I heard llicm rustling, at daybreak, by 
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these bug lit cleTi "1 \teis stretcliinir out in euch nihng piomi e 
wlieie no s und bioke the deep an 1 bli af 1 skcI ision unl sa i ow 
and thei this luatlmg or the splaili ot some (i li a htlle gajei 
thin the othpi It seemed not necessary fo hvtf tny bettei 
heaven or fuller expies^ion of love and f eedom than in the 
mood ot N'ituie here 

Tiien leaving the bank you would walk far and jet iatther 
through long grassy pith" full of the most brilliant, also the 
most dehcAte flowei'* The bnlhuit are more common on the 
prairie bit brth kinds loved this plice 

Amid the gnus of the Hwu with a piofusion of wild straw 
beriies, we greeted al o i timihar loie the bcollish harebell 
the gentkit and most touching foim ot the flowei woild 

Ihe master ot the house was absent^ but with a kindness 
beyond thanks had offered us a resting-place there. Here we 
were taken care of by a deputy, who would, for his youth, Lave 
been assigned the place of a page in former times, but in tlie 
young "West, it seems, he was old enough for a steward. 'What- 
ever be called his function, he did the honors of the place so 
much in hai-mony with it, as to leave the guests free to imagine 
themselves in Elysium. And the three days passed here were 
days of unalloyed, spotless happiness. 

There was a peculiai- charm iu coming here, where the choice 
of location, and the unobtrusive good taste of all the arrange- 
ments, showed such intelligent appreciation of the spirit of the 
scene, after seeing so many dwellings of the new settlei-s, which 
showed plainly that they had no thought beyond satisfying the 
grossest material wants. Sometimes they looked attractive, these 
little brown houses, the natural architecture of the country, in the 
ed^e ot the timber But ahnost always> ^shen you came ncu 
(he slovenhness of the dwelling, and the lude wnj in whn,h ob- 
jects around it weie tre'»ted, when t,o little caie would In^e 
pieaented a charming whole weie ^eij repulsive Ss-emg the 
tnces of the Indi'ins, who choae the most beautiful «ites for tlieir 
dwelhngs, and whose htbits do not bieak m on that isp ct of 
^ln^o unlcr vh h t! ^ neic b in wt ffd « if tli j v le tl e 
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rightful loi-ds of a beauty they forbore to detbrm. But most of 
these settlers do not see it at all; it breatlies, it speaks in vain to 
those who ai-e rushing into its sphere. Their progress is Gothic, 
not Soman, and their laode of cultivation will, in the course of 
twenty, perhaps ten years, obliterate the natural expreaaon of 
the country. 

This is inevitable, fatal ; we must not complain, but look for- 
ward to a good result. Still, in travelling through this couutry, I 
could not but be struck with the force of a aymboL Whei-ever 
the hog comes, the rattlesnake disappears ; the omnivorous trav- 
eller, safe in its stupidity, willingly and easily makes a meal of 
the most dangerous of reptiles, and one which tlie Indian looks on 
with a mystic awe. Even so the white settler pursues the In- 
dian, and is victor in the chase. But I sliall say more upon the 
subject by and by. 

While we were here, we had one gi-and thunder-storm, which 
added new glory to the scene. 

One beautiful feature was the return of tlie pigeons every 
aflemoon to their home. At this time they would come sweeping 
across the lawn, positively in clouds, and with a swiftness and 
softness of winged motion more beautiful than anythmg of the 
kind I ever knew. Had I been a musician, sueh as Mendelssohn, 
I felt that I could have improvised a music quite pecuhar, from 
the sound they made, which should have indicated all the beauty 
over which their wings bore them. I will here insert a few lines 
t this house on parting, which feebly indicate some of the 
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THK WKSTEBX EDEN. 

Familiar to the childish mind were tales 

Of rock-girt islea amid a desert sea, 
Where unexpected stretch the flowery viJes 
To soothe the ahipwrecked sailor's misery. 
Fainling, he lay upon a sandy shore, 
And fancied that all hope of life was o'er ; 
But let him patient climb the fi-owning wall. 
Within, the orange glows beneath the palm-tri: 
And all that Edca boasted waits his call. 
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3lj SU.MJIKli ON THE LAKES. 

Almost tliesc tales seem realized to-day, 
Wten the long duliiees of tlie sultry way, 
Where " independeDt " settlers' careless cheer 
Made us indeed feel we were " strangers " here, 
Is cheered by sudden sight of this fiur spot, 
On which "improvement" yet has made no blot. 
But Nature all-astonishod stands, to find 
Her plan protected by Uie human mind. 

Blest be the kindly genius of the scene; 

The liver, bending in unbroken grace, 
The stately tiuckets, with their pathways green, 

Fair, lonely trees, each in its fittest place ; 
Tlioso thickets haunted by &e deer and fawn ; 
Those eloudlike flights of birds across the lawn 1 
The gentlest breezes here delight to blow. 
And ann and shower and star are emulous to deck tlic show. 

Wondering, as Crusoe, we survey tlie land ; 
Happier tlan Crusoe we, a friendly band. 
Blest be the hand that i-eared this friendly home, 
The heart and mind of him to whom we owe 
Hours of pure peace such as few moi-tals know ; 
May he find such, should he be led to roam, — 
Be tended by such ministering Eprites, — 
Enjoy such gayly childish days, such hopeful nights 1 
And yet, amid the goods to mortals given. 
To give those goods again is most like heaven. 

Bnzalwood, Boek RivBr, June 30, 1S43. 

The only really rustic feature was of the many coops of poultry 
near the house, which I understood it to be one of the chief 
pleasures of the master to feed. 

Leaving this place, we proceeded a day's journey along the 
beautiful stream, to a little town named Oregon. We called at a 
cabin, from whose door looked out one of those faces which, once 
Been, are never forgotten ; young, yet touched with many traces 
of feeling, not only possible, but endured ; epiiited, too, like the 
gleam of a finely tempered blade. It was a face that suggested 
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a liistory, uni many histories, but whose scene would have heen 
in courts and camps. At this moment their circles are dull for 
want of tliat hfe which is waning unexcited in this solifary I'ecess. 

The master of the house proposed to show us a " short cut,' 
by which we might, to especial advantage, pm-sue our journey, 
This proved to be almost perpendicular down a hlli, studded with 
young trees and stumjffi. From these he proposed, with a hospi- 
tality of service worthy an Oriental, to free our wheels whenever 
they should get entangled, also to be himself the drag, to prevent 
our too rapid descent. Such generosity deserved trust ; however, 
we women could not be persuaded to render it. We got out and 
admired, from afar, the process. Left by our guide and prop, 
we found ourselves in a wide field, where, by playful quips and 
turns, an endless " creek," seemed to divert itself with our at- 
tempts to cross it. Failing in this, tlie next best was to whirl 
down a steep bank, which feat our charioteer perfoiToed with an 
air not unlike tliat of Rhesus, had he but been as suiiably fur- 
nished with chariot and steeds ! 

At last, after wastmg some two or three hours on the " short 
cut," we got out by following an Indian trail, — Dlack Hawk's ! 
How fail' the scene through which it led ! How could they let 
themselves be conquered, with such a country to fight for! 

Afterwards, in the wide prairie, we saw a lively picture of 
nonchalance (to speak in the fashion of dear Ireland). There, 
in the wide sunny field, with neither tree nor nmbrella above hia 
head, sat a pedler, with his pa«k, waiting apparently for custom- 
ers. He was not disappoiated. "Wo bought what hold, in regard 
to the human woild, as unmarked, as mysterious, and as impor- 
tant an existence, as the infusoria to the natural, to wit, pins. 
This incident would have delighted those modem sages, who, in 
imitation of the sitting phOosophera of ancient Ind, prefer silence 
to speech, waiting to gomg, and scornfully smile, in answer to Uio 
motions of earnest life, 



However, it seemed to me to-day, as foiinerly on the; 
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sdm.i:bk ok the lakes. 

pious that nothing would coiae, unless something 
would go ; now, if we had been as sublimely still as the pedler, 
his pins would have tarried in the pack, and his pockets sustained 
an aching void of pence. 

Passing through one of the flue, park-like woods, almost clear 
from underbrusli and carpeted with thick grasses and flowers, 
we met (for it was Sunday) a little congregation just returning 
from their service, which had been performed in a rude house in 
ts m dst It had a sweet and peaceful air, as if such words and 
thougl fa ere very dear to them. The parents had with them all 
the r 1 le children; but we saw no old people; that charm was 
wa t ng vh ch exists in such scenes m older settlements, of see- 
lu^ tl e s Iver bent in reverence beside the flaxen head. 

At Oregoo, tie beauty of tlie scene was of even a moi-e sump- 
tuous character tlian at our former " stopping-place. " Here 
swelled the river in its boldest course, iaterspersed by halcyon 
isles on which Nature had lavished aU her prodigality in tree, vine, 
and flowei, banked bj noble bluff«, three hundred feet high, their 
sharp nd »ps as exqmsitely definite as the edge of a shell ; their 
Eununits adorned with those 'same beautiful tiees, and with but- 
tresses of nch rock, crested with old hemlocks, wliich wore a 
touchmg ind antique grace amid the softer and more luxuriant 
vegetation Lott) nituial mounds rose anudtt the rest, with the 
^ame Io\ely and sweeping outline, showing eveiywhere the plastic 
power of watei, — natei, mother of beauty, — which, by its sweet 
and eagei flow, hdd left such lineaments as human genius never 
dreamt of. 

Not far from the river was a high crag, called the Pine Rock, 
which looks out, as our guide observed, like a helmet above the 
brow of the country. It seems aa if the water left here and there 
a vestige of forms and materials that preceded its course, just to 
set off its new and richer designs. 

The aspect of this country was to me enchanting, beyond any 
I have ever seen, from its fulness of expression, its bold and im- 
passioned sweetness. Here the flood of emotion has passed over 
and marked cvei-ywhere its course by a smilo. The ftiignicnts of 
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rock touch it vdtii a wildaeas and liberality which give just the 
needed relief. I should never be tired here, tliough I have else- 
where seen country of more secret and alluring charms, better 
calculated to stunulate and suggest. Here the eje and heart ai-e 
filled. 

How happy the Indiana must have been here ! It is not long 
since they were driven away, and the ground, above and below, 
is full of their traces. 

"Tlioeai-thisfuUofmen.'' 

You have only to turn up the sod to find arrowheads and In- 
dian pottery. On an island, belonging to our host, and nearly 
opposite his house, they loved to stay, and, no doubt, enjoyed its 
lavish beauty as much as the myriad wild pigeons that now haunt 
its flower-filled shades. Here are still the marks of their toma- 
hawks, the troughs in wliich they prepared their com, their 
caches. 

A lillle way down the river is the site of an ancient Indian vil- 
lage, with its regularly aiTanged mounds. As usual, they had 
chosen with the finest tast«. When we went there, it was one 
of those soft, shadowy afternoons when Nature seems ready to 
weep, not from grief, but from an overfull heart- Two prattling, 
lovely little girls, and an African boy, with glittering eye and 
ready grin, made our party gay ; but all were still as we entered 
the little inlet and trod those flowery paths. They may blacken 
Indian life as tliey will, talk of its Airt, its brutality, I will ever 
believe that the men who chose that dwelling-place were able to 
feel emotions of noble happiness as they returned to it, and so 
were the women that received them. Neither were the chOdren 
sad or dull, who lived so familiai-ly with the deer and the birds, 
and swam that clear wave in the shadow of the Seven Sisters. 
The whole scene suggested to me a Greek splendor, a Greek 
sweetcesa, and I can believe that an Indian brave, accustomed to 
ramble in sueJi paths, and be batlied by such sunbeams, might he 
mistaken for Apollo, as Apollo was for him by West. Two of 
the boldest bluffs are called the Deer's Wali«, (not because deer 
do nol walk there,) and the Eagle's West. The latter I visited 
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one glorious morning ; it was tluit of the fourth of July, anil cer- 
tainly I think I had never felt so happy that I was bora in Amer- 
ica. Woe to all country folks that never saw this spot^ never 
swept an enraptured gaze over the prospect that stretched be- 
neath. I do believe Rome and Florence are Bubui'bs compared 
to this capital of Katuve'a art. 

The bluff was decked with great bnnches of a scarlet variety 
of the milkweed, like cut coral, and all starred vrith a mysterious- 
looking dark flower, whose cup rose lonely on a tall stem. This 
had, for two or three days, disputed the ground with the lupine 
and plilox. My companions disliked, I liked it. 

Here I thought of, or rather saw, what the Greek expresses 
under the form of Jove's darling, Ganymede, and the following 
stanzas took foi'm. 

GANYMEDE TO HIS EAGLE. 



Upon the rocky mountain stood the hoy, 
A goblet of pure water in his hand ; 

His face and form spoke him one made for joy, 
A willing servant to sweet love's command, 

But a strange pain was written on his brow, 
And thrilled throughout his silver accents now. 

" My bird," he cries, " my destined brother friend, 

O whither fleets to-day thy wayward flight ? 
H^t thou forgotten that I here attend, 

From the full noon until this sad twilight ? 
A hundred times, at least, from the clear spring, 

Since the full noon o'er hill and valley glowed, 
I've filled the vase which our Olympian Mnc 

Upon my care for thy sole use bestowed ; 
That, at the moment when thou shonidst descend, 
A pure refreshment might thy thiL-st attend. 
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fiANTMEDE TO ins EAGLE. 

'■ Haat Uiou forgotten oartli, forgotten me, 

Thy feliow-boodsman in a. royal cause, 
Who, from the sadness of infinity, 

Only with thee can know that peaceful pause 
In -which we eatch the flomng strain of love, 
Which binds our <&m. fafes to the thi-one of Jove ? 

« Before I saw thee, I was like the May, 

Longing fijr summer that must mar its bloom. 
Or like the morning star that calls the day, 

Whose glories to its promise are the tomb ; 
And as the ej^er fountain rises higher 

To throw itself more strongly back to earth, 
Still, as more sweet and full rose my deare. 

More fondly it reverted to its birth. 
For what the rosebud seeks tells not the rose. 
The meaning that the boy foretold the man cannot diselose. 

" I was all Spring, for in my being dwelt 

Eternal youth, where flowers are the fruit ; 
Full feeling was lie thought of what was felt. 



But heaven and earth such life will sdll deny. 

For earth, divorced from heaven, still asks tjie question Why T 

" Upon the highest mountains my young feet 

Ached, that no pinions from their lightness grew. 
My starlike eyes the stars would fondly greet. 

Yet win no greeting from the circling blue ; 
Fair, self-sabsaatent each in its own sphere. 

They had no care that tliere was none for me ; 
AUke to them that I was fiir or near, 

Alike to them time and eternity. 

" But from the violet of lower iur 

Sometimes an answer to my wishing came ; 
Those lightning-birtiis my nature seemed to share, 

They told the secrets of its fiery frame, 
The sudden messengers of hate and love. 
The thunderbolts that arm the hand of Jove, 
And strike sometimes the sacred spire, and strike the sacred gro 
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They answered mo, then left me still more Jone ; 

They told me that the thought which ruled the world 

As yet no sju! upon its course had furled, 

That the creation was but just begun. 

New leaves still leaving from the primal one, 

But spoke not of the goal to which my rapid wheels would ran. 

" SlJll, still my eyes, though tearfully, I atr^ned 
To the tar future whieh my heart contained. 
And no dull doubt my proper hope profaned. 

" At last, O bliss ! thy living form I spied, 

Then a mere speek upon a distant sky ; 
Yet my keen glance discenicd its noble pride. 

And the full answer of tliat sun-filled eye ; 
I knew it was the iving Hiat must upbear 
My eartlilier form into the realms of air. 

" Thou knowest how we gsdned that beauteous height, 
IVliere dwells the monarch of the sons of li^ht; 
Thou knowest he declared us two to be 
The chosen servants of liis mvnistiy, 
Thou as his messenger, a sacred sign 
Of conquest, or, with omen more benign, 
To give its due weight to the righteous cause. 
To express the verdict of Olympian Jaiva. 

" And I to wait lajxin the lonely spring. 
Which slakes the thirst of bards to whom 't is given 

The destined dues of hopes divine to sing, 

And weave the needed chain to bind to heaven. 

Only from such could be obtained a draught 

For Mm who in his eariy home from Jovo's own cup has qualTcd 

" To wait, to wait, but not to wait too long, 

TSU heavy grows thii burden of a song ; 

Inrd I loo long hast thon been gone to-day. 

My feet are weaiy of their frequent way, 

The spill tliat opes the spring my tongue no more can say. 
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:: TO HIS EAGLE. 



" If soon thou eom'st not, night wlil fall around, 
My head with a aad slumbei' will be bound. 
And the pure draught be spilt upon the ground. 



T that I am not yet divine, 
IjOng yeara of service to the fatal Nine 
Are yet to make a Delphiau vigor mine. 

" O, mikc them not too hard, thou bird of Jovel 
Answer the stripling's hope, confirm his love, 
Eeeeive the service in which he delights, 
And bear him often to the serene heigbta, 
Where hands that were bo prompt in serving thee 
Shall be allowed the highest ministry. 
And Kapture live with bright Fidelity." 

The afternoon iviia spent in a very different manner. The 
fiimiiy whose guests we were possessed a gay and graceful hos- 
pitality that gave zest to each moment. They possessed that 
rare politeness which, while fertile in pleasant expedients to vary 
the enjoyment of a friend, leaves him perfectly free the moment 
he wishes to be so. With such hosts, pleasure may be combined 
with repose. They lived on the bank opposite the town, and, aa 
their house was full, we slept in the town, and passed three days 
with them, passing to and fro morning and evening in their boats. 
To one of these, called the Fairy, in which a sweet little daugh- 
ter of the house moved about lighter than any Scotch Ellen ever 
eung, I should indite a poem, if I had not been guilty of rhyme 
on this very page. At moraing tliis boating was very pleasant; 
at evening, I confess, I was generally too tired with tlie excite- 
ments of the day to think it so. 

The house — a double log-cabin — was, to my eye, the mod- 
el of a Western villa. Nature had laid out before it grounds 
which could not be improved. Within, female taste had veiled 
every rudeness, availed itself of every sylvan grace. 

In this charming abode what laughter, what sweet tlioughfs, what 
pleasing fancies, did we not enjoy ! May sucii never desert those 
who reared it, and made us so kindly welcome to all its pleasures ! 

Fragments of city life were dexterously crumbled info the dish 
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[irepared for general enteriainnient, Ice-ci'eams fallowed tlie 
dinner, whicli was drawn by the gentlemen from the riyer, ajid 
music and fireworks wound up the evening of days spent on the 
Eagle's Nest. Now they had prepared a little fleet to pass over 
to the Fourth of July celebration, which some queer drumming 
and fifing, frora the opposite bank, had announced to be "on 

"We found the free and independent citizens there collected be- 
neath the trees, among whom many a round Irish visage dimpled 
at the usual puffs of " Ameriky," 

The orator was a New-Englander, and the speech smacked 
loudly of Boston, but was received with much applause and fol- 
lowed by a plentiful dinner, provided by and for the Sovereign 
People, to which Hail Columbia served as grace. 

Eetuming, lie gay flotilla cheered the little flag which the chil- 
dren had raised from a log-cabin, prettier than any president ever 
saw, and drank the health of our country and all mankind, with 
a clear conscience. 

Dance and song wound up the day. I know not when the 
mere local habitation has seemed to me to afford so fair a chance 
of happiness as this. To a pei^on of unspoiled tastes, the beauty 
alone would afford stimulus enough. But with it would be nat- 
urally associated all kinds of wild sports, experiments, and the 
studies of natural history. In these regards, the poet, the sports- 
man, the naturalist, would alike rejoice in tliis wide range of un- 
touched loveliness. 

Then, with a very little money, a ducal estate may he pur- 
chased, and by a very little more, and moderate labor, a family 
be maintained upon it with raiment, food, and shelter. The luxu- 
rious and minute comforts of a city life are not yet to he had 
without effort disproportionate to their value. But, where there 
is so great a counterpoise, cannot these be given up once for all? 
If the houses are imperfectly huilt, they can afford u 
and plenty of covering ; if they are small, who 
such fielils to roam in ? in winter, it may be home 
is of no conscc[ueucc. Willi ]ilenty of fish, and game, and wheat, 
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can they not dispense with a baier to bring "muffins bot" every 
njorning to the door for their breakfast ? 

A man need not here take a small slice from the landscape, 
and fence it ia from the obtrusions of an uncongenial neighbor, 
and there cut down his fancies to miniature improYements which 
a chicken could run over ia ten minutes. He may have water 
and wood and land enough, to dread no incursions on his prospect 
from some chance Vandal that may enter his neighhorhood. He 
need not painfully economize and manage how he may use it all ; 
he can afford to leave some of it wild, and to carry out his own 
plans wiihout obliterating those of Nature, 

Here, whole families might live togetlier, if they would. The 
sons might return from their pilgrimages to settle near the parent 
hearth ; the daughters might find room near their mother. Those 
pfunful separations, which already desecrate and desolate the At- 
lantic coast, are not enforced here by the stern need of seeking 
bread ; and where they are voluntary, it is no matter. To me, 
too, used to the feelings whicli haunt a society of struggling men, 
it was delightful to look upon a scene where Nature still wore her 
motherly smile, and seemed lo promise room, not only for those 
favored or cursed with the qualities best adapting for the strifes 
of competition, but for the delicate, the thoughtful, even the indo- 
lent or eccentric. She did not say, Fight or starve; nor even, 
"Work or cease to exist, but, merelj showing thit the dppie vias 
a finer fruit than the wild ciab, ga^e both room to grow in the 
garden. 

A pleasant society is fo\mpd of the faniilii.s who b^e along the 
banks of tin* stream upon faim= They we fiom vinoui pirts 
of the world, and have much to communicate to one ■jnother 
Many have cultivated mmds and refined mannera, all a varied 
experience, while they have m common the intereats of a new 
country and a new life They muat tnver&p some sp'»ce to gf t 
at one another, but the journey is through scenes that make it a 
separate pleasure. They must bear inconveniences to stay in one 
another's houses ; but these, to the well-disposed, are only a source 
I'^nt and adventure. 



by Google 



46 SUMMEK ON rOE I.AKES, 

Tiic gi-eat drawback upon the lives of these settlers, at present, 
is the unfitness of the women for their new lot. It has generally 
been the choice of the men, and the women follow, as women 
will, doing their best for affection's sake, but too ofien in heart- 
sickness and weariness. Beside, it frequently not being a ciioite 
or conviction of their own minds that it is best to be here, their 
part is the hai-dest, and they are least fitted for it. The men 
can find assistance in field labor, and recreation with the gun and 
flshing-rod. Their bodily sti-ength is greater, and enables them 
to bear and enjoy both these forms of life. 

The women can rarely find any aid in domestic labor. All ifs . 
various and careful (asks must often be pei-formed, sick, or well, 
by the mother and daughters, to whom a city education has im- 
parted neitlier the strength nor skill now demanded. 

The wives of the poorer settlers, having more bai'd work to do 
than before, very frequently become slatterns ; but tlie ladies, 
accustomed to a refined neatness, feel that they cannot degrade 
themselves by its absence, and struggle under every disadvantago 
to keep up the necessary routine of small aiTangements. 

With all these disadvantages for work, tlieir resources for pleas- 
ure are fewer. When they can leave the liousework, they have 
not learnt to ride, to drive, to row, alone. Their culture has too 
generally been that given to women to make them " the orna- 
ments of society." Tiiey can dance, but not draw ; talk E^'ench, 
but know nothing of the language of flowers ; neither in child- 
hood were allowed to cultivate them, lest they should tau their 
complexions. Accustomed to tlie pavement of Broadway, they 
dai-e not tread the wild-wood paths for fear of rattlesnakes ! 

Seeing much of this joylessness, and inaptitude, both of body 
and nimd, for a lot which would be full of blessings for those 
prepared for it, we could not but look with deep interest on the 
httle girls, and hope they would grow up with the strength of 
body, dexterity, simple tastes, and resources that would fit them 
to enjoy and refine the "Western farmer's life. 

But they have a great deal to war with in the habits of 
thouslit a^qiiiri'd by th"ir mothers from their own eai'ly life. 
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Eveiy where iJie fatal spiiit of imitation, of refurencie to European 
sf andards, penetrates, and threatens to blight whatever of orjginal 
growth might sidorn the soil. 

If the little girls grow up strong, resolute, ahle lo exert theii 
faculties, their mothers mourn over their want of fashiouahle 
delicacy. Are they gay, enterprising, ready to ily about in the 
various ways that teach them so much, these ladies lament that 
"they cannot go to schoo], where they might learn to he quiet." 
They lament the want of " education " for their daughters, as if 
the thousand needs which call out their young energies, and the 
language of nature around, yielded no education. 

Their grand ambition for their children is to send them to 
school in some Eastern city, the measure moat likely to make 
them useless and unhappy at home. I earnestly hope that, ere- 
long, the t f ^ood h la near themselves, planned 
by person f Ih nt h It meet the wants of the place 
and time, n te d f jym N w York or Boston, will cor- 
rect this n an a In t t n tl hildren want to enable them 
to profit 1 y tl gre t n turd d antages of their position ; but 
methods c< p d t m tl du t n f some English Lady Augusta 
are as ill suited to the daughter of an Illinois farmer, as satin 
shoes to dimb tlie Indian mounds. An elegance she ivould 
diffuse around her, if her mind were opened to appreciate ele- 
gance ; it might be of a kind new, original, enchanting, as differ- 
ent from that of the city belle as that of the prairie torch-flower 
fi-om the shop-worn article tliat touches the cheek of that lady 
within her bonnet. 

To a girl really sliilled to make home beautiful and comfort- 
able, with bodily strength to enjoy plenty of exercise, the woods, 
the streams, a few studies, music, and the sincere and familiar 
intercourse, far more easily to be met with here than elsewhere, 
would afford happiness enough. Her eyes would not grow dim, 
nor her cheeks sunken, in the absence of parties, morning visits, 
and milliners' shops. 

As (o music, I wish I could see in such places the guitar rathet 
than the piano, and good vocal more tlian instrumental music. 
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The (liano many Lariy willi IIilui, Lecausb it is tlio fashionable 
instrument in the Eastern cities. Even there, it is so merely 
from the liabit of imitating Europe, for not one in a thousand is 
willing to give the labor requisite to insure any TtJuahle use of 
the instrument. 

But out here, wheie the laJies have so much less leisure, it is 
stjll less desirable. Add to this, they never know how to tune 
their own insiruments, and as persons seldom visit them who can 
do so, these pianos are constantly out of tune, and \Y0uld spoil 
the ear of one who began by having any. 

The guitar, or some portable instrument which requires less 
practice, and could be kept in tune by themselves, would be far 
more desirable for most of these ladies. It would give all they 
want as a household companion to fill up the gaps of life with a 
pleasant stimulus or solace, and be sufficieat accompaniment fo 
the voice in social meetings. 

Singing in parts is tie most delightful family amusement, and 
those who are constantly together can learn to sing in perfect 
accoi-d. All the practice it needs, after some good elementary 
instruction, is such as meedngs by summer twilight and evening 
firelight naturally suggest. And as music is a universal lan- 
guage, we cannot but think a fine Italian duet would be as much 
at home in the log cabin as one of Mrs. Gore's novels. 

The 6th of July we left this beautiful place. It was one of 
those rich days of bright sunlight, varied by the purple shadows 
of large, sweeping clouds. Many a backward look we cast, and 
left the heart behind. 

Our journey to-day was no less delightful than before, still all 
new, boundless, limitless. Kinmont says, that limits are sacred ; 
that the Greeks were in the right to worship a god of limits. I 
say, that what is limitless is alone divine, that there was neither 
wall nor road in Eden, tliat those ^vho walked there lost and 
found their way just as we did, and that all the gain from the 
Fall was that we had a wagon to ride in. I do not think, either, 
that even the horses doubted wheflier this last was any advantage. 

Everywhere the rat tlesnalte- weed groivs in profusion. The 
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The ladies of our host's family at Oregon, when they first went 
there, after all tlie pains and plagues of building and settling, 
fouad their first pastime in opening one of these mounds, in which 
they found, I think, tliree of the departed, scjtted in the Indian 
fashion. 

One of these same ladies, as she was making bread one winter 
morning, saw from the window a deer directly befoi-e the house. 
She ran out, with her hands covered with dough, calling the oth- 
ers, and they caught liim bodily before he had time to escape. 

Here {at Kiskwaukie) we received a visit fi-om a ragged and 
barefooted, but bright-eyed gentleman, who seemed to be the intel- 
lectual loafer, the walking Will's coiFee-house, of the place. He 
lo!d us many charming snake-stories ; among others, of himself 
having seen seventeen young ones re-enter the mother snake, on 
the approach of a vbitor. 

This night we reached Eclvidcre, a flourishing ti 
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County, where was the tomb, now despoiled, of Big Thunder. In 
this later day we felt happy to find a really good hotel. 

From this place, by two days of very leisurely and devious 
journeying, we reached Chicago, and thus ended a journey, which 
one at least of the party might have wished unending. 

I have not been particularly anxious to give the geography of 
the scene, inasmuch as it seemed to mo no route, nor series of 
stations, but a garden interspersed wicli cottages, groves, and 
flowery lawns, through ■which a stately river ran. I had no 
guide-book, kept no diary, do not know how many miles wc 
travelled each day, nor how many in alL What I got from thn 
journey vita the poetic impies'tion of the ciunhj at lar^e it is 
all I have aimed to communicate 

The nan itue might hive been made much moie inttie ting 
as life was it the time by many piquint anecdotes and tales 
drawn fiom piivate life But hen eouitesy restrains (he pen 
for I kniw th)se who recei\ed the ttranger nilh suth fnnk 
kin loess would feel ill requited by its betomiig the means of 
fixing nunj spT t,la^ es e\en though the su-utiny mi^ht be one 
of adminng interest, upon their pru ate homes. 

For many of these anecdotes, too, I was indebted to a fiiend, 
whose property they more lawfully are. This friend was one of 
those rare beings who are equally at home in nature and with man. 
He knew a tale of all that ran and swam and flew, or only 
grew, possessing that extensive familiarity with things which 
shows equal sweetness of sympathy, and playful penetration. 
Most refreshing to me was his unstudied lore, the unwritten po- 
etry which common life presents to a strong and gentle mind. It 
was a great contrast to the subtilties of analysis, the philosophic 
strainings of which I had seen too much. But I will not attempt to 
transplant it. May it profit others as it did me in the region where 
it was bom, where it belongs. 

The evening of our return to Chicago, the sunset was of a 
splendor and calmness beyond any we saw at the West. The 
twilight tiiat succeeded was equally beautiful ; soft, pathetic, but 
just so calm. When aftenvarda I learned this was the evening 
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of Allston's death, it seemed to me as if this glorious pageant was 
not without connection with that event ; at least, it inspired sim- 
ilar emotions, — a heavenly gate closing a path adorned with 
Bhows well worthy Paradise. 

FAREWELL TO ROCK RIVER VALLEY. 

Parewell, ye soft and sumptuous solitudes ! 

Ye fairy dislamcea, ye lordly woods, 

Haunted, by paths like those that Pousain knew. 

When after his all gaiscrs' eyes lie drew ; 

1 go, — and if I never more may eteep 

An eager heart in your enchantments deep. 

Yet ever to itself that heart may say. 

Be not exacting ; thou hast lived one day,^ 

Haat looked on that which matches with thy mood. 

Impassioned sweetness of full bdng's flood. 

Whore nothing checked the bold yet gentle wave, 

Where naught repelled the laviGh love that gave. 

A tender blessing lingers o'er the scene. 

Like some young mother's thought, fond, yet serene, 

And through its life new-bom our lives have been. 

Once more farewell, — a sad, a sweet farewell ; 

And, if I never must behold you more, 

In other worlds I will not cease to tell 

The rosaiy I here have numbered o'er ; 

And hrightrhaired Hope will lend a gladdened ear, 

And Love will free him from the grasp of Fear, 

And Go!^n critics, while the tale they hear. 

Shall dew thar stony glances with a tear. 

If I but catch one echo from your spell : — 

And so farewell, — a grateful, sad farewell I 
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L SHORT CHAi'i: 



Chicago had become interesting to me now, that I knew it 
as the portal to so fair a scene. I had become interested ia the 
land, in the people, and looked sorroivfuUy on the lake on which 
I must Booa embark, to leave behind ivhat I had just begun to 
enjoy. 

Now was the time to see the lake. The July mooQ was near 
its full, and night after night it rose in a cloudless sky above this 
majeat c sea. The heat was excessive, so that there was no en- 
joy eut f life, except in the night ; hut then the air was of that 
deh 0U3 temperature wortliy of orange-gi'oves. However, they 
we e not Banted; — nothing was, as that full light fell on the 
f'» ntly r ppling waters, which tiien seemed boundless. 

The most picturesque objects to be seen from Chicago on the 
inland side were the Unes of Hoosier wagons. These rude farm- 
ers, the large first product of the soil, travel leisurely along, 
sleeping in their wagons by night, eating only what they bring 
with them. In the town they observe the same plan, and trouble 
no luxurious hotel for boani and lodging. Here tliey look hke 
foreign peasantry, and contrast well with the many Germans, 
Dutch, and Irish, In the country it ia very pretty to see them 
prepared to " camp out" at night, their horses taken out of har- 
ness, and they lounging under the trees, enjoying the evening 

Ou the lake-side it is fine to see the great boats come panting 
in from their rapid and marvellous journey. EspoeJalJy at night 
the motion of their lights is very majestic. 
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Wiien tlie favoiite boats, the Great Western and Illinois, are 
going oul, the town ia throDged with people from the South and 
fortlier West, to go in them. These moonlight nights I would 
hear the French rippling and fluttering familiarly amid the rude 
ups and downs of the Hoosier dialect. 

At the Iiotel table were d^ly to'be seen new faces, and new 
stories to be learned. And any one who has a large acquaintance 
may be pretty sure of meeting some of them here in the course of 
a few days. 

At Chicago I read again Pliilip Van Ai-tevelde, and certain 
passages in it will always be in my mind associated with the deep 
sound of the lake, as heard in the night. I used to read a short 
time at night, and then open the blind to look out. The moon 
would be full upon the lake, and the calm breath, pure light, and 
the deep voice harmonized well -with the thought of the Flemish 
hero. When will this country have such a man ? It is wliat she 
needs ; no tiin Idealist, no coarse Eealist, but a man whose eye 
reads the heavens, while his feet step firmly on the ground, and his 
hands are strong and dexterous for the use of human implements. 
A man 3'eligioua, virtuous, and — sagacious! a man of universal 
sympathies, but self-possessed ; a man who knows the i-egion of 
emotion, though he ia not its slave ; a man to ivhom this world is 
no mere spectacle, or fleeting shadow, but a great, solemn game, to 
be played with good heed, for its stakes ai-e of eternal value, yet 
who, if his own play be true, heeds not what he loses by the false- 
hood of others; — a man who hives fi-om the past, yet knows that 
its honey can but moderately avail him ; whose comprehensive 
eye scans the present, neither infatuated by its golden lures, nor 
chilled by its many ventures ; who possesses prescience, as the 
wise man must, but not so far as to be driven mad to-day by the 
gift which discerns to-morrow ; — when there is such a 
America, the thought which urges her on will be e 



Now that I am about to leave Illinois, feelings of regret and 
admiration come over me, as in pavtiug with a iiicnd whom we 
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have n till tl ^ojd puec to prize and study, while lioiira of 
assoaation never peiLapa to return, were gi-anted. I have fixed 
my attention almost exclusively on the picturesque beauty of 
this region it was so new so inspiring. But I ought to have 
been more interested m the housekeeping of this magnificent 
Slate, m the education «he Is giving her children, in their pros- 
pects 

Illinois Is at present a by word of reproach among the nations, 
f e ca less, prodigil course by which, in early youth, she has 
e dan d her honor But you cannot look about you tliere, 
w hou ee ng that there aie resources abundant to retrieve, and 
s eve, far gi-eater eri-ors, if they are only directed with 

Wo d at the sunple maxim, that honesty is the best policy, 
n gh b a d to heart ; that a sense of the true wm of life might 
e te he tone of politics and trade till public and private honor 
b ea ne ntica! ; that the Western man, in that crowded and ex- 
^ f which develops his faculties so fully for to-day, might 
no g hat better part which could not be taken from him ; 
ha W stem woman might take that interest and acquire that 
light for the education of the children, for which she alone has 
leisure ! 

This is indeed the great problem of the place and time. If the 
nest generation be well prepared for their work, ambitious of 
good and skilful to achieve it, the children of the present settlers 
may he leaven enough for the mass constantly increasing by im- 
migi'aiion. And how much is this needed, where tiiose rude for- 
eigners can so little understand the best interests of the land they 
seek ibr bread and shelter! It would be a happiness to aid in 
this good work, and interweave the white and golden threads into 
the fate of Illinois. It would be a work worthy the devotion of 
any mind. 

In the little that I saw was a lai^e proportion of intelligence, 
activity, and kind feeling ; but, if there was much serious laying 
to heart of the true purposes of life, it did not appeal- in the tone 
of conversation. 
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Having before mc the Illinois Guide-Book, I find there men- 
tioned, as a " yisioaary," one of the men I should think of as able 
to be a truly valuable settler in a new and great country, — Mor- 
ris BirJtbeck, of England. Since my return, I have read his 
journey to, and letters from, Illinois. I see nothing praraised 
there that will not surely belong to the man who knows how to 
seek for it. 

Mr. Birkbeck was an enlightened philanthropist, the rather 
that he did not wish to sacrifice himself to his fellow-men, but to 
beceflt them with all he had, and was, and wished. He thought 
all the creatures of a divine love ought to be happy and ought to 
be good, and that his owa so 1 and h s o n 1 fe were not less pre- 
cious than those of others ; ind ed h t to 1 eep these healthy was 
his only means of a healthy mflu nee 

But his aims were altogethe g ne o Freedom, the liberty 
of law, not licenses not indoi new k t himself and cliildren 
and all men, but under genial and p t nfl ences ; — these were 
his aims. How different from those of the new settlers in gen- 
eral! And into his mind so long ago shone steadily the two 
thoughts, now so prevalent in thinking and aspiring minds, of 
" Resist not evil," and "Every man his own priest, and the heart 
the only true church." 

He has lost credit for sagacity from accidental circumstances. 
It does not appear that his position was ill chosen, or his means 
dispro portioned to his ends, had he been sustained by funds from 
England, as he had a right to espect But through the profligacy 
of a near relative, commissioned to collect these dues, he was dis- 
appointed of them, and his paper protested and credit destroyed 
in om- cities, before he became aware of his danger. 

Still, though more slowly and with more difficulty, he might 
have succeeded in Ms designs. The English farmer might havw 
made the English settlement a model for good methods and good 
aims to all that region, had not death prematurely cut short his 

I have wished to say these few words, because the veneration 
with which I have been inspired for his character by those who 
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knew him well, raalies me impatient of l.liis caj'eless bliime being 
passed from mouth to mouth and book to book. Success is no 
test of a man's endeavor, and Illinois will yet, I hope, regard this 
man, who knew so well what ought to be, as one of her true pa- 
triarchs, the Abraham of a, promised lajid. 

Ha was one too much before his time to be soon valued ; hut 
the time is growing up to him, and will understand his mild phi- 
lanthropy, and clear, large views. 

I subjoin (he account of his death, given me by a friend, as ex- 
pressing, in fair picture, tJie character of the man. 

" Mr. Birkbeek was returning from the seat of government, 
whithei" he had been on public business, and was accompanied by 
his son Bradford, a youth of sixteen or eighteen. It was neces- 
sary to cross a ford, which was rendered difficult by the swelling 
of the stream. Mr. B.'s horse was unwilling to plunge iiito the 
waf«i', so his son offered to go first, and he followed. Bradford's 
horse had just gained footing on the opposite shore, when he 
looked hack and perceived his father was dismounted, struggling 
in the water, and carried down by the current. 

"Mr. Birkbeek could not swim; Bradford could; so be dis- 
mounted, and plunged into the stream to save his father. He 
got to him before he sunk, held him up above water, and told him to 
take hold of his collar, and he would swim ashore with him. Mr. 
B. did so, and Bradford exerted all his strengtli to stem the cur- 
rent and reach the shore at a point where they could land ; but, 
encumbered by his oivn clotWng and his father's weight, he made 
no progress ; when Mr. B. perceived this, he, with his ebaractei^ 
istie calmness and resolution, gave up his hold of his soa, and, 
motioning to him to save himself, resigned himself to his fate. 
His son reached Uie shore, but ivas too much overwhelmed by 
hia loss to leave it. He was found by some travellers, many 
hours after, seated on the margin of the stream, with his face in 
hia hands, stupefied with grief. 

" The body was found, and on the countenance was the sweet- 
est smile ; and Bradford said, ' -lust so he smiled upon me when 
he let go and pushed me away from him.' " 
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Many men can clioosc the right and best on a gi-eat occasion, 
but not many can, ivith such ready and serene decision, lay aside 
even life, when that is right and best. This little narrative touched 
my imagination in very early youth, and often has come up, in 
lonely vision, that face, serenely smiling above the ciin-ent which 
bore him away to another realm of being. 
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CHAPTER V. 



THOUGHTS AKD SCENES IN WISCOKSIK. — SOCIETY IN MIL- 
WAUKIE. INDIAN ANHCOOTE. SEEIlltSS OP I'REVOKST. 



A Teeeitoky, not yet a State ;* still nearer the acorn than 
we were. 

It was very pleasant coming up. These lai^e and elegant 
boats are so well arranged that every escureion may be a party 
of pleasure. There are many fair shows to see on the lake and 
its shores, almost always new and agreeable persons on board, 
pretty children playing about, ladies singing (and if not very 
well, there is room to keep out of the way). You may see a 
great deal here of Life, in the London sense, if you know a few 
people ; or if you do not, and have the tact to look about you 
without seeming to stare. 

"We came to Milwaukie, where we were to pass a fortnight or 

This place is most beautifully situated. A little river, with 
romantic banks, passes up through the town. The bank of the 
lalie is here a bold bluff, eighty feet iu height. From its summit 
is enjoyed a noble outlook on the lake. A little nai-row path 
winds along the edge of the lake below. I liked this walk much, — 
above me this high wall of rich earth, garlanded on its crest with 
trees, the long ripples of the lake coming up to my feet. Here, 
standing in the shadow, I could appreciate better its magnificent 

* WiaconBiH wna not admitlod into the Union as a State till IStT, aftBr this 
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changes of color, whieh are the cliicf beauties of the lake- waters ; 
but these are indesciibable. 
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These boats come in and out every day, and still afford a cause 
for general exdtement. The people swarm down to greet them, 
to receive and send away their packages and letters. To me they 
seemed such mighty messengera, to give, by their noble motion, 
such an idea of the power and fulness of life, tliat they were 
worthy to carry despatches from king to king. It must be very 
pleasant for those who have an active share in carrying on the 
affairs of this great and grpwing world to see them approach, and 
pleasant to such as have dearly loved friends at the next station. 
To those who have neither business nor friends, it sometimes ^ves 
a desolating sense of insignificance. 

The town promises to be, some time, a fine one, as it is so well 
situated; and they have good building material, — a yellow briolt, 
very pleasing to the eye. It seems to grow before you, and has 
indeed but just emerged from the thickets of oak and wild-roses. 
A few steps will take you into the thickets, and certainly I never 
saw so many wild-i-oses, or of so beautiful a red. Of such a color 
were the first red ones the world ever saw, when, says the legend, 
Venus flying (o the assistance of Adonis, the rose-bushes kept 
catching her to make her stay, and the drops of blood the thoma 
drew from her feet, as she tore herself away, fell on the white 
roses, and turned them this beautiful red. 

One day, walking along the river's bank in search of a water- 
fall to be seen from one ravine, we heard tones from, a band of 
music, and saw a gay troop shooting at a mark, on the opposhe 
bank. Between every shot the bajid played ; the effect was very 

On this walk wc foiiud two of the oldest and most gnarled hem- 
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loclia OiaL ever afibided study for a painter. They were the only 
ones we saw ; they eeemed the veterans of a former race. 

At Milwaukie, as at Chicago, are many pleasant people, di-awn 
together from all parts of the world. A resident here would find 
great piquancy in the associations, — those he met having sucli 
dissimilar histories and topics. And several persons I saw, evi- 
dently transplanted from the most refined circles to be met in this 
country. There are lures enough in the West for people of all 
kinds; — the enthusiast and the cunning man; the naturalist, 
and the lover who needs to he rich for the sake of her he loves. 

The torrent of immigration swells very strongly towards this 
place. During the fine weather, tlie poor refugees arrive daily, 
in their nalional dresses, all travel-soiled and worn. The night 
they pass in rude shantees, in a particular quarter of the town, 
then walk off into the country, — the mothers carrying their in- 
fants, tlie fathers leading the little children by the hand, seeking 
a home where tlieir hands may maintsan them. 

One morning we set off in their track, and ti'avelled a day's 
journey into this country, — fair, yet not, in that part wliich I 
saw, comparable, in my eyes, to the Rock Biver I'egion. Rich 
fields, proper for grain, alternate with oak openings, as tliey are 
called i hold, various, and beautiful were the features of the scene, 
but I saw not those majestic sweeps, those boundless distances, 
those heavenly fields ; it was not the same world. 

Neither did we ti'avel in the same delightful manner. Wo 
were now in a nice carriage, which must not go off the road, for 
fear of brealsage, with a regular coachman, whose chief care was 
not to tire his horses, and who had no taste for entering fields in 
pursuit of wild-flowers, or tempting some strange wood-path in 
search of whatever might befall. It was pleasant, but almost as 
tame as New England. 

But charming indeed was tlie place where we stopped. It was 
in the vidnity of a chain of lakes, and on the bank of the love- 
liest little stream, called the Eai'k River, which flowed in mpid 
amber brightness, through fields, and dells, and stately knolls, of 
most poetic bcanly. 
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Sneet -Here the biiuseta seen in the vaCej ot this stieam, 
though here, and, I gneve to say, no le's neai the Rock River, 
the fiend who has every Uberty to tempt the hippy in tlii-s world, 
appeared m fbe shape of mo^quitoa, and allo'i^ed us no bodilj to 
enjoy our mental peace. 

One day we ladies gave, under the guidance of our host, to 
visiting all the beauties of the adjacent lakes, — Nomabbin, 
Silver, and Pine Lakes, On the store of Nomabbin had for- 
merly beeri one of the finest Indian villages. Our host said, that 
once, as he was lying there beneath the bank, he saw a tall 
Indian standing at gaae on the knoU. He lay a long time, curi- 
ous to see how long the figure would maintain its statue-like ab- 
sorption. But at last his patience yielded, and, in moving, he 
made a slight noise. The Indian saw him, gave a wild, snorting 
sound of indigaatioa and pain, and Strode away. 

What feeliDga must consume their hearts at sueh momenta! 
I scarcely see how they can forbear to shoot the white man where 
he siands. 

But the power of fate is with the white mac, and the Indian 
feels it. This same gentleman told of his travelling throngh the 
wilderness with an Indian guide. He hod with liim a bottle of 
spirit which he meant to give him in small quantities, but the In- 
dian, once excited, wanted the whole at once. " I would not," said 

Hr. , "give it him, for I thought, if he got really drunk, 

(here was an end to his services as a guide. But he persisted, 
and at last fi-ied to take it from me. I was not armed ; he was, 
and twice aa strong as I. But I knew an Indian could not resist 
the look of a white man, and I fixed my eye steadily on his. 
He bore it for a moment, then his eye fell ; he let go the bottle. 
C 
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r took Ilia gun and threw it to u dislance. Aftei' a few moments' 
pause, I told him to go and ietch it, and left it in hia hands. 
Fi-om that moment he was quite obedient, even servile, all the 
rest of the wiiy." 

This gentleman, though in other respects of most kindly and 
liberal heart, showed the aversion that the white man Eton learns 
to feel for the Indian on whom he encroaches, — the aversion of 
the injurer for him he has degraded. After telling the anecdote 
of his seeing the Indian gazing at the seat of his formei- home, 



and which, one would tliink, would have awakened soft compas- 
Bion — almost remorse — in the present owner of that fair hiil, 
which contained for the exile the bones of his dead, the ashes of 
his hopes, he observed : " They cannot be prevented from strag- 
gling back here to their old haunts. I wish they could. They 
3ught not to be permitted to drive away our game." Ouk game, 
— just heavens ! 

The same gentleman showed, on a slight occasion, the true 
spirit of a sportsman, or perhaps I might say of Man, when 
engaged in any kind of chase. Showing us some antlers, he 
said: "This one belonged to a majestic creature. But this other 
was the beauty. I had been lying a long time at watch, when at 
last I heard them come crackling along. I lifted my head cau- 
tiously, as they burst through the trees. The first was a magnili- 
cent feUow ; but then I saw coming one, the prettiest, the most 
graceful I ever beheld, — there was sometJiing so soft and be- 
seeching in its look. I chose him at once, took aim, and shot 
him dead. You see the antlers are not very large ; it was young, 
but the prettiest creature ! " 

In the course of this morning's drive, we visited the gentlemen 
on their fishing party. They hsuled us gayly, and rowed ashore 
to show us what fine booty they had. No disappointment there, 
no dull work. 

On the beautiful point of land from which we first saw them lived 
a contented woman, the only one I heard of out there. She was 
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English, and said she had seen so mucli sufiering in her own couii- 
tiy, that the hardships of this seemed as nothing to her. But the 

othei-s even our sweet and gentle hostess — found their labors 

disproportioned to their streugth, if not to their patience ; and, 
while their husbands and brothers enjoyed the countiy in hunting 
or fishing, they fonnd themselves confined to a comfortless and 
laborious in-door life. Ent it need not be so long. 

This afternoon, driving about on the banks of these lakes, we 
found die scene all of one kind of loveliness ; wide, graceful 
woods, and then these fine sheets of water, with fine points of 
land jutting out boldly into them. It was lovely, but not sUiking 
or peculiar. 

All woods suggest pictures. The European forest, with its 
Ion" glades and green, sunny dells, naturally suggested the figures 
of armed knight on his proud steed, or maiden, decked in gold 
and pearl, pricking along them on a snow-white palfrey ; the 
green delis, of weary Palmer sleeping there beside the spring 
with his head upon bis waUet. Our minds, familiar with sucb 
figures, people with them the New England woods, wherever tho 
sunlight falls down a longer than usual cart-track, wherever a 
cleared spot has lain still enough for the trees to look friendly, 
with their exposed sides cultivated by the light, and the grass to 
look velvet warm, and be embi-oidered with lowers. These 
"Western woods suggest a different kind of ballad. The Indian 
legends have oflen an air of the wildest solitude, as has the one 
Mr, Lowell has put into verse in his late volume. But I did not 
see those wild woods ; only such as suggest to me little romances 
of love and sorrow, like this : — 

GUNHILDA. 
A maiden sat beneath the tree, 
Teat-bedewed her pale cheeks bo, 
And she sigheth heavily. 

From forth the wood into the light 
A hunter strides, with carol light. 
And a gknco so bold and bright. 
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PIc carolcas stopped and eyed Uie maid; 
" ^Vhy weopest thou ? " he gently said ; 
" I love tliee well ; be not afrtud." 

He takes ber hand, and leacls ber on ; 
Sie should have wailed there alone, 
For be was not ber chosen one. 

He leans hev bead upon bis breast, 
She knew 't was not her boae of rest, 
But ah 1 she had been sore distrest. 

The sacred stars looked sadly down ; 
The parting moon appeared to frown, 
To see thus dimmed the diamond crown. 

Then from the thicket starts a deer, 
The huntsman, seizing on his spear, 
Cries, " Maiden, wwt than for me here." 

She sees him vanish into night. 

She starts from sleep in deep affright. 

For it was not her own true knight. 

Though but in dream Gunhilda fiiiled, 
Though but a fancied ill ass^led, 
Though she but fancied fault bewailed, — 

Yet thought of day makes dreani of night : 
She is not worthy of the knight, 
The inmost alKir bums not bright. 

If loneliness thon canst not bear, 
Cannot the dragon's venom dare. 
Of the pure meed thou shoiildst despair. 

Now sadder that lone miuden sighs. 
Far bitterer tears profane her eyes, 
Crushed in the dust her heart's flower lies. 

Oil the bank of Siirer Lake we saw an Indian encampment, A 
Bhower threatened us, but we resolYed to try if we could not visit 
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it before it came on. We ci'Osseii a wide field on foot, and found 
the Indians amid the trees on a shelving hank ; just as we reached 
them, the naa began to fall in torrents, wiUi frequent thunder- 
claps, and we had to lake refuge in their lodges. These were very 
small, being for temporary use, and we crowded the occupants 
much, among whom were several sick, on the damp gi'ound, or 
with only a I'agged mat between them and it. But they showed 
all the gentle courtesy which markR their demeanor towards the 
stranger, who stands in any need ; though it was obvious that the 
Tisit, which inconvenienced them, could only have been caused by 
the moat impertinent curiosity, they made ws as com&rtahle as 
their extreme poverty permitted. They seemed to think we 
would not like to touch them ; a sick girl in the lodge where I 
was, persisted in moving so as to give me the diy place ; a woman, 
with the sweet melancholy eye of the race, kept off the children 
and wet dogs from even the hem of my garment 

Without, their fires smouldered, and black kettles, hung over 
them on sticks, smoked and seethed in the raw An old, theat- 
rical-looking Indian stood with arms folded, lookmg up to the 
heavens, from; which the rain dashed and the thundei i ever- 
berated; hia air was French-Eoman ; thatis, moie Komane=que 
than Eoman. The Indian ponies, much excited, kept caieering 
through the wood, around the encampment, and now and then, 
halting suddenly, would thrust in their intelligent, though amazed 
faces, as if to ask their masters when tliis awful pother would 
cease, and then, after a moment, rush and trample off ^aia. 

At last we got away, well wetted, but with a picturesque scene 
for memoiy. At a house where we stopped to get dry, they told 
us tliat this wandering band (of Pottawattamies), who had re- 
turned on a visit, either from homesickness, or need of relief, 
were extremely destitute. The women had been there to see if 
they could barter for food their head-bands, with which they 
club their hair behind into a form not unlike a Grecian knot. 
They seemed, indeed, to have neither food, utensils, elotlies, nor 
liedding ; nothing but the ground, the sky, and their own strength. 
Litllo (vontlor if they drove off the game ! 
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Part of tlie same band I had seen in Milwaukip, on ^ lagging 
dance. The effect of this was wdd and grotesque. They wore 
much paint and feather head-dresses, " Indians without paint are 
poor coots," Sfud a gentleman who had been a great deal with, and 
really liked, them ; and I like the effect of the paiat on them ; 
it reminds of the gay fantasies of Dature. "With them in Mil- 
waukie was a chief, the finest Indian figure I saw, more than six 
feet in heighl, erect, and of a sullen, but grand gait and gesture. 
He wore a deep-red blanket, which fell in la:^ folds from his 
shoulders to his feet, did not join in the dance, but slowly strode 
about through the streets, a fine sight, not a French-Roman, but 
a real Roman. He looked unhappy, but listlessly unhappy, as if 
he felt it was of no use to strive or i-csist. 

While in tlie neighborhood of these lakes, we visited also a 
foreign settlement of great interest. Here were minds, it seemed, 
to "comprehend the trust " of their new life; and, if they can 
only stand true to them, will derive and bestow great benefits 
therefrom. 

But sad and sicktning to the enthusiast who comes to these 
shores, hoping the tranquil enjoyment of intellectual blessings, 
and the pure happiness of mutunl love, must be a part of the 
scene that he encounters at first. He has escaped from the 
heartlessness of courts, to encounter the vulgarity of the mob ; 
he has secured solitude, but it is a lonely, a deserted solitude. 
Amid the abundance of nature, he cannot, from petty, but insuper- 
able obstacles, procure, for a long time, comforts or a home. 

But let him come sufficiently armed with patience to learn the 
new spells which the new dragons require, (and this can only be 
done on (he spot,) he will not finally be disappointed of the promised 
treasure ; the mob will resolve itself into men, yet cmde, but of 
good dispositions, ajid capable of good character; the solitude 
will become sufBcienOy enlivened, and home grow up at last 
fixjm the rich sod. 

In this ti-ansition state we found one of these homes. As we 
approached, it seemed the very Eden which earth might sfill 
afford to a pair willing to give up tlie hackneyed pleasarcs of the 
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Rorlti for a better ami more intimiite communion witii one another 
and with beauty : the wild road led through wide, beautiful woods, 
to the wilder and moie beaufiiul shores of the finest lake ■ne sjw 
On its waters, glittering in the mommg ann, a few Indians were 
paddling to and fm in their light canoes On one of Eho-.p fair 
knolls I have so often mentionel stood the cottage, beneath tiees 
which stooped as if they yet felt biotheihood with its roof Irec 
Flowers waved, birds flutteied roimJ ill had iIil sv, elnessot i 
happy seclusion; all mvited to cij to thjge who mhtlil \ it 
All hall, ye happy ones ' 

But on entrance to tjiosp evidenlly iich in peisonal beauty, 
talents, love, and courage, the aspect of things wts rither aid 
Sickness had been with them, deatli, c«we and laboi these hid 
not yet blighted them but h^d turned their gay smiles giave 
It seemed that hope and joy had gn en place to resolution How 
much, too, was there in them worthless in this place, vt Inch would 
hare been so valuable elsewhere' Eeflned grates, cultivated 
powers, shine in vain befoie field laborer^ as laborers are in 
this present world; you might as well tnltivafe heliotiopes to 
present to an ox. Oxen and heliotropes are both good, but not 
for one another. 

With them were some of the old means of enjoyment, the 
books, the pencil, the guitar, but nheie the wash tub and the 
axe are so constantly m leqiiisition, then, is not muth time ■ind 
pliancy of hand for these 

In the inner room, the mistei of the house n as seated , he had 
been sitting there long, toi he had mjured his foot on ship board, 
and his farming had to be done by proxy His beautiful young 
wife was his only attendant and nurse, as well as a farm house- 
keeper. How well she perfoimed hard and unaceustomed duties, 
the objects of her care >:howed , eveiything tliit belonged to the 
house was rude, but neatly oiranged The in^abd, conhned to an 
uneiisy wooden chair, (they had not been able to induce any one 
to bring them an easy-chair from the town,) looked as neat and 
elegant as if he had been dressed by the valet of a duke. He 
was of Noi'tlicrn blooi3, with clear, full blue eyes, calm features, a 
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tempering of Llie soliliev, scliolai-, and man of the wodd, in liis 
aspect. Either various intercourses had given him that thorough- 
bred look never seen in Americans, or it was inherited from a 
race who had known all these discipUnes. He formed a great 
but pleasing contrast to his wife, wliose glowing complexion and 
dai'k yellow eye bespoke aa origin in some climate more familiar 
with the sun. He looked as if he could sit there a great while 
patiently, and live on his own mind, biding his time ; she, as if 
she could bear anything for affection's sake, but would feel the 
weight of esich moment as it passed. 

Seeing the album full of drawmga and verses, which bespoke 
the circle of elegant and affectionate intercouiBO they had leil 
behind, we could not but see that the young wife sometimes must 
need a sister, the husband a companion, and both must often miss 
that electricity which sparkles fi-om the chain of congenial minds. 

For mankind, a position is desirable in some degree propor- 
tioned to education. Mr. Birkheck was bred a farmer, hut th^e 
were nurslings of the court and city ; they may peraevere, for an 
affectionate courage shone in their eyes, and, if so, become true 
lords of the soil, and informing geniuses to those around ; then, per- 
haps, they will feel that they have not paid too dear for the tor- 
mented independence of the new settler's life. But, generally, 
damask roses will not thrive in the wood, and a ruder growth, if 
healthy and pure, we wish rather to see there. 

I feel about these foreigners very differently from what I do 
about Americans. American men and women are inexcusable if 
they do not bring up children so as to be fit for vlciasitudes ; the 
meaning of our star is, that hero all men being free aad equal, 
every man should be fitted for freedom and an independpnce by his 
own resources wherever the changeful wave of our mighty stream 
may take him. But the star of Europe brought a different horo- 
scope, and to mix destinies breaks the thread of both. The 
Arabian horse ivill not plough well, nor can the plough-horse 
be rode to play the jereed, Tet a man is a man wherever he 
goes, and something precious cannot fail to be gained by one who 
knows how to abide by a resolution of any kind, and pay the cost 
wiihout a 
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Returaiiig, the fine carriage at last fulfilled its tlireut of break- 
ing down. We took refuge in a farm-house. Here was a pleas- 
ant scene, — a rich and beautiful estate, ae^eral happy families, 
who had removed together, and formed a natural community, 
ready to help and enliven one another. They were farmers at 
home, in Western New York, and both men and women knew how 
to work. Tet even here the women did not like tlie change, but 
they wei-e willing, " as it might be best for the young folks." 
Their hospitality was great; the houseful of women and pi'etty 
children seemed all of one mind. 

Keturning to Milwaukie much fatigued, 1 entertfuned myself 
for a day or two with reading. The book I had brought with me 
was ia strong contrast with the life ai-ound me. Very sirange 
was this vision of an exalted and sensitive existence, which seemed 
to invade the next sphere, in contrast with the spontaneous, in- 
stinctive life, so healthy and so near the gronnd I had been sur- 
veying. This was the German book enfided: — 

"The Seeress of Prevorst. — Eevelations concerning the In- 
ward Life of Man, and the Projection of a World of Spuita 
into ours, communicated by Justinus Kemer." 

This book, published in Germany some twelve years since, and 
which called forth there plenteous dews of admiration, as plen- 
teous hail-storms of jeers and scorns, I never saw mentioned in 
any English publicatioa tiU some year or two since. Then a 
playful, but not sarcastic account of it, in the Dublin Magazine, 
so far excited my curiosity, that I procured the book, intending to 
read it so soon as I should have some leisure days, such as this 
journey has afforded. 

Dr. Kerner, its author, is a man of distinction in his native 
land, both as a physician and a thinker, though always on tJie side 
of reverence, marvel, and mysticism. He was known to me only 
throt^h two or three little poems of his in Catholic legends, which 
I much admired for the fine sense they showed of tlie beauty of 
symbols. 

He here gives a biography, mental and physical, of one of the 
moat remarkable cases of high nervous exciteuient that the age, 
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BO interested in suijli, yet aiTords, with all ile phenomena of clfur- 
voyance and suscoptibiUty of magnetic influences. As to my own 
mental position on these subjects, it may he briefly expressed by a 
dialogue between several persons who honor me with a portion of 
friendly coniidence and critidsm, and myself, personified as Free 
Hope. The others may be styled Old Okurck, Good Sense, and 
Self-Foise. 

DIAI.OGUH. 

Good Seii^e. I wonder you can take any interest in such ob- 
servations or experiments. Don't you see how almost impossible 
it is to make tliem with any exactness, how entirely impossible to 
know anything about them unless made by yourself, when the 
least leaven of credulity, excited fency, to say nothing of willing 
or careless imposture, spoils the whole loaf? Beside, allowing Ihe 
possibility of some clear glimpses into a higher state of being, what 
do we want of it now ? All around us lies what we neither un- 
derstand nor use. Our capacities, our instincts for this our pres- 
ent sphere, are but half developed. Let us confine ourselves to 
that till tiie lesson be learned ; let us be completely natural, be- 
fore we trouble ourselves with the supernatural. I never see any 
of these things but I long to get away and lie under a green tree, 
and let the wind blow on me. There is marvel and charm enough 
in that for me. 

Free Hope. And for me also. Nothing is truer than the 
Wordsworthian creed, on which Carlyle lays such stress, that we 
need only look on the miracle of every day, to sate ourselves 
with thought and admiration every day. But bow are our facul- 
ties sharpened to do it? Precisely by appreliending the infinite 
results of every day. 

"Who sees the meaning of the flower uprooted in the ploughed 
field ? The ploughman who does not look beyond its boundaries 
and does not raise his eyes from the ground ? No, — but the poet 
who sees that field in its relations witJi the universe, and looks 
oftener to the sky than on the ground. Only the dreamer sliall 
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understaad realities, though, in truth, ]iis dreamiiig must be not 
out of proportion to his waking ! 

The mind, roused powerfully by this existence, stretches of 
itself into what the French sage calls the " aromal state." From 
the hope thus gleaned it forms the hypothesis, under whose ban- 
Der it collects its fects. 

Long before these slight attempts were made to establish as a 
science what is at present called animal magnetism, always, in 
fact, men were occupied more or less with this vital principle, — 
prindple of flux and influx, — dynamic of our mental mechanics, 
— human phase of electricity. Poetic observation was pure, 
there was no quackery in its free courae, as there is so often in 
this wilful tampering mth the hidden springs of life, for it is tam- 
pering unless done in a patient spirit and with sevei-e truth ; yet 
it may be, by the rude or greedy miners, some good ore is un- 
earthed. And some there are who work in the true temper, 
patient and accurate in trial, not rushing to conclusions, feeling 
there is a mystery, not eager to call it by name till they caa know 
it as a reality : such may learn, such may teach. 

Subject to the sudden revelations, the breaks in habitual exist- 
ence, caused by the aspect of death, the touch of love, the flood of 
music, I never lived, that I remember, what you call a common 
natural day. All my days are touched by the supernatural, for I 
feel the pressure of hidden causes, and the presence, sometimes 
the communion, of unseen powers. It needs not that I should ask 
the clairvoyant whether " a spirit-world projects into ours." As 
to the specific evidence, I would not tarnish my mind by hasty 
reception. The mind is not, I know, a highway, but a temple, 
and its doors should not be carelessly left open. Yet it were sin, 
if indolence or coldness excluded what had a claim to enter ; and 
I doubt whether, in the eyes of pure intelligence, an ill-grounded 
hasty rejection be not a greater sign of weakness than an ill- 
grounded and hasty faith. 

I will quot«, as my best plea, the saying of a man old in years, 
but not in heart, and whose long life has been distinguished by 
that clear adaptr.tton of moans to ends which gives (he credit of 
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praclicul msdoin. He wrate to his cliikl, "I Jiave lived (oo long, 
and seen too much, to be incredulous." Noble !lie Ihouglit, no 
less so its fi-ank expression, instead of saws of caution, mean 
advices, and other modern instances. Such was the romance of 
Socrates when he bade his disciples " sacrifice a cock to jEscu- 

Oid Church. You are alirays so quick-witted and voluble, 
Free Hope, you don't get time to see how often you err, and even, 
perhaps, sin and blaspheme. The Author of all has intended to 
confine our knowledge within certain boundaries, has ^ven us a 
short span of time for a certain probation, for which our faculties 
are adapted. By wild speculation and intemperate curiosity we 
violate His will, and incur dangerous, perhaps Jatal, consequences. 
"We waste our powers, and, becoming morbid and visionary, are 
unfitted to obey positive precepts, and perform positive duties. 

M-ee ffope. I do not see how it is possible to go further be- 
yond lie I'esults of a limited human experience than those do who 
pretend to settle the ori^n and nature of sin, tlie final destiny of 
souls, and the whole plan of the Causal Spirit with regard to them. 
I think those who tsiite yoiir view hare not examined themselves, 
and do not know the ground on which they stand. 

I acknowledge no limit, set up by man's opinion, as to the ca- 
pacities of man. " Care is taken," I see it, " that the trees grow 
not up into heaven " ; but, to me it seems, the more vigorously they 
aspire, the better. Only let it be a vigorous, not a partial or 
sickly aspiration. Let not the tree forget its roof. 

So long as the child insists on knowing where its dead parent 
is, so long as bright eyes weep at mysterious pressures, too heavy 
for the life, eo long as that impulse is constantly arising which 
made the Eoman emperor address his soul in a strain of such 
touching softness, vanishing from the thought, as the column of 
smoke from the eye, I know of no inquiry which the impulse of 
man suggests that is forbidden to the resolution of man to pnrsne. 
In every inquiry, unless sustained by a pure and reverent spirit, 
he gropes in the dark, or falls headlong. 

Self-Poise. All this may be very tmc, but what la the «se of 
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all tliis straining ^ Tar sought la dt-u bought When we know 
that all is la eacli, and that the ordinary contains the extra- 
ordinary, why should we play the babj, and insist upon having 
the moon foi i toy when a tin dish mil do \s well' Our deep 
ignorance is a ch'»^m that ne can oul) fill up bv degrees, but the 
commonest rubbish will help us as nell as shied silk. The god 
Brahma, whde on eaith, wis set to fill up a \allei but he had 
only a basket given him in which to feteh eaith for this purpose ; 
80 is it with Us all No leap'' no atarti, wjU j,^ ad us , by patient 
crystallization alone, the equil temper of wisdom is attainable. 
Sit at home, and the spint-world will look m at your window with 
moonlit eyes ; run out to find it, and rainbow and golden cup will 
have vanbhed, and left you the beggarly child you were. The 
better part of wisdom is a sublime prudence, a pure and patient 
truth, that will receive nothing it is not sure it can permanently 
lay to heart. Of our study, there should be in proportion two 
thirds of rejection to one of acceptance. And, amid the manifold 
infaluations and illusions of this world of emotion, a being capable 
of clear intelligence c^n do no better service than to hold himself 
upright, avoid nonsense, and do what chores he in his way, ac- 
knowledging every moment that primal truth, which no fact ex- 
hibits, nor, if pressed by too wdim a hope, will even indicate. I 
think, indeed, it is part of out lesson to give a formal consent to 
what is farcical, and to piclt up our living and our virtue amid 
what is so ridiculous, hardly deigning a smile, and certainly not 
vexed. The work is done Ihiough all, i( not bj e\Piy one. 

JVee Jlope. Thou ait greatly wise, my fiicnd and ever re- 
spected by me, yet I find not in your theory or your scope room 
enough for the lyric inspirations or the my=tenous whispers of 
life. To me it seems that it is madder never to abandon one's self, 
than often to be infatuated ; better to be wounded, a captive, and 
a slave, than always to walk in armor. As to magnetism, that is 
only a matter of fancy. You sometimes need just such a field in 
which to wander vagrant, and if it bear a higher name, yet it may 
be that, in last result, fJie tmnce of Pythagoras might be classed 
with the more infantine Irsinsports of the Seeress of Prevorst, 
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What is done interests me more tliati what ia tliouglit and sup- 
posed. Every fact ia impure, but every fact contaios in it the 
juices of life. Every fact is a clod, fi-oin which may gi-ow an 

Climb you the snowy peaks whence come the streams, where 
the atmosphere is rare, where you can see the sky nearer, from 
which you can get a commanding view of the landscape ? I see 
great disadvantages as well as advantages in this dignified po- 
sition. I had ratlier walk myself through all kinds of places, even 
at the risk of being robbed in the forest, half drowned at the ford, 
and covered with dust in the street, 

T would beat with the living heart of the world, and understand 
all the moods, even the fancies or fantasies, of nature. I dare to 
trust to the interpreting spirit to bring me out all right at last, — 
establish truth tiirough en-or. 

Whether this be the best way is of no consequence, if it be the 
one individual character points out. 

Fof one, like me, it would be vain 
From glittering hdglits the eyes to strain ; 
I the tenth can only know, 
Tesied by life's most fiery glow. 
Seeds of thought will never thrive, 
Till dews of love sliall bid tliem live. 

Let me stand in my age with all its waters flowing round me. 
If they sometimes subdue, they must finally upbear me, for I seek 
the universal, — and that must be the best. 

The Spirit, no doubt, leads in eveiy movement of my time : if 
I seek the How, I shall find it, as weU as if I busied myself more 
with the Why, 

Whatever is, is right, if only men are steadily bent to make it 
so, by comprehending and fulfilling its design. 

May not I have an office, too, in my hospitality and ready sym- 
pathy ? If I sometimes entertain guests who cannot pay with 
gold coin, witU " fiiir rose nobles," that is better than to lose the 
chance of entertaining angels unaimres. 

You, my three friends, ace hc!J. in Iicsrt-honor, by me. You, 
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especiaUy, Gtood Sense, because where you do not go yourseif, 
you do not object to another'a going, if he will. You are really 
liberal. Tou, Old Church, are of use, by keeping unforgot the 
effigies of old religion, and reviving the lone of pure Spenserian 
sentiment, which this time is apt to stifle in ifs cliildish haste. 
But you are very faulty in censuring and wishing to limit others 
by your own standard. Tou, Self-Poise, fill a priestly of&ee. 
Could but a larger intelligence of the vocations of others, and a 
tender sympathy witli their individual natures, be added, had you 
more of love, or more of apprehensive genius, (for either would 
give you the needed expansion and delicacy,) you would command 
my entire reverence. As it is, I must at times deny and oppose 
you, and so must others, for you tend, by your influence, to ex- 
clude us from our full, free life. We must be content when you 
censure, and rejoiced when you approve ; always admonished to 
good by your whole being, and sometimes by your Judgment. 



Do not blame me that I have written so much suggested by 
the Gei-man seeress, while you were looking for news of the West. 
Here on the pier, I see disembarking the Germans, the Norwe- 
gians, the Swedes, the Swiss. Who knows how much of old 
legendary lore, of modem wonder, they have already planted 
amid the Wisconsin forests ? Soon, their tales of the origin of 
things, and (he Providence which rules them, will be so mingled 
with those of the Indian, that the very oak-tree wiU not know 
them apart, — will not know whether itself be a Runic, a Druid, 
or a Winnebago oak. 

Some seeds of all growths thtt ha^e ever been known in this 
world might, no doubt, already be fjund m these Wesl«ra wilds, 
if we had the power to call them to life 

I saw, in the newspaper, that the American Tract Society 
boasted of their agents ha^mg exchanged, it i, Western cabin 
door, ti-aets for the "Devil on Two Stitka, ind then burnt that 
more entertaining than ehf>ii» volume No wonder, though, 
ihcy study it there, CouH one but hi^e tin, gift of reading the 
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dreams dreamed by men of such various birth, various liisiory, 
various mind, it would afford much more extensive amusement 
than did file chambers of one Spanish diy I 

Could I but have flown at night through such mental experi- 
ences, instead of being shut up in my little bedroom at the Mil- 
waukie boarding-house, this chapter would have been worth read- 
ing. As it is, let us hasten to a close. 

Had I been rich in money, I might haye built a house, or set 
Qp in business, during my fortuight's stay at Milwaukie, matters 
move on there at so rapid a rate. But being only rich iu curi- 
osity, I was obliged lo walk the streets and pick up what I could 
in casual intercourse. When I left the street, indeed, and walked 
on the bluffs, or sat beside the lake in their shadow, my mind was 
rich in dreams congenial to the scene, some time to be realized, 
tiough not by me. 

A boat was lei^ keel up, haif on the sand, half in the water, 
swaying with eajjh swell of the lake. It gave a picturesque grace 
to that part of the shore, as the only image of inaction, — only ob- 
ject of a pensive character to be seen. Near this I sat, to dream 
my dreams and watch the coloi-s of the lake, changing iiourly, till 
the sun sank. These hours yielded impulses, wove webs, such as 
life will not again afford. 

Returning to the boarding-house, which was also a boarding- 
school, we were sure to be greeted by gay laughter. 

This school was conducted by two girls of niaeteea and seven- 
teen years ; their pupils were nearly as old as themselves. The 
relation seemed very pleasant between them ; the only superiority 
— that of superior knowledge — was sufficient to maintain au- 
thority, — all the authority that was needed to keep d^ly life In 
good order. 

In the "West, people are not respected merely because they are 
old in years ; people there have not time to keep up appearances 
in that way ; when persons cease to have a real advantage in wis- 
dom, knowledge, or enterprise, they must stand back, and let those 
who are oldest in character "go ahead," however few years they 
may count. There are no banks of oslabiishcd respectability in 
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wiiicli to bury tiic talent there ; no napkin of precedent m wUcli 
lo wrap it. What cannot be made to pass current, is not es- 
teemed coin of the realm. 

To the windows of this house, where the daughter of a fanaoua 
"Indian fighter," i. e. fighter ag^nst the Indians, was learning 
Frenct and tlie piano, came wild, tawny figures, offering for sale 
their baskets of berries. The boys now, mstead of brandishing 
the tomahawk, tame their bands to pick raspberries. 

Here the eTeninga were much lightened by the gay chat of one 
of the party, who with the excellent practical sense of mature ex- 
perience, and the kindest heai-t, united a naivelS and innocence 
such aa I never saw in any other who had walked so long life's tan- 
gled path. Like a child, she was everywhere at home, and, like a 
child, received and bestowed entertainment from all places, all 
persons. I thanked her for making me laugh, as did the sick 
and poor, whom she was sure to find out in her briefest sojourn 
in any plaee, for more substantial aid. Happy are those who 
never grieve, and so often aid and enlivea their fellow-men ! 

This scene, however, I was not sony to exchange for the much 
celebrated beauties of the island of Mackinaw. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

MACKINAW. INUIANS. — INDIAN WOMEN. ■ 

CAPTION or CHIEF3. UNFITNESS OF INDIAN MISSIONAlilKS. 

— OUR DTTTIES TOWARD THIS RACE. 

Late at night we readied this island of Maciinaw, so famous 
for its beauty, ajid to which I proposed a visit of some length. It 
was the last week in August, at which time a large representation 
from the Chippewa and Ottawa trihes are here to receive t]ieir 
annual paymenis from the American government. As their hab- 
its mate travelling easy and inespensive to them, neither being 
obliged to wait for steamboats, or write to see whether hotels are 
full, they come hither by thousands, and those thousands in fami- 
lies, secure of accommodation on the beach, and food from the 
lake, to make a long holiday out of the occasion. There iiere 
near two thousand encamped on the island already, and more ar- 
riving every day. 

As our boat came in, the captain had some rockets iet off. 
This greatly excited the Indians, and their yells and wild cries 
resounded along the shore. Except for the momentary flash of 
the rockets, it was perfectly dark, and ray sensations as I walked 
with a sti-anger to a strange hotel, through the midst of the.>,e 
shrieking savages, and heard the pants and snorts of the depart- 
ing steamer, which carried away all my companions, were some- 
what of the dismal sort ; though it was pleasant, too, in the way 
ihat everything strange is ; everything that breaks in upon the 
routine that so easily incrusts us. 

I had reason to expect a room (o myself at the hotel, hut found 
none, and was obliged to lake up my rest in the common pailor 
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and eating-room, a circumstauce which insured my being an early 

With the flret ro^y "itienk, I w-xs cut nnwng my Indian neigh- 
hoM, whce lodges honej combed the beautiful beach, that curved 
nwiy m lojifc fair outlme on cifbei aide (he house They were 
already on the alert, the thddreu creeping out fiom beneath the 
bhnket door of the lodge, the women pounding corn in their 
rude mortaii, the young men playing on their pipes. I had 
beea much amused, when the striin pioper to (lie Winnebago 
courting flute waa phyed to me on another instrument, at any 
one fancying it a melody , but now, 'nhen 1 heard the notes in 
their true tone and time, I thought it not unworthy comparison, in 
its graceful sequence, and the light flourish at the close, with the 
sweetest bird-song ; and this, like the bird-soog, is only practised 
to allure a mote. The Indian, become a citizen and a husband, 
no more thinks of playing the flute, than one of the " settled- 
down " members of our society would of choosing the " purple 
light of love" as dye-stuff for a surlout. 

Mackinaw has been fully described by able pens, and I can 
only add my ti'ibute to the exceeding beauty of the spot and its 
position. It is charming to be on an island so small that you can 
sail round it in an afternoon, yet large enough to admit of long, 
secluded walks through its gentle groves. You can go round it 
in your boat ; or, on foot, you can tread its narrow beach, resting, 
at times, beneath the lofty walls of stone, richly wooded, which 
rise from it in various architectural forms. In this stone, caves 
are continually forming, from the action of the atmosphere ; one 
of these is quite deep, and a rocky fragment left at its mouth, 
wreathed with little creeping plants, looks, as you sit within, like 
a ruined pillar. 

The arched i-ock surprised me, much as I had heard of it, from 
the perfection of the arch. It is perfect, whether you look up 
through it from the lake, or down through it to the transparent 
waters. We both ascended and descended — no very easy matter 
— the steep and crumbling path, and rested at the summit, beneath 
the tveef, and at the foot, upon the cool, mossy stones beside the 
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lapsing wave. Nature has carefully clecora.teii all tliis arcMteo- 
■ ture with shrubs that take root withia the crevices, and smaU 
creeping yines. These natural ruins may vie for beautiful effect 
with the remains of European grandeur, and have, beside, a charm, 
as of a playful mood in Nature. 

The sugar-loaf rock is a fragment in the same kind as the pine 
rock we saw in Illinois. It has the same air of a helmet, as seen 
from an eminence at the side, which you descend by a long and 
steep path. The rock itself may be ascended by the bold and 
agile : half-way up is a niche, to which those who are neither 
can climb by a ladder. A very handsome young officer and lady 
who were with us did so, and then, facing round, stood there side 
by side, looking in the niche, if not like saints or angels wrought 
by pious hands in stone, as romantically, if not as holily, worthy 
the gainer's eye. 

The woods which adom the central ridge of the island are very 
ful! in foliage, and, in August, showed the tender green and pliant 
leaf of June elsewhere. They are rich in beautiful mosses and 
the wild raspberry. 

From Fort Holmes, the old fort, we had the most commanding 
view of the lake and straits, opposite shores, and fair islets. 
Mackinaw itself is best seen from the water. Its peculiar shape 
is supposed to have been the origin of its name, Michilimackinae, 
which means the Great Turtle. One person whom I saw wished 
to establish another etymology, which he fancied to be more re- 
fined ; but, I doubt not, this is the true one, both because the 
shape might surest such a name, and the existence of an island 
of such form in this commanding position would seem a signifi- 
cant fact to the Indians. For Henry gives the details of pe- 
culiar worship pwd to the Great Turtle, and the oracles re- 
ceived from this extraordinary Apollo of the Indian Delphos. 

It is crowned, most picturesquely, by the white fort, with its gay 
flag. From this, on one side, stretches tlie town. How pleasing 
a sight, after the raw, crude, staring assemblage of houses every- 
where else to be met in this country, is an old French town, mel- 
low in its coloring, and with the harmonious effect of a slow 
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growili, iiLicli a-.t.iniilatcs, naturally, ivitii objects rouna it! The 
people in its streets, Indian, French, half-breeds, and others, 
walked with a leisure step, as of those who live a life of taste 
and inclination, rather than of the hai-d press of business, as iu 
American towns elsewhere. 

On the other side, along the tair, curving beach, beiow the 
white houses scattered on the declivity, dusteved the Indian 
lodges, with their amber-brown matting, so soft and bright of 
hue, in tlie late afternoon sun. The first afiernoon I was there, 
looking down from a near height, I felt that I never wished to 
see a, more fascinating picture. It was an hour of the deepest 
serenity; bright blue and gold, with rich shadows. Every moment 
tlie sunlight fell more mellow. The Indians were grouped and 
scattered among the lodges ; the women preparing food, in the 
kettle or frying-pan, over the many small fives; the children, half 
naked, wild as little goblins, were playing both in and out of the 
water. Here and there lounged a young ^rl, with a baby at her 
back, whose bright eyes glanced, as if bom into a world of cour- 
age and of joy, instead of ignominious servitude and slow decay. 
Some girls were cufting wood, a little way from me, talking and 
laughing, in the low musical lone, so charming in the Indian 
women. Many bark canoes were upturned upon the beach, and, 
by that light, of almost the same amber as the lodges ; others 
coming in, their square sails set, and with almost arrowy speed, 
though heavily Itulen with dusky forms, and all the apparatus of 
their household. Here and there a sail-boat glided by, with a 
different but scarce less pleasing molion. 

It was a scene of ideal lovelhiess, &t\i these wild forms adorned 
it, as looking so at home in it. All seemed happy, and they 
were happy that day, for they had no fire-water to madden them, 
as it was Sunday, and the shops were shut. 

From my window, at the boaiHling-house, my eye was con- 
stantly atti'acted by these picturesque groups. I was never tired 
of seeing tlie canoes come in, and the new arrivals set up their 
temporary dwellings. The women ran to set up the tent-poles, 
and sjjread the mats on the groiiucl The men brought the 
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chestS; kettles, &e. ; tLe mats were tlieii laid on the oufside, the 
cedar-houglis strewed on the ground, tlie blaultet hung up for a 
door, and all was complefed in less than twenty minutes. Then 
. they began to prepare the night meal, and to learn of their neigh- 
hora the news of the day. 

The habit of preparing food out of doors gave all the gypsy 
charm, and variety to their conduct. Continually I wantod Sir 
Walter Scott to have been there. If such romantic sketches 
were suggested to him, by the sight of a few gypsies, not a group 
near one of these fires but would liave furnished him mal«rial for 
a separate canvas. I was so taken up with the spirit of the 
scene, that I could not follow out the stories su^ested by these 
weather-beaten, sullen, but eloquent figures. 

They talked a great deaJ, and wifh much variety of gesture, so 
that 1 often had a good guess at the meaning of their discourse. 
I saw that, whatever tlie Indian may be among the whites, he is 
anylhing but taciturn with his own people ; and he often would 
declaim, or narrate at length. Indeed, it is obvious, if only from 
the fables taken from their stores by Mr. Schoolcrafl, that these 
tribes possess great power that way. 

I liked very much to walk or sit among them. "With the 
women I held much communication by signs. They are almost 
invariably coarse and ugly, with the exception of their eyes, with 
a peculiarly awkward gait, and forms bent hy burdens. This 
gait, BO different from the steady and noble step of the men, 
marks the inferior position they occupy. I had heard much 
eloquent contradiction of this. Mrs. Schoolcraft had maintained 
to a friend, tliat they were in fact as nearly on a par with thdr 
husbands as the whit« woman with hers. "Although," said she, 
"on 1 -count of inevitable causes, the Indian woman is subjected 

m ny hardsiiips of a peculiar nature, yet her position, compared 
w h a of the man, is higher and freer than that of the white 
w ma Why will people look only on one side ? They either 
ex h ed man into a demigod, or degrade him into a beast. 
They a lat he compels his wife to do all the drudgery, while 
he does nothing but hunt and amuse himself; forgelfing that 
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upon his aotivity and power of endurance as y, hunter depends 
tile support of his family ; that this ia labor of the most fatiguing 
kind, and tliat it is absolutely ueeessary that he should keep his 
frame unbent by burdena and unworn by toil, tliat he may be 
able to obtain the means of subsisteace. I have witnessed scenes 
of conjugal and parental love in the Indian's wigwam, from which 
I have often, often thought the educated white man, proud of his 
superior civilization, might learn a useful lesson. When he 
returns from hunting, worn out with fatigue, having tasted noth- 
ing since dawn, his wife, if she is a good wife, will take off his 
moceasons and replace them with dry ones, and will prepare his 
game for their repast, while his children will climb upon him, and 
he will caress them with all Ihe tenderness of a woman ; and in the 
evening the Indian wigwam is the scene of the purest domestic 
pleasures. Tiie father will relate, for the amusement of the wife 
and for the instruction of the children, all the events of the day's 
hunt, while they will treasure up every word that faUs, and thus 
learn the theory of the art whose practice is to be the occupa- 
tion of their lives." 

Mrs. Grant speaks thus of tlie position of woman amid the 
Mohawk Indians : — 

" Lady Mary Montf^ue says, that the court of Vienna was the 
paradise of old women, and that there is no other place in the 
world where a woman past fifty excites the least interest. Had 
her travels extended to Ihe interior of North America, sbe would 
have seen another instance of this inversion of the common mode 
of thinking. Here a woman never was of consequence; till she 
had a son old enough to tight the battles of his country. From 
that date she held a superior rank in society ; was allowed to 
live at ease, and even called to consultations ou national affaire. 
In savage and warlike countries, the reign of beauty is very 
short, and its influence comparatively limited. The girls in child- 
hood had a very pleasing appearance ; but excepting their fine 
h^r, eyes, and teeth, every external grace was soon banished by 
perpetual drudgery, can-jing burdens too heavy to be borne, and 
other slavish employments, ransidered beneath the dignity of the 
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men. Tliesc walked before, erecl and graceful, decked widi oniti- 
aients which set off to advantage the eymmetiy of tfieir well- 
foi-med persons, while tlie poor women followed, meanly attired, 
bent under the weight of the children and the utensils, which 
they carried eveiywliere with them, and disfigured and degraded 
by ceaseless toils. They were very early married, for a Mohawk 
had no other servant but his wife ; and whenever he commenced 
hunter, it was requisite he should have some one to carry his 
load, cook his kettle, make his moccasons, and, above all, produce 
the young warriors who were to succeed him in the honors of the 
chaae and of the tomahawk. Wherever man is a mere hunter, 
woman is a mere slave. It is domestic intercourse that softens 
man, and elevates woman ; and of that there can be but little, 
where the employments and amusemeais are not in common. The 
ancient Caledonians honored the fair; but then it is to be ob- 
served, they were fair huntresses, and moved in the light of their 
beauty to the hill of roes ; and the culinary toils were entirely 
left to tlie rougher sex. "When the young warrior made his ap- 
pearance, it softened the. cares of his motlier, who well knew that, 
when he grew up, every deficiency in tenderness to his wife would 
be made up in superabundant duty and affeclion to her. If it 
were possible to carry filial veneration to excess, it was done 
here ; for all other charities wei'e absorbed in it, I wonder this 
syslem of depressing tiie sex in their early years, to exalt them 
when all their juvenile attra:Cti()ns ai'e flown, and when mind 
alone can distinguish them, has not occurred to our modern re- 
formers. The Mohawks took good care not to admit their women 
to share their prerogatives, fill they approved themselves good 
wives and mothers." 

The observations of women upon the position of woman aro 
always more valuable than those of men ; but, of these two, 
Mrs. Grant's seem much nearer the tnith than Mrs. Schoolcraft's, 
because, though her opportunities for observation did not bring 
her so close, she looked more at both sides to find the truth. 

Carver, in his travels among the Winnehagoes, describes two 
queens, one nominally so, like Queen Victoria ; the other invested 
with a genuine roynlty, springing from I:er own eondiK^I. 
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In tLe great, town of the Winnnbagoes, lie fiiund a queen 
presiding over the tribe, instead of a sachem. lie adds, that, 
in some tribes, the descent ia given to the female line in prefer- 
ence to the male, that is, a sister's son will succeed to the au- 
thority, ratlier than a brothei-'s &on. The position of this Winne- 
bago queen reminded me forcibly of Queen Victoria's. 

"She sat in the council, but only asked a few questions, or 
gave some trifling directions in matters relative to the state, for 
wom.en are never allowed to sit in their councils, except they 
happen to be invested with the supreme authority, and then it is 
not customary for them to make any formal speeches, as the 
chiefe do. She was a very ancient woman, small in stature, and 
not much distinguished by her dress from several young women 
that attended her. These, her attendants, seemed greatly pleased 
whenever I showed any tokens of respect to their queen, espe- 
dally when I saluted her, which I frequently did to acquire her 
favor." 

The otiier was a woman, who, being taken captive, found means 
to kill her captor, and make her escape ; and the tribe were so 
struck with admii-ation at the courage and calmness she dis- 
played on the occasion, as to make her chieftwness in Iier own 
right. 

Notwithstanding the homage paid to women, and the conse- 
quence allowed them in some cases, it is impossible to look upon 
the Indian women without feeling that they do occupy a lower 
place than women among the nations of European civilization. 
The habits of drudgery expre^ed in their form and gesture, the 
soft and wild but melancholy expression of their eye, reminded 
me of the tribe mentioned by Mackenzie, where the women de- 
stroy their female children, whenever iiey have a good oppor- 
tunity ; and of the eloquent reproaches addressed hj the Pars^uay 
woman to her mother, that she had not, in the same way, saved 
her from the anguish and weariness of her lot 

More weariness than anguish, no doubt, falls to the lot of mrat 
of these women. They inherit submission, and the minds of the 
generality accommodate themselves more or less to any posture. 
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Perhaps they sufTcr less than their white sisters, who have iQora 
aspiration and refinemenl, with little power of self-susteiiance. 
But their place is certwnfy lower, and their shave of the human 
inheritance less. 

Their decorum and delicacy are striking, and show that, when 
these are native to the mind, no habits of life make any differ- 
ence. Their whole gesture is timid, yet self-possessed. They 
used to crowd round me, to inspect little things I had to show 
them, but never press near ; on the contrary, would reprove 
and keep off the children. Anything they took from my haad 
was held with care, then shut or folded, and returned with an air 
of lady-like precision. They would not stare, however curious 
they might be, but cast sidelong glances. 

A locket that I woi-e was an object of untiring interest; they 
seemed to regard it as a talisman. My little sun-sliade was still 
more fascinating to them ; apparently they had never before seen 
one. For an umbrella they entertained profotind regard, prob- 
ably looking upon it as the most luxurious superfluity a person 
can possess, and therefore a badge of great wealth. I used to 
see au old squaw, whose sullied skin and coarse, tanned locks 
told that she had braved sun and storm, without a doubt or care, 
for sixty years at least, sitting gravely at the door of her lodge, 
with an old green umbrella over her head, happy for hours to- 
gether in the dignified shade. For her happiness pomp came 
not, as it so often does, loo late ; she received it with gi-ateful en- 
joyment. 

One day, as I was seated on one of the canoes, a woman came 
and sat beside me, with her baby in its cradle set up at her feet. 
She asked me by a gesture to let her take my sun-shade, and 
then to show her how to open it. Then she put it into her baby's 
hand, and held it over its head, looking at me the while with a 
sweet, mischievous laugh, as much as to say, "You carry a thing 
that is only fit for a baby." Her pantomime was very pretty. 
She, like the other women, had a glance, and shy, sweet expres- 
sion in the eye ; the men have a steady gaze. 

That noblest and loveliest of modern Pretix, Lord Edward 
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FitigLi ilil, who Lime thiough Buffalo to Detroit and Mackinaw, 
with Biant, inil nas adopted into the Bear ti-ibe by the name of 
Eghnidal, was struck m the same way by the delicacy of man- 
ners in women He says " Notwithstanding the life tliey lead, 
which w ould make mobt w omen rough and masculine, they are as 
soft, meek, and modest as the best brought up girls in England. 
Somewhat coquettish too ! Imagine the manners of Mimi in a 
poor squaw, that has been carrying packs in the woods all her 
life." 

McKenney mentions that the young wife, during the short 
bloom of her beauty, is an object of homage and tenderness to 
her husband. One Indian woman, the Flying Pigeon, a beauti- 
fiil and excellent person, of whom he gives some particulars, is 
an insiance of the power uncommon characters will always exert 
of breaking down the barriers custom has erected round them. 
She captivated by her charms, and inspired her husband and 
son with reverence for her character. The simple praise with 
which the husband iudic^ss the religion, the judgment, and the 
generosity he saw in her, are as satisfying as Count Zinzendorf 's 
more laboi-ed eiilogium on his " aoble consort," The conduct of 
her son, when, many years after her death, he saw her picture at 
■Washington, is unspeakably affecting. CaOin gives anecdotes of 
the giief of a chief for tlie loss of a daughter, and the princely 
gifts he offers in excliange for her portrait, worthy not merely of 
European, but of Troubadour sentiment. It is also evident that, 
as Mrs. Schoolcraft says, the women have gi-eat power at home. 
It can never be otherwise, men being dependent upon them for 
the comfort of their lives. Just so among oui-selves, wives who 
ai-e neither esteemed nor loved by their husbands have great 
power over their conduct by the friction of every day, and over 
the formation of their opinions by the daily opportunities so dose 
a relation afforfs of peiwerfiug testimony and instilling doubis. 
But these sentiments should not come in brief fiashes, but bum 
as a steady flame ; then there would be more women worthy to 
inspire them. This power is good for nothing, unless the woman 
be wise to use it iivight. Has the Indian, hns fhe white woman, 
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as noble a fceling of life and its uses, as religious a self-respect, as 
worthy a field of thought and action, as man? If not, the ivliite 
woman, the Indian woman, occupies a posildoa inferior to that -if 
man. It is not so much a question of power, as of privilege. 

The men of these subjugated tribes, now accustomed to drunk- 
enness and every way degraded, bear but a fiiint impress of the 
lost grandeur of the race. They are no longer strong, tall, or 
finely proportioned. Tet, as you see them stealmg along a 
height, or striding boldly forward, they remind you of what 
was majestic in the red man. 

On the shores of Lake Superior, it is said, if you visit, them at 
home, you may still see a remnant of the noble blood. The Pil- 
lagers (Pilleurs), a band celebrated by the old travellers, are 
Bljll existent there. 

" Still some, 'the eagles of tliair tribe,' may rusli." 

I have spoken of the hatred felt by the white man for tlio 
Indian : with white women it seems to amount to disgust, to 
loathing. How I could endure the dirt, the peculiar smell, of the 
Indians, and their dwellings, was a great marvel in the eyes of 
my lady acquaintance ; indeed, I wonder why they did not quite 
^ve roe up, as they- eertajnly looked oa me with great distaste 
for it " Get you gone, you Indian d<^," was the felt, if not the 
breathed, expression towards the hapless owners of the soil ; — all 
their clsuras, all their sorrows quite forgot, in abhorrence of their 
dirt, their tawny skins, and the vices the whites have taught them. 

A person who had seen them during great part of a life ex- 
pressed his prejudices to me with such violence, that I was no 
longer surprised that the Indian children tlirew sticks at him, as 
he passed. A lady said: " Do what you will for them, they will 
be ungrateful. The savage cannot be washed out of them. 
Bring up an Indian child, and see if you can attach it to you." 
The next moment, she expressed, in the presence of one of tliose 
children whom she was bringing np, loathing at the odor left by 
one of her people, and one of the most respected, as he passed 
through the room. "When the child is grown, she will be con- 
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siliered biisely ungi-atoful not to love the lady, as slie certainly 
will not ; and tliis will be cit«d as an instance of the ini possibility 
of attaching the Indian. 

Whetlier tlie Indian could, by any efforts of love and intelli- 
gence from the white man, have been civilized and made n 
valuable ingredient in the new state, I will not say ; but this we 
are sure of, — the French Catholics, at least, did not hann them, 
nor disturb their minds merely to corrupt them. The French 
they loved. But the stern Presbyterian, with his dogmas and 
his task-work, the city circle and the college, with their niggard 
concessions and unfeeling stare, have never tried the experiment. 
It has not been tried. Our people and our government have 
sinned alike against the flrst-born of the soil, and if they are the 
fated agents of a new era, they have done nothing, — have in- 
voked no god to keep them sinless while they do the hest of fate. 

Worst of all is it, when they invoke the holy power only to 
mask their iniquity ; when the felon trader, who, all tlie week, has 
been besotting and degrading the Indian with rum mixed with 
red pepper, and damaged tobacco, kneels with him on Sunday 
before a common allar, to tell the rosary which recalls the 
thought of Him crucified for love of suffering men, and to listen 
to sermons in praise of "purity"!! 

" My sav^e friends," cries the old, fat priest, " you must, above 
all things, aim at purity." 

Oh ! my heart swelled when I saw them in a Christian church. 
Better their own dog-feasts and bloody rites than such mockery 
of that other faith. 

" The dog," said an Indian, " was once a spirit ; he has fallen 
for his sin, and was given by the Great Spirit, in this shape, to 
man, as his most intelligent companion. Therefore we sacrifice 
it in high&st honor to our friends in this world, — to our protect- 
ing geniuses in another." 

There was religion in that thought. The white man sacrifices 
his own brother, and to Mammon, yet he turns in loathing from 
the dog-feast. 

"You say," said the Indian of the South to the i 
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"that Christianity is pleasing to God. How can that he?— - 
Those men at Savannah are Christians." 

Tesl slaye-drivers and Indian traders are called Christians, 
and the Indian is to be deemed less like the Son of Maiy than 
they ! Wonderful is the deceit of man's heart 1 

I have not, on seeing someUiing of them in their own haunts, 
found reason to change the sentiments expressed in the following 
lines, when a deputation of the Sacs and Foxes visited Boston in 
1837, and were, hy one person at least, received in a dignified 
and courteous manner. 

GOVEESOK EVKHETT RECEIVING THE INDIAN CIirEKS, 



Who says that Poesy ia on the wane, 
And that the Muses tune their lyres in vain ? 
"Mid all the treasures of romantic story. 
When thought was fresh and fancy in her glory, 
Has eyer Art found out a richer theme. 
More dark a shadow, or more soft a gleam, 
Than fall upon the scene, sketched eareleasjy, 
In the newspaper column of to-day ? 

American romance ia somewhat stale. 

Talk of the hatchet, and die faces pale, 

Wampum and calumets and forests dreary. 

Once so attractive, now begins to weary. 

Uncas and Magawisca please us still, 

Unreal, yet idealized with skill ; 

But every poetaster, scribbling willing. 

From, the majeslJc oak his stylus whittling, 

Has helped bs tire ns, and to make us fear 

The monotone in which so much we hear 

Of " stoics of the wood," and " men wiihout a tear." 

Yot Nature, ever buoyant, ever young, 
If let alone, will sing aa erst she sung ; 
The course of circumstance gives back ag^n 
The Picturesque , erewliilc pursued in vain ; 
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Sliows liS the fount of Eomancc is not wasted, — 
The lights and sliades of contrast not exJiausfed. 

Shorn of liis strength, the Samson now must sue 
For fra^;ment8 from iiie feast his fothers gave ; 

The Indiaa dare not claim -what is his due, 
But as a boon his heritage must crave ; 

His stately form shall soon he seen no more 

Through all his fethei'e land, the Atlantic sliore ; 

Beneath the sun, to us so Mnd, theij melt. 

More heavily each day our rule is felt 

The tale is old, — we do as mortals must : 

Might makes right here, hut God and Time are just. 

Though near the drama hastens to its elose, 

On this last scene awhile your eyes repose ; 

The polished Greek and Scythian meet again. 

The ancient life is lived by modem men ; 

The savage through our busy cities walks, 

He in his untouched grandeur alent stalks. 

Unmoved by all our gayeties and showa, 

Wonder nor ahame can touch him as he goes ; 

He gazes on the marvels we Iiave wrought. 

But knows tlic models from whence all was brought ; 

In God's first temples he has stood so oft, 

And listened to the natural organ-loft. 

Has watched the eagle's flight, the muttering thunder heard, 

Art cannot move him to a wondering word. 

Perhaps he sees tlat all this luxury 

Brings less food to the mind than to the eye ; 

Perhaps a simple sendment has brought 

More to him than your arte bad ever taught. 

What are the petty triumphs AH has g^vea. 

To eyes iamiliar with the naked heaven ? 

All has been seen, — dock, tailroad, and canal, 

Fort, market, bridge, college, and arsenal. 

Asylum, hospital, and cotton-mill, 

The theatre, the lighthouse, and the jdl. 

The Braves each novelty, reflecting, saw. 

And now and then growled out the earnest " Yaw." 
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And now the time is conie, 'tis undcralooil, 

When, having seen and thought so much, a toft may do aoc 

A well-dressed mob have thronged the sight to greet, 
And motley figures throng the spacious street ; 
Majestical and cabn through all Qiej stride, 
Wearing the blanket with a monarch's pride ; 
The gamers stare and slimg, but can't deny 
Their noble forms and blameless symmetry. 
If the Great Spirit their morale has slighted, 
And wigwam smoke their mental culture blighted, 
Yet ths phi/sique, at least, perfection reaches, 
In wilda where ndther Combe nor Spurzbeim teachea; 
Wliere whispering trees invite man to the eliase. 
And bounding deer allure him to (lie race. 

Would thou hadst seen it ! That dark, stately band, 

Wbose ancestors enjoyed all this fair laud, 

Whence they, by force or fraud, were made to flee. 

Are brought, the white man's victory to see. 

Can kind emotjons in their proud hearts glow. 

As through tbese realms, now decked by Art, they go' 

The cburcb, the school, the railroad, and the mart, — 

Can these a pleasure to their minds impart ? 

All once was theirs, — earth, ocean, forest, sky, — 

How can. they joy in what now meets the eye ? 

Kot yet Keligion has unlocked the soul. 

Nor Each has learned to glory in the Whole I 

Mitst they not think, so strange and sad their iot, 
That fliey by the Great Spirit are forgot ? 
From the far border to which they are driven. 
They might look up in trust to the clear heaven ; 
But here, — what tales doth every object tell 
Where Masaasoit sleeps, where Pbihp fell ! 

We take our turn, and the Philosopher 
Sees through the clouds a hand which cannot en 
An unimproving race, with all their graces 
And all their \iQfss, must resign their places ; 
And Human Culture rolls its onward flood 
Over the broad plains steeped in Indian blood 
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Such thouglits steady our fwrfi; jct ttere will risQ 
Some natural tears into the calmest eyes,— 
Whith gaze where forest princes haughty go, 
Made for a gaping crowd a raree-show. 

But this a scene seems where, in courtesy, 

The pale face with the forest prince could vie, 

For one preaded, who, for tact and grace, 

In any age had held an honored place, — 

In Beauty's own dear day had shone a polished Phidian vase ' 

Oft have I listened to his accents hland, 

And owned the magic of his silvery voice, 
In all the graces which life's arts demand, 

Dehghted hy the justness of his choice, 
Not hia the stream of laTiah, fervid thought, — 
The rhetoric by pasaon's magic wrought; 
Not his the massive style, the lion port. 
Which with the granite class of mind assort ; 
But, in a range of excellence his own, 
With all the charms to soft persuasion known, 
Amid our husy people we admire him, — " elegant and lone." 

He scarce needs words : so exquisite the skill 

Which modulates the tones to do his will. 

That the mere sound enough would charm the ear. 

And lap in its Elysium all who hear. 

The intellectual paleness of his cheek. 

The heavy eyelids and slow, tranquil smile, 

The well-cut lips from wluch the graces speak. 

Fit hhn alike to win or to beguile ; 
Then those words so well chosen, fit, though few, 
Their linked sweetness as our thoughts pursue. 
We deem them spoken pearls, or radiant diamond dew. 

And never yet did I admire the power 

Which makes so lustrous every threadbare theme, — 
Which won for La FayeUe one other hour. 

And e'en on July Fourth could cast a gleam, — 
As now, when 1 behold him play the host, 
Wth all tlie dignity which red men boast. — 
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With all tiie courtesy the whites haye lost; 

Assume the veiy hue of savage mind, 

Yet in rude accents show the thought refined ; 

Assume the naieel^ of infant age, 

And in such prattle seem still more a si^e ; 

The golden mean with tact unerring seized, 

A courtly critic shone, a simple savage pleased. 

The stoic of the woods his skill confessed, 

As all the father answered in his hreast ; 

To the sure mark the ^Iver arrow sped, 

The " man without a fear " a iear has shed ; 

And thou hadet ■wept, hadst thou been there, to see 

How true one sentiment must crer he, 

In court or camp, the city or the wild, — ■ 

To rouse tlie father's heart, you need but name liis child. 

The speech of Goveraor Everett on that occasion was admira- 
ble ; as I think, the happiest attempt ever made to meet the Indian 
in his own way, and catch the tone of his mind. It was swd, in 
the newspapers, that Keokuck did actually shed tears when ad- 
dressed as a father. If he did not with his eyes, he well might ia 
his heart. 

Not often have they been addressed ivith such intelligence and 
tact. The few who have not approached them witli sordid rapa- 
city, but from love to them, as men having souls to be redeemed, 
have most frequently been persons intellectually loo narrow, too 
Btraitly hoand in sects or opinions, to throw tlieraselves into the 
character or position of the Indians, or impart to them anything 
they can mate available. The Christ shown them by these mis- 
sionaries is to them but a new and more powei'lul Manito ; the 
signs of the new religion, but the fetiches that have aided the con- 
querors. 

Here I will copy some remarks made by a discerning observer, 
on the methods tised by the missionaries, and their natural re- 

"Mr. -and myself had a very interesting conversation, «pon 

the subject of the Indians,. their character, capabilities, &c. After 
ten years' experience among them, he was forced to acknowledge 
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that (Jie i-esnits of the missionary efforts had produced nothing 
calculated to encoui-i^e. He thought that there was an intrinsic 
disability in fliem to rise aboTO, or go beyond, the sphere in which 
tlicy had so long moved. He said, that even those Indians who 
Jiad been converted, and who had adopted the habits of civiliza- 
tion, were very little improved in their real character ; they 
were as selfish, as deceitful, and as hidolent, as those who were 
still heathens. They had repaid the kindnesses of the mission- 
aries with the basest ingratitude, killing their cattle and swine, 
and robbing them of their harvests, which they wantonly de- 
stroyed. He had abandoned the idea of effecting any general 
good to the Indians. He had conscientious scruples as to pi'o- 
moting an enterprise so hopeless as that of missions among the 
Indians, by sending accounls to the East that might induce philan- 
thropic individuals to conti-ibute to their support. la fact, the 
whole experience of his intercourse with them seemed to have 
convinced him of the irremediable degradation of the race. Their 
fortitude under suffering he considered the result of physical and 
mental insensibility; their courage, a mere animal excitement, 
which they found it necessary to inflame, before daring to meet a 
foe. They have no constancy of purpose ; and are, in fact, but 
little superior to the brutes ia point of moral development. It is 
not astonishing, that one looking upon the Indian character from 

Mr. 's point of view should entertmn such sentiments. The 

object of his intercourse with them was, to make them apprehend 
the mysteries of a theology, which, to the most enlightened, is an 
abstruse, metaphysical study; and it is not singular they should 
prefer their pagan superstitions, which address themselves more 
direcrty lo the senses. Failing ia the attempt to Christianize be- 
fore civilizing them, he inferred that in the intrinsic degi-adation 
of their faculties the obstacle was to be found." 

Thus the missionary vainly attempts, by once or twice holding 
up the cross, to turn deer and tigers into lambs ; vainly attempts 
lo convince the red man that a heavenly malidate takes from him 
his broad lands. He bows his head, but docs not at heai-t ac- 
quiesce. He cannot. It is not true ; and if it were, the descent 
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of blood through the Bame channels, fur ceniuries, hiis foimcd 
liabits of thought not so easily to be disturbed. 

Amalgamation would affoi-d the only ti-ue and profound means 
of civilization. But nature seems, like all else, to declare that 
this race is fated to perish. Those of mixed blood fade early, 
and are not generally a fine rsvx. They lose what is best in 
either type, rather than enhance the value of each, by mingling. 
There are exceptions, — one or two such I know of, — but this, 
it is said, is the general rule. 

A traveller observes, that the white settlers who live in the 
woods soon become sallow, lanky, and dejected ; the atmosphere 
of the trees does not agree with Caucasiari lungs ; and it is, per- 
haps, ia part an instinct of this which causes the hatred of the 
new settlers towards trees. The Indian breathed the atmosphere 
of the forests freely; beloved their shade. As they are effaced 
from the laud, he fleets too ; a part of the same manifestation, 
which cannot linger behind its proper era. 

The Chippewas have lately petitioned the State of Micliigan, 
that they may be admitted as citizens ; but this would be vain, 
unless they could be admitted, as brothers, to the heart of the 
white man. And while the latter feels that conviction of superi- 
ority which enabled our Wisconsin friend to throw away the gun, 
and send the Indian io fetch it, he needs to be very good, and 
verj WISP, not to abuse his position. But the white man, as yet, 
IS A half tamed pirate, and avails himself as much as ever of the 
mixun, ' Might makes right," All that civilization does for the 
generality is to cover up this with a veil of subtle evasions and 
chicane, and here and there to rouse the individual mind io appeal 
to Heai en against it. 

I have no hope of liberalizing the missionary, of humanizing 
tlie ^haiks of trade, of infusing the conscientious drap into the 
flinty bosom of policy, of saving the Indian from immediate deg- 
radation and speedy death. The whole seimon may be preached 
fiom the text, "Needs be that offences must come, yet woe unto 
them by whom they come." Yet, ere they depart, I wish there 
might be some masterly attempt to reproduce, in art or literature, 



by Google 



KEY-WAy-riO-WL'T. 97 

what is proper to them, — a kind of beauty aiid gi'andeiir ivbich 
few of the every-day crowd have hearts to feel, yet which ought 
to leave in the world its monuineiifs, to inspire the thought of 
genius through all ages. Nothing in this kind has been done 
masterly ; since it was Clevengera'a ambition, 't is pity he had not 
opportunity to try fully his powers. We hope some other mind 
may be bent upon it, ere too late. At present the only lively im- 
press of their passage through the world is to be found id such 
books as Catlin'a, and some stories told by the old travellers. 

Let me here give another brief tale of the power exerted by 
tlje white man over the savage in a trying case; but in this case 
it was righteous, was moral power. 

" We were looking over McEenney'a Tour to the Lakes, and, 
on observing the picture of Key-way-no-wut, or the Going Cloud, 
Mr. B. observed, 'Ah, that is the fellow I came near having a 
flght with'; and he detsuled at length the circumstances. This 
Indian was a very desperate character, and of whom all the Leech 
Lake band stood in fear. He would shoot down any Indian who 
offended him, without the least hesitation, and had become quite 
the bully of that part of the tribe. The trader at Leech Lake 
warned Mr. B. to beware of him, and said that he once, when he 
(the trader) refused to give up to him his stock of wild-rice, went 
and got his gua and tomahawk, and shook the tomahawk over his 
head, saying, ' .ffow, give me your wild-rice,' The trader com- 
plied with his exaction, but not so did Mr, E. in the adventure 
which I am about to relate. Key-way-no-wut came frequently 
to him with furs, wishing him to give for them cotton-cloth, sugar, 
flour, &C. Mr. B. explained to him that he could not trade for 
furs, as he was sent there as a teacher, and that it would be like 
putting his hand into the fire to do so, as the traders would inform 
against him, and he would be sent out of the country. At the 
same time, he gave him the articles which he wished. Key-way- 
no-wut found this a very convenient way of getting what he want- 
ed, and followed up this sort of game, until, at last, it became in- 
supportable. One day the Indian brought a very large ott«r-skin, 
and said, ' I want to get for this ten pounds of sugar, ajid some 
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flour and cloth,' adding, 'lam not like oilier ludians, J want to 
pay for what I get.' Mr. B. found tbat he must either be robbed 
of all lie had by submitting to these exactions, or tate a stand at 
once. He thought^ however, he would try to avoid a scrape, and 
told his customer he had not so much sugar to spare. ' Give me, 
then,' said he, ' what you can spare ' ; and Mr. B., thinking to make 
him back out, told liim he would give him five pounds of sugar 
for his skin. ' Taie it,' said the Indian. He left the skin, telling 
Mr. B. to take good care of it. Mr. B. took it at once to the 
trader's store, and related the circumstance, congratulating him- 
self that he had got rid of the Indian's exactions. But in about 
a month Key-way-no-wut appeared, bringing some dirty Indian 
sugar, and said, ' I have brought back the sugar that I borrowed 
of you, and I want my otter-skin back.' Mr. B. told him, ' I 
hought an otter-skin of you, but if you will return the other arti- 
cles you have got for it, perhaps I can get it for you.' ' Where is 
the skin ? ' said he very quickly ; ' what have you done with it ? ' 
Mr. B. replied it was in the tradei's store, where he (the Indian) 
could not get it. At this information he was furious, laid hia hands 
on his knife and tomahawk, and commanded Mr. B. to bring it at 
once. Mr. B, found this was the crisis, where he must take a 
stand or be ' rode over rough-shod' by this man. His wife, who 
was present was much alarmed, and begged he would get the skin 
for the Indian, but he told her that ' either he or tlie Indian would 
soon be master of his house, and if she was afraid to see it decided 
which was to be so, she had better retire.' He turned to Key- 
way-JJO-wut, and addressed him in a stem voice as follows : ' I 
will not give you the skin. How often have you come to my 
house, and I have shared with you what I had. I gave you to- 
bacco when you were well, and medicine when you were sick, and 
you never went away from my wigwam with your hands empty. 
And this is the way you return my treatment to you. I had 
thought you were a man and a chief, but you are not, you are 
nothing but an old woman. Leave this house, and never enter it 
again.' Mr, B. smd he expected the Indian would attempt his life 
when he said this, but that he had placed himself in a position so 
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that he could defend himself, and looked straight into tlio Indian's 
eye, and, like other mOd beasts, he quailed before the glance of 
menial aad moral courage. He calmed down at once, and soon 
began to malse apologies. Mr. E. then told him kindly, but firm- 
ly, that, if he wished to walk in the same path with him, he must 
walk as straight as the crack on the floor before them ; adding, 
that he would not walk with anybody who would jostle him by 
walking so crooked as he had done. He was perfectly tamed, 
and Mr. B. said he never had any more trouble with him." 

The conviction here livingly enforced of the superiority on the 
side of the white man, was thus expressed by the Indian orator 
at Mackinaw while we were there. After the customary compli- 
ments about sun, dew, &c., "This," said he, "is the difference 
between the white and the red man; the white man looks to the 
future and paves the way for posterity. The red man never 
thought of this." This is a statement uncommonly refined for an 
Indian; but one of the gentlemen present, who understood the 
Chippewa, vouched for it as a literal rendering of his phrases ; 
and he did indeed touch the vital point of difference. But the 
Indian, if he understands, cannot make use of his intelligence. 
The fete of his people is against it, and Pontiac and Philip have 
no more chance than Julian in the times of old. 

The Indian is steady to that simple creed which forms the basis 
of all his mythology ; that there is a God fuid a life beyond this ; 
a right and wrong which each man can see, betwixt which each 
man should choose ; that good brings with it its reward, and vice 
ifs punishment. His moral code, if not as refined as that of civil- 
ised nations, is clear and noble in the stress laid upon truth and 
fidelity. And all unprejudiced observers bear testimony, that the 
Indians, until broken from their old anchorage by intercourse with 
the whites, — who offer them, instead, a religion of which they 
furnisli neither interpretation nor example, — were singularly vir- 
tuous, if virtue bo allowed to consist in a man's acting up to his 
own ideas of right. 

My friend, who joined me at Mackinaw, happened, on the 
lioniewarcl journey, to see a little Chinese girl, who had been sent 
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over by one of the missionaries, and observed tbat, in features, 
complexion, and gesture, slie was a counterpart to the little la- 
dian girls sbe had just seen playing about on the lake shore. 

The parentage of these tribes is sfill an interesting subject ol 
speculation, though, if they be not created for this region, they 
have become so assimilated to it as to retwn little trace of any 
other. To me it seems moat probable, that a peculiar race was 
bestowed on each re^on,* as the lion oa one latitude and tlie 
white bear on another. As man has two natures, — oae, like that 
of the plants and animals, adapted to the usbs and enjoyments of 
this planet, another which presages and demands a higher sphere, 
—he is constantly breaking bounds, in proportion as the mental 
gets the better of the mere instinctive existence. As yet, he 
loses in harmony of being wh^ he gains in height and extension; 
the civilized man is a larger miad, but a more imperfect nature, 
than the savage. 

We hope there will be a national institute, containing all the 
remains of the Indians, all that has been preserved by official 
intercourse at Washington, Catlin's collection, and a picture-gal- 
lery as complete as can be made, with a coUection of skulls from 
all parts of the country. To this should be joined the scanty 
library that exists on the subject. 

A little pamphlet, giving an account of the massaci-e at Chicago, 
has lately been published, which I wish much I had seen while 
there, as it would have imparted aa interest to spots otherwise 
barren. It is written with anunation, and in an exceOent style, 
telling just what we want to hear, and no more. The trails given 
of Indian generosity are as characteiistic as those of Indian cru- 
elty. A lady, who was saved by a friendly chief holding her 
under the waters of the late, at the moment the balls endan- 
gered her, received also, in the heat of the conflict, a reviving 
draught from a squaw, wlio saw she was exhausted ; and as slie 
lay down, a mat was hung np between her and the scene oi 

* Professor AgassLa has rscently published some able soientifiopapars tending 
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butchery, so that she waa protected from tbe sight, though she 
could not be from sounds full of horror. 

I have not wished to write sentimentally about the Indians, 
however moved by the thought of then- wrongs and speedy ex- 
tinction. I know that the Europeans who took possession of this 
country felt themselves justified by their superior civilizaljoa and 
religious ideas. Had they been truly civilized or Chrislianized, 
the conflicts which sprang from the collision of the two races 
might have been avoided ; but this cannot be expected in move- 
ments made by masses of men. The mass has never yet been 
humanized, though the age may develop a human thought. 
Since those conflicts and differences did arise, the hatred which 
spi-ang from terror and suffering, on the European side, has 
naturally warped the whites still further from justice. 

The Indian, hrandishmg the scalps of his wife and friends, 
drinkmg their blood, and eating their hearts, is by him viewed as 
a fiend, though, at a distant day, he will no doubt he considered 
as having acted the Itoman or Caiihaginiaa part of heroic and 
patriotic self-defence, according to the standard of right and 
motives prescribed by his rehgious faith and education. Loolted 
at by his own standard, he is virtuous when he most injures his 
enemy, and the white, if he be really the superior in enlarge- 
ment of thought, ought to cast aside his inherited prejudices 
enough to see this, to look on him in pity and brotherly good- 
will, and do all he can to mitigate the doom of those who sui-vivo 
bis past injuries. 

In McKenney's book is proposed a project for organizing the 
Indians under a patriarchal government ; but it does not look 
feasible, even on paper. Could their own intelligent men be 
left to act unimpeded in their behalf, they wnuld do far better 
for Ihera than the white thinker, with all his general knowledge. 
But we dare not hope the designs of such will not always be 
frustrated by barbarous selfishness, as they were in Georgia, 
There was a chance of seeing what might have been done, nnw 
lost for e\ er. 

Yrt li't e*'Piy man look to himstlf how far this blood shall be 
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required at hii hands. LpI the missionary, instead of preaching 
to the Indian, preach ti> th« trader who ruins him, of the dread- 
ful account winch will be demiuided of the followers of Cain, in 
a sphere where the accents of purity and love come on the ear 
more decisively than in oura. Let every legislator take the sub- 
ject to heart, and, if he cannot undo the effects of past sin, try for 
that clear view and right sense that may save us from sinning 
still more deeply. And let every man and every woman, in 
their private dealings with the subjugated race, avoid all share 
in embittering, by insult or unfeeling prejudice, the captivity of 
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CHAPTEK VII. 
BA.ULT SI. MAEiE. — ST. Joseph's island. — run land op 

UnSIC. — RAPIDS. — HOJIEWAKD. — GENEKAL HULI.. THE 

BOOK TO THE READiiR. 

Nine days I passed alone at Mackinaw, except for occasional 
visils from kind and agreeable residents at the fort, and Mr, and 
Mrs. A, Mr. A., long engaged in tie fur-trade, is gratefully 
remembered by many traveilers. From Mrs. A., also, I received 
kind attentions, paid in the vivacious and graceful manner of her 
nation. 

The society at tie boarding-house entertained, being of a kind 
entirely new to me. There were many traders fi-om the remote 
stations, such as I^a Pointe, Arbre Croche, — men who had be- 
come half wild and wholly rude by living in the wild ; but good- 
humored, observing, and with a store of knowledge to impart, of 
the kind proper to their place. 

There were two little girls here, that were pleasant companions 
for me. One gay, frank, impetuous, but sweet and winning. 
She was au American, fiur, and with bright brown hair. The 
other, a little French Canadian, used to join me in my walks, 
silently take my hand, and sit at my feet when I stopped in beau- 
tiful places. She seemed to understand without a word ; and I 
never shall forget her little figure, with its light, but pensive 
motion, and her delicate, grave features, with the pale, dear com- 
plexion and soft eye. She ivas motherless, and much left alone 
by her father and brothers, who were boatmen. The two little 
girls were as pretty representatives of Allegro and Penseroso as 
une would wish lo see. 
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I had been wiahiiig that a ixiat would come in to take me to 
the Sault St. Marie, and several times starled to the window at 
night in hopps that the pant ajid dnsky-i-ed liglit crossing the 
waters belonged to such on one ; hut they were always boats fin- 
Chicago or Buffalo, till, on the 28th of August, Allegro, who 
shared my plans and wishes, rushed in lo tell me that the Gen- 
eral Scott bad come ; and in this little steamer, accordingly, I set 
off the next momiag. 

I was the only lady, and attended in the cabin by a Dutch girl 
and an Indian woman. They both spoke Enghsh fluently, and 
entertmned me much by accounts of their diiferent experiences. 

The Dutch girl told me of a dance among the common people 
at Amsterdam, called the shepherd's dance. The two leaders are 
di-essed as shepherd and shepherdess ; they invent to the music 
all kinds of movements, descriptive of things that may happen in 
the field, and the rest are obliged to follow. I have never heard 
of any dance which gave such free play to the fancy as this, 
French dances merely describe the polite movements of society ; 
Spanish and Neapolitan, love ; the beautiful Mazurkas, &c are 
war-like or expressive of wild scenery. But in this one is great 
room both for fun and fancy. 

The Indian was married, when young, by her parents, to a man 
she did not love. He became dissipated, and did not mmntain 
her. She lefl him, taking with her their child, for whom and 
herself she earns a subsistence by going as chambermaid in 
these boats. Now and then, she said, her husband called on her, 
and asked if he might live with her agmn ; hot she always an- 
swered. No. Here she was far freer than she would have been in 
civilized life. I was pleased by the nonchalance of this woman, 
and the perfectly nat onal manner she had j re erved after so 
many years of co itact with all k nds of people 

The two vomen wl en I left tl e boat ade me pre t of 
Indian work su h as tra elleis vj e and the m ner f tl e 
two was charactei st e of the i 1 fferent tion The Ind an 
brought me heis h n I nis ilone lo ked ha If lly do n 
when she gi a 1 n T a I t e 11 til re I 
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Tlie Dutch gill lirought hers in pubUc, md, bridling her f.liort 
chiQ witt a self-complacent air, observed &lie liad bought it for 
me. But the feeling of affectionate regard was the same in the 
minds of hoth. 

Island afler island we passed, aU fau-ly shaped and clustering 
in a fi-iondly way, but with little variety of vegetation. In the 
afternoon the weather became fo^y, and we could not proceed 
after dark. Tliat was as dull an evening as ever fell. 

The next morning the fog still lay heavy, but the capt^u took 
me out in his boat on an exploring expedition, and we found tlie 
remains of the old English fort on Point St. Joseph's. All around 
was so whoUy unmarked by anything but stress of wind and 
weather, the shores of these islands and their woods so like one 
another, wild and lonely, but nowhere rich and majestic, that 
there was some charm in the remfuns of the garden, the remains 
even of chimueys and a pier. They gave feature to the scene. 

Here I gathered many flowei-s, but they were the same as at 
Mackinaw. 

The captain, though he had been on this trip hundreds of times, 
had never seen this spot, and never would but for this fog, and his 
desire to entertain me. He presented a striking instance how 
men, for the sake of getting a living, forget to live. It is just the 
same in the most romantic as the most dull and vulgar places. 
Men get tlie harness on so fast, that they can never shake it off, 
unless they guard against this danger from the very first. In 
Chicago, how many men live who never fiad time to see the 
prairies, or learn anything unconnected with the business of the 
day, or about the country they are living in! 

So this captam, a man of strong sense and good eyesight, rarely 
found time to go off the track or look about him on it. He la- 
mented, too, tliat there had been no call which induced him to 
develop his powers of expression, so that he might communicate 
what he had seen for the enjoyment or instruction of others. 

This is a common fault among the active men, the truly livmg, 
who could tell what life is. It should not be so. Literature 
should not be left to tlic mere Jiferali, — eloquence to the mere 
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orator ; every Cfeaar should be able to write liis own commen- 
tary. We want a more equal, more tborough, more harmonious 
development, and there is nothing to hinder the men of this coiin- 
try from it, except their own supineness, or sordid views. 

"When the weather did clear, our course up the river was de- 
lightful. Long stretched before us the island of St. Joseph's, with 
its fair woods of sugar-maple. A gentleman on board, who be- 
longs to the Fort at the Sault, smd their pastime was to come in 
the season of mailing sugar, aad pass some time on this island, — 
the days at work, and the evening in dancing and other amusements. 
Worlc of this kind done in the open air, where everything is 
temporary, and every utensil prepared on the spot, gives life a 
truly festive air. At such times, there is labor and no care, — 
energy with gayety, gayety of the heart. 

I tbinli wi h tl m pi as f th If f ' tl e Scotch 

harvest-home w th d th 1 th Russian 

cabbage-feas d h k <^ d h p tl gs. The 

liop-gatlierinii^ 1 tlgffm dl pulling 

down and fill ImuK t w tl th i^^y f too p t as grace- 
ful pictures a tl It 1 t 

How pleasant is the course along a new river, the sight of new 
shores ! like a life, would but Ufe flow as fast, and upbear ua with 
as full a stream. I hoped we should come iu sight of the rapids 
by daylight ; but the beautiful sunset was quite gone, and only a 
young moon trembling over the scene, when we came witliin 
liearing of them. 

I sat up long to hear them merely. It was a thoughtful hour. 
These two days, the 29th and 30th of August, are memorable in 
my life ; the latter is the birthday of a near friend. I pass them 
alone, approaching Lake Superior ; but I shall not enter into that 
truly wild and free region ; shall not have the canoe voyage, 
whose daily adventure, with the camping out at night beneath the 
stars, would have given an interlude of sucli value to my exist- 
ence. I shall not see the Pictured Koclis, their chapels and urns. 
It did not depend on me ; it never has, whether such things shall 
be done or not. 
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My friends ! may they see, aad do, and be more; especially 
those who have before them a greater number of birthdays, and a 
more healtliy and unfettered existence ! 

I should like to hear some notes of earthly music to-night. By 
tlie faint moonshine I can hardly see the banks ; how they look I 
have no guess, except that there are trees, and, now and then, a 
light lets me know there are homes, with their various interests. 
I should like to hear some strains of the flute from beneath those 
trees, just to break the sound of the rapids. 

THE LAND OF MUSIC. 

When no gentle ej-ebeam charms ; 
5fo fond hope the bosom iTarms ; 
Of thinking the lone mind is tjred, — 
Naught seems bright to be desired. 

Music, be thy sails unfurled ; 
Bear me to thy better world ; 
O'er a coid and weltering sea, 
Blow thy breezes warm and free. 

By sad sighs they ne'er were chilled, 
By sceptic spell were never stilled. 
Take me to that far-offshore. 
Where lovers meet to part no more. 

There doubt and fear and ain are o'er; 

The star of love shall set no more. 

With the first light of dawn I was up and out, and then was 
glad I had not seen all the night before, it came upon me with 
such power in its dewy freshness. 0, they are beautiful indeed, 
these rapids ! The gi'ace is so much more obvious than the 
power. I went up through the old Chippewa burying-ground 
to their head, and sat down on a large stone to iook. A little way 
off was one of the home-lodges, unlike in shape to the tempoi'ary 
ones at Mackinaw, but these have been described by Mrs. Jame- 
son. Women, too, I saw coming home from the woods, stooping 
imder great loads of cedar-boughs, that were strapped upon their 
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backs. But in many Euiopean countnc'' wonpii ciiry great 
loads, even of wood upon their baelf! I used to hcai the girls 
singing and lau^tnng is Ihey weie cutting doHn Lougtis at 
Mackinaw ; this part of their employment though laborious, 
gives them the pleasuie of being a gieat deal m the fiee woods. 

I had ordered a canoe to fal;e me down the rapids, and 
presently I saw it coming, with the two Indian canoe-meo in 
pink calico shirts, moving it about with their long poles, witli a 
grace and dexterity worthy faiiy-land. Now and then they cast 
the scoop-net ; — all looked just as I had fencied, only far prettier. 

When they came to me, they spread a mat in the middle of 
the canoe ; I sat down, and in less than four minutes we had 
descended the rapids, a distance of more than three quarters of 
a mile. I was somewhat disappointed in this being no more 
of an exploit than I found it. Having heai-d sucli expressions 
used as of " darting," or "shooting down," these rapids, I had 
fancied there was a wall of rock somewhere, where descent 
would somehow be accomphshed, and that there would come 
some one gasp of terror and delight, some sensation entirely new 
to me ; but I found myself in smooth water, before I had time to 
feel anything but the buoyant pleasure of being cai'ried so lightly 
through this snrf amid the breakers. Now and then the Indians 
spoke to one another in a vehement jabber, which, however, had 
no tone that expressed other than pleasant excitement. It is, no 
doubt, an act of wonderful dexterity to steer amid these jagged 
rocks, when one rude touch would tear a hole in the birch canoe ; 
but these men are evidently so used to doing it, and so adroit, 
that Ike silhest person could not feel afraid. I should like to 
have come dovm twenty times, that I might have had leisure 
to realize the pleasure. But the fog which had detained us on the 
way shortened the boat's slay at the Sault, and I wanted my 
time lo walk about. 

"While coming down the rapids, the Indians caught a white-fish 
for my breakfast; and certainly it was tlie best of brealifasts. 
The white-fish I fouud quite another thing caught on the spot, 
(uid cooked immediately, from what I had found it at Chicago 
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or Mitekiuaw. Before, I had had the bad taste to prefer ihe 
trout, despite the eoiemn and eloquent remoDSlranees of the 
Jiabitves, to whom the superiority of white-fish seemed a car- 
dhial point of faith. 

I am here reminded that I have omitted that indispensable 
part of a travelling journal, the account of what we found to eat, 
I cannot hope to malte up, hy one bold stroke, all my omissions 
of daily record ; but that I may sliow myself not destitute of the 
common feelings of humanity, I will observe that he whose affec- 
tions turn in summer towards vegetables should Dot come to this 
re^on, till the subject of diet be better understood ; that of friiif, 
too, there is little yet, even at the best hotel tables ; that the 
prairie chickens require no praise from me, and that the trout 
and white-fish are worthy the transparency of the lake wafers. 

In this brief mention I by no means intend to give myself 
an air of superiority to the subject. If a dinner in the Illinois 
woods, on dry bread and drier meat, with water from the stream 
that flowed hard by, pleased me best of all, yet, at one lime, when 
living at a house where nothing was prepared for the fable fit to 
touch, and even the bread could not be partakea of witliout a 
headache in consequence, I learnt fo understand and sympathize 
with the anxious tone in which fathers of families, about to fake 
their innocent children into some scene of wild beauty, ask first of 
all, " Is there a good table ? " I fchaU ask just so in future. Only 
those whom the Powers have furnished with smalt travelling 
cases of ambrosia can take psercise all day, and be happy 
without even bread morning or night. 

Our voyage back was all pleasure. It was the fairest day. I 
saw the river, the iflands, the clouds, to the greatest advantage. 

On board was an old man, an Illinois farmer, whom I found a 
most agreeable campanion. He had just been with his son, and 
eleven other young men, on an exploring expedition to the shores 
of Lake Superior, He was the only old man of the party, but he 
bad enjoyed most of any the journey. He had been the coun- 
Bellor and playmate, too, of the young ones. He was one of those 
parents — why so rare ? — who understand and live a new life in 
10 
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that of their chlidren, instead of wasting time aiid young happi- 
ness in trying to make them conform (o an object and standard of 
their own. The cliar3Cf«r and history of each child may he a 
new and poetic experience to the parenl, if he will let it. Our 
farmer was domestic, judicious, sohd; the son, inventive, enter- 
prising, superficial, full of follies, full of resources, always 
liable to failure, sure to rise above it. The father conformed to, 
and leamt from, a character he could not change, and won the 
sweet from the hitter. 

His account of hia life at home, and of bis late adventures 
among the Indians, was very amusing, but 1 want talent to write 
it down, and I have not heard the slang of these people intimately 
enough. There is a good book about Indiana, called the New 
Purchase, written by a person who knows the people of the 
country well enough to describe them in their own way. It is 
not witty, but penetrating, valuable for its practical wisdom and 
good-humored fun. 

Theie were many sporlsman-stories told, too, by those fi-om 
Illmoib and Wisconsin. I do not retain any of these well 
enough, nor any that I heard earlier, to write them down, though 
fhey always interested me from bringing wiid natural scenes 
before the mind. It is pleasant for the sportsman to be in 
countnes so alive with game ; yet it is so plenty that one would 
thmk thooling pigeons or grouse would seem more like slaughter, 
than the excitement of skill to a good sportsman. Hunting the 
deer IS full of adventure, and needs only a Scrope to describe it 
to mvest the Western woods with historic associations. 

How pleasant it was to sit and hear rough men tell pieces out 
of their own common lives, in place of the frippery talk of some 
fine circle with its conventional sentiment, and timid, second-hand 
criticism. Free blew the wind, and boldly ilowed the stream, 
named for Mary mother mild. 

A fine thunder-shower came on in the afternoon. It cleared at 
sunset, just as we came in sight of beautiful Mackinaw, over 
which a rainbow bent in promise of peace. 

I have alivays wondered, in reading travels, at the childish joy 
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tmvellera felt at meeting people they knew, and tlieh' sense of 
loneliness when they did not, in places wiiero there was every- 
thiog new to occupy the attention. So childish, I thought, always 
to be longing for the new in the old, and the old in the new. Tet 
just such sadness I felt, when I looked on the island glittering in 
the sunset, canopied by the rmnbow, and thought no friend would 
welcome me there; just such childish joy I felt to see unex- 
pectedly on the landing the face of one whom I called friend. 

The remaining two or three days were delightfully spent, in 
walking or boating, or sitting at the window to see the Indians go. 
This was not quite so pleasant as their coming in, though ac- 
complished with the same rapidity ; a family not taking half an 
hour to prepare for departure, and the departing canoe a beauti- 
ful object. But they left behind, on all the shoi'e, the blemishes 
of their stay, — old rags, dned boughs, fragments of food, tlie 
marks of their fires. Nature likes to cover up and gloss over 
spots and scars, but it would take her some time to restore that 
beach to the state it was in before they came. 

S. and I had a mind for a canoe excursion, and we asked one 
of the traders to engage us two good Indians, that would not only 
take us out, but be sure and bring us back, as we could not hold 
converse with them. Two others offered their aid, beside the 
thiePs son, a fine-looking youth of about sixteen, richly dressed 
in blue broadcloth, scarlet sash and leggins, with a scarf of 
brighter red than the rest, tied around his head, iis ends falling 
gracefully on one shoulder. They thought it, apparently, fine 
amusement to be attending two white women ; they carried na 
into the path of the steamboat, which was going out, and paddled 
with all their force, — rather too fast, indeed, for there was some- 
thing of a swell on the lake, and they sometimes threw water 
into the canoe. However, it flew over the waves, light as a aea- 
guil. They would say, "Pull away," and "Ver" warm," and, 
after these words, would laugh gayly. They enjoyed the hour, I 
believe, as much as we. 

The house where we lived belonged to the widow of a French 
irader, an Indian by birth, and wearing the dress of her country 
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She spolie French fluently, and was very ladylike in her man- 
ners. She is a, great character among them. They were all 
tho time coming to pay her hom^e, or to get her aid and advice ; 
for she is, I am told, a shrewd woman of business. My com- 
panion carried about her sketch-book with her, and the Indians 
were interested when they saw her using her pencil, though less 
so than about the sun-shade. This lady of the tribe wanted to 
borrow the sketches of the beach, with its lodges and wild groups, 
" to show to the savages" she said. 

Of the practical ability of the Indian wom.en, a good specimen 
is given by McKenney, in an amusing story of one who went to 
Washington, and acted her part there in the " first circles," with a 
tact and sustained dissimulation worthy of Cagliostro. She seemed 
to have a thorough love of intrigue for its own sake, and much 
dramatic talenL Like the chiefs of her nation, when on an ex- 
pedition among the foe, whether for revenge or profit, no impulses 
of vanity or way-side seductions had power to turn her aside from 
carrying out her plan as she had originally projected it. 

Although I have little to tell, I feel that I have learat a great 
deal of the Indians, from observing them even in this broken 
and degraded condition. There is a language of eye and motion 
which cannot be put into words, and which teaches what words 
never can. I feel acquainted with the soul of this race ; I read 
its nobler thought in their defaced figures. There was a great- 
ness, unique and precious, which he who does not feel will never 
duly appreciate the majesty of nature in this American continent. 

I have mentioned that the Indian orator, who addressed the 
agents on tiis occasion, said, iJie diiference between the while 
man and tlie red man is this : " The white man no sooner came 
here, than he thought of preparing the way for his posterity ; the 
red man never thought of this." I was assured this was exactly 
his phrase ; and it defines the true difference. We get the better 
because we do 

" Look bofora and after." 

But, from the same cause, we 

" rine for wliiit is not." 
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The i-ed man, when liappy, was thoroughly happy ; when good, 
was simply good. He needed the medal, to let bim know that he 

These evenings we were happy, looking over the old-fashioned 
garden, over the beich over the waters and pretty island opposite, 
beaeath the g "ow ng moon We hd not stay to see it full at 
Mackioaw; at tno oclock one n gl t or rather morning, the 
Great Western came sno ■Im^ in in 1 en t go ; and Mack- 
inaw, and all the No -thwut s nn e s now to me no more thaa 
picture and di am — 

These last days at Mackinaw have been pleasanter tiian the 
"lonesome" nine, fori have recovered the companion with whom 
I set out from the East, — one who sees all, prizes all, enjoys much, 
interrupts never. 

At Detroit we stopped for half a day. This place is famous in 
our history, and lie unjust anger at its surrender is still expressed 
by almost every one who passes there. I had always shared the 
common feeling oa this subject; for the indignation at a disgrace to 
our arms that seemed so unnecessary has been handed down from 
father to child, and few of vs have talcen the paias to ascertain 
wiiere the blame lay. But now, upon the spot, having read all 
the testimony, I felt convinced that it should rest solely with the 
government, which, by neglecting lo sustain General Hull, as he 
had a right to expect tbey would, compelled him to take this step, 
or sacrifice many lives, and of the defenceless inhabitants, not of 
soldiers, to the cruelty of a savage foe, for the sake of his repu- 

I am a woman, and unlearned in such affairs j but, to a person 
with common sense and good eyesight, it is clear, when viewing 
ihe location, that, under the circumstances, he had no prospect of 
successful defence, and that to attempt it would have been an act 
of vanity, not valor. 

I feel that I am not biassed in this judgment by my personal 
relations, for I have always heard both sides, and though my feel 
10* 
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ings had been moved by the picture of tbe old man sitting down, 
in iJie midst of his children, to a retired and despoilecl old age, 
after a life of honor and happy intercourse with the public, yet 
tranquil, always secure that justice must be done at last, I sup- 
posed, like others, that he deceived himself, and deserved to pay 
the penalty for failure to the responsibility he had undertaken. 
Now, on the sjKif, I cliange, and believe the country at large must, 
erelong, cliange from this opinion. And I wish to add my testi- 
mony, however trifling its weight, before it be drowned in the 
voice of general assent, that I may do some justice to the feelings 
which possess me here and now. 

A noble boat, the Wisconsin, was to be launched this after- 
noon; the whole town was out in many-colored array, the band 
playing. Our boat swept round to a good position, and all was 
ready but — the 'Wisconsin, which could not be made to stir. This 
was quite a disappointment It would have been an imposing sight. 

In the boat many signs admonished that we were floating east- 
ward. A shabbily-dressed pbrenolo^st laid his hand on every 
head which would bend, with half-conceited, half-sheepish expres- 
sion, to the trial of his skill. Knots of people gathered here and 
there to discuss points of theology. A bereaved lover was seek- 
ing reUgious consolation in — Butler's Analogy, which he had 
purchased for that purpose. However, he did not turn over 
many pages before his attention was drawn aside by the gay. 
glances of certain damsels that came on board at Detroit, and, 
though Butler might afterwards be seen sticking from his pocket, 
it had not weight to impede him from many a feat of lightness and 
livehness. I doubt if it went with him from tlie boat. Some there 
were, even, discussing the doctrines of Fourier, It seemed pity 
they were not going to, rather than from, the rich and free country 
where it would be so much easier than with us to try the great 
experiment of voluntary association, and show beyond a doubt 
that " an ounce of prevention ia worth a pound of cure," a maxim 
of the " wisdom of nations " which has proved of httle practical 
efficacy as yet. 

Better to stop before landing at Buffalo, ivhOc I have yet the 
r some of my readers. 
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To see your cousin in her country home, 
If at the time of blackberries you come, 
" Welcome, my friends," she cries with ready glee, 
" The fruit is ripened, and the paths are free. 
But, madam, you will tear that handsome gown ; 
The little boy be sure to tumble down ; 
And, in the thickets where they ripen, best, 
The matted ivy, too, its bower has drest. 
. And then the thorns your hands are sure to rend. 
Unless with heavy gloves you will defend ; 
Amid most thorns the sweetest roses blow. 
Amid most thorns the sweetest berries grow." 

If, undeterred, you to the fields must go, 

You tear your dresses and yon scratch your hands; 

But, in the places where the berries grow, 
A sweeter fruit the ready sense commands, 

Of wild, gay feelings, fancies springing sweet, — 

Of bird-like pleasures, fluttering and fleet. 

Another year, yon cannot go yourself, 
To win the berries from the thickets wild. 

And housewife skill, instead, has filled the shelf 

With blackberry jam, " by best receipts compiled, - 

Not made with country sugar, for (oo strong 

The flavors that to maple-juice belong; 

But foreign sugar, nicely mixed ' to suit 

The taste,' spoils not the fragrance of the fruit." 

" 'T is pretty good," half-tastJng, you reply, 
" I scarce should know it from fresh blackberry. 
But the best pleasure such a fruit can yield 
Is to be gathered in the open field | 
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If only as an article of food, 

Cherry or crab-apple is quite as good ; 

And, for occBMOns of festivity, 

West India sweetmeats you had better tuy." 

Thus, such a dish of homely sweets as these 
In neither way may chance the taste to please. 

Yet try a little with the evening-bread ; 
Bring a good needle for the spool of thread ; 
Take fact with fiction, silver ivitli the lead, 
And, at the nunt, you can get gold instead ; 
In fine, read me, even as you would be read. 
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THINGS AND THOUGHTS IN EUROPE. 
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LETTEE I. 

aiii jQdkins, — Liv- 
Dial." — Peace and 

Wnr. — The Working-Men of England. — Their Tribute to Sir Robert Tcel. — 

The Eojftl Insiiliita. — Statues. — Chester. — Bathing. 

AmMesida, Westmoi'elaQd, 2Sd August, 1846. 

I TAKE the fii-st intei-vaJ of rest, and stillness to be filled up by 
some lines for the Tribune. Only three -weeks haye passed since 
leaving New York, but I have already had nine days of wonder 
in England, and, having learned a good deal, suppose I may have 
Eomc thing to t«ll. 

Long before receiving this, you know that we were fortunate in 
the shortest voyage ever made across the Atlantic,* — only fen 
days and sixteen hours from Boston to Liverpool. The weather 
and all circumstances were propitious ; and, if some of us were 
weak of head enough !o suffer {torn the smell and jar of tbe ma- 
chinery, or other ills by which the sea is wont to avenge itself on 
the arrogance of its vanquishers, we found no pity. The stew- 
ardess observed that she thought " any one tempted God Almighty 
who complained on a voyage where they did not even have to put 
guards to the dishes "1 

As many contradictory counsels were ^ven us with regard to 
going in one of the steamers in preference to a swhng vessel, I 
will mention here, for the benefit of those who have not yet tried 
one, that he must be fastidious indeed who could complain of the 
Cambria. The advantage of a quick passage and certainty as to 
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the time of ai'rivaJ, would, with us, liave outweighed many ills ; 
but, apart from this, we found more space than we expected and 
as much as we needed for a very tolerable degree of convenience 
in our sleeping-rooms, better ventilaiion than Americans in gen- 
eral can be persuaded to accept, general cleanliness, and good at- 
tendance. In the evening, when the wind was favorable, and the 
smis set, so that the vessel looked hke a great winged creature 
darting across the apparently measureless expanse, the effect was 
very grand, but ah! for such a spectacle one pays too dear; I far 
prefer looking out upon " the blue and foaming sea " from a firm 
green shore. 

Our ship's company numbered several pleasant members, and 
tiiai desire prevailed in eacli to contribute to the satisfaction of alt, 
which, if carried out through the voyage of life, would make this 
earth as happy as it is a lovely abode. At Halifax we took in 
the Gtovernor of Nova Scotia, returning from his very unpopular 
administration. His lady was with him, a daughter of William 
the Fourth and the celebrated Mre. Jordan, The Enghsh on 
board, and the Americans, following their lead, as nsual, seemed 
to attach much importance to her left-handed alliance witli one of 
the dullest families that ever sat upon a throne, (and that is a bold 
word, too,) none to her descent from one whom Nature had en- 
dowed with her most splendid regalia, — genius that fascinated the 
attention of all kinds and classes of men, grace and winning qual- 
ities that no heart could resist. "Was the cestus buried with her, 
that no sense of ils pre-eminent value lingered, as far as I could 
perceive, in the thoughts of any except myself? 

We had a foretaste of the delights of living under an arislo- 
cralacal government at the Custom-House, where our baggage 
was detained, and we waiting for it weary Lours, because of the 
preference given to the mass of household stuff carried back by 
this same Lord and Lady Falkland. 

Captain Judkins of the Cambria, an able and prompt com- 
mander, is the man who insisted upon Douglass being admitted 
to equal rights upon his deck with the insolent slave-holders, and 
assumed a tone toward their assumptions, which, if the Northern 



by Google 



MECHANICS 



121 



States had htid tlic firmness, good sense, and honor to use, would 
have had the same effect, and put our country in a very different 
position from that she occupies at present. He mentioned with 
pride ttiat he understood tJie New York Herald called him " the 
Nigger Captain," and seemed as willing to accept the distinction 
as Colonel McKenney is to wear as liis last title that of " the In- 
dian's friend." 

At the first sight of the famous Liverpool Docks, extending 
milt"! on each side of our landing, we felt ourselves in a slower, 
wilder, and not on ths^ account less truly active, state of tilings 
than at hnme. That impression is confirmed. There is not as 
wc travel that rushing, tearing, and swearing, that snatching of 
hii^age, that prodigality of shoe-leather and lungs, which attend 
the course of the traveller in the United States ; but we do not 
lose our " goods," we do not miss our car. The dinner, if ordered 
in time, is cooked properly, and served punctually, and at the end 
of the day more that is permanent seems to have come of it than 
on the fuil-drive system. But more of this, and with a hotter 
grace, at a later day. 

The day after our arrival we went to Manchester. There we 

went o\er the magnificent warehouse of Phillips, in itself a 

B izaar imple to furnish provision for all the wants and fancies 
of thousand" In the evening we went lo the Mechanics' Insti- 
lutP, and saw the boys and young men in their classes. I have 
'.ince VI ited the Mechanics' Institute at Liverpool, where more 
tlid.n seventeen hundred pupils are received, and with more thor- 
u 'h educational arrangements ; but the excellent spirit, the de- 
110 fo! growth in wisdom and enlightened benevolence, is the 
aine m both For a very small fee, the mechanic, clerk, or ap- 
pienhcp, and the women of their families, can receive various good 
and well-ananged instruction, not only in common branches of an 
English education but in mathematics, composition, the French 
uid Geimon hnguiges, the practice and theory of the Fine Arts, 
•md they aie ardent in availing themselves of instruction in the 
higher branehei I found large classes, not only in architectural 
hi«ing winch rany be supposed to be followed with a view fo 

n 
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professional objects, but landscape also, and as large in German 
as in French. They can attend many good lectures and concerts 
without additional charge, for a due place ia here assigned to mu- 
sic as t« its influence on the whole mind, Tlie large and well- 
furnished libiTiries are in constant requisition, and the books io 
most constant demand are not those of amusement, but of a soUd 
and permanent interest and value. Only for fie last year in 
Manchester, and for two in Liverpool, have these advantages been 
extended to ^Is ; but now that part of the subject is looked upon 
as it ought to be, and begins to be treated more and more as it 
must and will be wherever true civilization is making its way. 
One of the handsomest houses in Liverpool has been purchased 
for tlie girls' school, and room aad good arrangement been af- 
forded for their work and their play. Among other tilings they 
are taught, as Ihey ought to be in all American schools, to cut out 
and make dresses. 

I had the pleasure of seeing quotations made from our Boston 
" Dial," in the address in which the Director of the Liverpool 
Institute, a very benevolent and intelligent man, explained to his 
disciples and others its objects, and which concludes thus : — 

" But this subject of self-improvement is inexhaustible. If 
traced to its results in action, it is, in fact, ' The Whole Duty of 
Man.' "Wliat of detail it involves and implies, I know (hat you 
will, each and all, think out for yourselves. Beautifully has it 
been said; 'Is not the difference between spiritual and material 
things just this, — that in the one case we must watch details, in 
the other, keep alive the high resolve, and the details will take 
care of themselves ? Keep the sacred central fire burning, and 
throughout the system, in each of its acts, will be warmth and 
glow enough.' * 

"For myself, if Ibeasked what my purpose is in relation to you, 
I would briefly reply. It is that I may help, be it ever so feebly, 
to triun up a race of young men, who shall escape vice by rising 
above it ; who shall love truth because it is truth, not because it 

« The Dial, Vol I. p. IBS, Ootobar, 184(>, " Masings of B. Ecoluse." 
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brings them wealth or honor; who shall regard life as a solemn 
thing, involving too weighty responsibilities to be wasted in idle 
or fiivolous pursuits; who shall recognize in their daily labors, 
not merely a tribute to tte " hard necessity of daily bread," but a 
field for the development of their better nature by the discharge 
of duty ; who shall judge in all Ihings for themselves, bowing the 
knee to no sectarian or party watchwords of any kind; and who, 
while they think for themselves, shall feel for others, and regard 
their talents, their attmnments, their opportunities, tlieir posses- 
sions, as blessings held in trust for the good of their fellow-men." 
I found that The Dial had been read with earnest interest by 
some of the best minds in these especially practical regions, that 
it had been welcomed as a representative of some sincere and 
honorable life in America, and thought the fittest to be quoted un- 
der this motto ; — 

" What aro noble dosda bnt noble Uiougliis i-esiliiedV '■ 

Among other signs of the times we bought Bradshaw's Railway 
Guide, and, opening it, found exiracts from the writings of our 
countrymen, Elihu Burritt and Charles Sumner, on the subject 
of Peace, occupying a leading place in the " Collect," for the 
month, of this little hand-book, more likely, in an era like ours, 
to influence the conduct of the day than would an illuminated 
breviary. Now that peace is secured for the present between our 
two countries, the spirit is not forgotten that quelled the storm. 
Greeted on every side with expressions of feeling about the bless- 
ings of peace, the madness and wickedness of war, that would be 
deemed romantic in our darker land, I have answered to the 
speakei-s, " But you are mightily pleased, and illuminate for your 
victories in China and Ireland, do you not ? " and they, unpro- 
voked by the taunt, would mildly reply, " We do not^ but it is too 
true that a large part of the nation fail to bring home the time 
nature and bearing of those events, and apply principle to con- 
duct with as much justice as they do in the case of a nation nearer 
to them by kindred and posiiion. But we are sure that feeling 
is growing purer on the subject day by day, and (hat there will 
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soon be a largo majority against war on aiiy occasion or for any 
object," 

I heard a most interesting letter read fiBm a tradesman in one 
of the countiy towns, whose daughters are self-elected instructors 
of the people ia the way of cutting out from boolts and pamphlets 
fragments on the great subjects of the day, which they send about 
iu packages, or jmste on walls and doors. He said that one such 
passage, pasted on a door, he had seen read with eager interest by 
hundrediS to whom such thoughts were, probably, quite new, and 
with some of whom it could scarcely fiiil to be as a little seed of a 
large harvest. Another good omen I found in written tracts by 
Joseph Barker, a working-man of the town of Wortley, published 
through his own printing-press. 

How great, how imperious the need of such men, of sucli deeds, 
we felt more than ever, while compelled to turn a deaf ear to the 
squalid and shameless be^iare of Liverpool, or talking by night 
in the streets of Manchester to the girls from, the Mills, who were 
stroHing bai-eheaded, with coarse, rude, and reeldess air, through 
the streets, or seeing through the windows of the gin-palaces the 
women seated drinking, too dull to carouse. The homes of Eng- 
land ! their sweetness is melting into fable ; only the new Spirit in 
its holiest powev can restore to those homes their boasted security 
of "each man's castle," for Woman, the warder, is driven into 
the street, and has let fall the keys in her sad plight. Yet dark- 
est hour of night ia nearest dawn, and there seems reason to 
believe that 



Blest be those who aid, who doubt not that 

" Smallest helpa, if rightly ^vea, 
Make Ihe impulse stronger; 
'T will be strong enough one day." 

Other tilings we saw in Liverpool, — the Eoyal Institute, with 
the statue of Eoseoe by Chantrey, and in its collection from the 
works of the early Italian artists, and otherwise, bearing traces of 
that liberality and culture hy whicli the man, hnppy enough to 
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possess tliein, aud at the same time euga.ge(l iviih his lellow- 
citizeua in prattical life, can do SO much more to enlighten and 
ftjun them th'wi prince or noble possibly can with far lai'ger 
pecuniuy means "VVe saw the statue of Huskisson in the Cem- 
etery. It IS fine as a portrait statue, but as a work of art wants 
himnes^ and grandeur. I say it is fine as a portrait statue, though 
wo were told it ia not like the original ; but it is a good conception 
of an individuality which might exist, if it does not yet. It is by 
Gibson, who received his early education in Liverpool. I saw 
there, too, the body of an infant borne to the grave by women ; 
for it is a beautiful custom here, that those who have fulfilled all 
other tender of&ces to the little being should hold to it the same 
relation to the very last. 

From Liverpooi we went to Chester, one of the oldest cities in 
England, a Roman station once, and abode of the " Twentieth Le- 
gion," " the Victorious." Tiles bearing this inscription, heads of 
Jupiter, and other marks of their occupation, have, not long ago, 
been detected beneath the sod. The town also bears the marks 
of "Welsh invasion and domestic struggles. The shape of a cross 
in which it is laid out, its walls and towers, its four arched gate- 
ways, its ramparts and ruined towera, mantled with ivy, its old 
houses with Biblical inscriptions, its cathedral, — in which tall 
trees have grown up amid the arches, a fresh gavden-plot, with 
flowers, bright green and red, taken place of the altar, and a 
crowd of revelling swallows supplanted the sallow choirs of a for- 
mer priesthood, — present a tout-ensemhle highly romantic in it- 
self, and charming, indeed, to Transatlantic eyes. Yet not to all 
eyes would it have had charms, for one American traveller, our 
companion on the voyage, gravely assured us that we should find 
the "eastleaand that sort of thing all humbug," and that, if we 
wished to enjoy them, it would " be best to sit at home and read 
some handsome work on the subject." 

At the hotel in Liverpool aad tliat in Manchester I had found 

no bath, and asking for one at Chester, the chambermfud said, with 

earnest good-will, that " they had none, but she thought she could 

iret me a note from her master to the Tnlirraary (! !) if I would go 

Il» 
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there." Liidtily I did not generalize quite as rapidly as tmvel- 
lers in America usually do, and put in the note-book, — "Mem.: 
None but the siclt ever bathe in England"; for in the next es- 
tablishment we iTied, I found the plentiful provision for a clean 
and healthy day, which I had read would be met everywhere in 
Ihis country. 

All else I must defer to my next, as the mail is soon to close- 
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CliBBter. — lis Musoam — Travelling Companions. -- A BengaluEe. — Weatmore ■ 
laijfl. — AmblesidB. — Cobden and Bright. — A Scotch Lady. — Wordsworth. 
— His Flowers. — Miss Martineau. 

Ambleside, Westmoi-ehmd, 27lli August, 1S16. 

I POKGOT to myntion, in writing of Chester, an object which gave 
me pleasure. I mentioned that the wall which encbsed the old 
town was two miles in circumference ; far beyond this stretches 
the modern part of Chester, and the old gateways now oyerareh 
the middle of long streets. This wall is now a walk for the inhab- 
itants, commandiQg a wide prospect, and three persons eould walk 
abreast on its smooth flags. "We passed one of its old picturesque 
towers, from whose top Charles the First, poor, weak, unhappy- 
king, looked down and saw his troops defeated by the Parliamen- 
tary army on the adjacent plain. A little farther on, one of these 
picturesque towers is turned to the use of a Museum, whose stock, 
though scanty, I examined with singular pleasure, for it had been 
made up by truly filial contributions from all who had derived 
benefit from Chester, from the Marquis of Westmuister — whose 
magnificent abode, Eton Hall, lies not far off — down to the mer- 
chant's derk, who had furnished it in his lei-ure hours with a 
geological chart, the soldier and sailor, who sent back shells, in- 
sects, and petrifactions from their distant wanderings, and a boy 
of thirteen, who had made, in wood, a model of its cathedral, and 
even furnished it with a bell to img out the evening chimes. 
Many women had been busy in filling these magazines for the in- 
struction and tlie pleasure of their fellow-towosmen. Lady , 

the wife of the captain of the garrison, grateful for the gratuitous 
admission of the soldiers onco a month, —a privilege of which 
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tiui keepei' of the Museuin (a woman also, who took an intelli- 
gent pleasure in her task) assured me. that they were eager to 
avail themselves, — had given a fine collection of buttei-flies, find 
a ship. An untiring diligence had been shown in adding whatever 
might stimulate or gratify imperieclly educated minds. I like to 
see women perceive that there are other ways of doing good be- 
sides making clothes for the poor or teaching Sunday-school ; 
these are well, if well directed, but there are many other ways, 
some as sure and surer, and which benefit the giver no less than 
the receiver. 

I was waked from sleep at the Chester Inn by a loud dispute 
between the chambermMd and an unhappy elderly gentleman, 
who insisted that he had engaged the room in which I was, had 
returned to sleep in il, and consequently must do so. To her as- 
surances that the lady was long since in possession, he was deaf; 
but the lock, fortunately for me, proved a stronger defence. With 
all a chambermaid's morality, the maiden boasted to me, " He 
said he had engaged 44, and would not believe me when I as- 
sured him it was 4G ; iadeed, how could he ? I did not believe 
myself." To my assurance that, if I had known tlie room was 
his, I should not have wished for it, but preferred taking a woree, 
I found her a polite but incredulous listener. 

Passing from Liverpool to Lancaster by railroad, that conven- 
ient but most unprofitable and stupid way of travelling, we there 
took the canal-boat to Kendal, and passed pleasantly through a 
country of that soft, that refined and cultivated loveliness, which, 
however much we have heard of it, finds the American eye — 
accustomed to so much wildness, so much rudeness, such a cor- 
rosive action of man upon natkire — wholly unprepared. I feel 
all the time as if in a sweet dream, and dread to be presently 
awakened by some rude jar or glare ; but none comes, and here in 
"Westmoreland — but wait a moment, before we speali of that. 

In the canal-boat we found two well-bred English gentlemen, 
and two well-informed German gentlemen, with whom we had 
some agreeable talk. With one of the former was a beautiful 
youth, about eighteen, whom I supposed, at the first glance, to be 
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a type of that pure East-Indian race whose heauty I had never 
seen represented before except in pictures ; and he made a picture, 
from which I could scarcely take my eyes a moment, and from it 
couJd as ill endure to part. He was dressed in a hvoadclotli robe 
richly embroidered, leaving hia throat and the upper part of his 
neck bare, except that he wore a heavy gold chain. A rich 
shawl was tlirown gracefully ai-ound him ; the sleeves of his robe 
were loose, with white sleeves below. He wore a black satin 
cap. The whole efTeet of this dress was very fine yet simple, 
setting off to the utmost advantage the distinguished beauty of his 
features, in which there was a mingling of national pride, volup- 
tuous sweetness in that unconscious state of reverie when it affects 
us as it does in the flower, and intelligence in its newly awakened 
purity. Aa he turned his head, his profile was lite one I used to 
have of Love asleep, while Psyche leans over him with the lamp ; 
but bis front face, with the full, summery look of the eye, was un- 
like that. He was a Eengalese, living in England for his educa- 
tion, aa several others are at present. He spoke English well, 
.and conversed on several subjects, literary and political, with 
grace, fluency, and delicacy of thought. 

Passing from Kendal lo Ambleside, we found a charming 
abode furnished us by the care of a friend in one of the stone 
cottages of this region, almost the only one not ivy-wreathed, 
hut commanding a beautiful view of the mountains, and truly 
an English home in its neatness, quiet, and delicate, noiseless 
attention to the wants of all within its walls. Here we have 
passed eight happy days, vaiied by many drives, boating ex- 
cursions on Grasmere and Winandermere, and the society of 
several agreeable persons. As the Lake district at tliis season 
draws together all kinds of people, and a great variety beside 
come fi-om all quartei-s to inhabit the charming dwellings tliat 
adorn its hill-sides and shores, I met and saw a good deal of 
the representatives of various classes, at once. I found here 
two landed proprietors from other parts of England, both " trav- 
elled English," one owning a property in Greece, where he fre- 
quently resides, Iwth warmly engaged in Reform measures, anti- 
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Corn-Law, anti-Capital-Punishment, — one of them an earnest 
Btudent of Emerson's Essays. Both of them hiid wires, who kept 
pace with their projects and their thoughts, active and intelhgent 
women, true ladies, skilful in drawing and music ; all the better 
wives for the development of every power. One of them (old 
me, with a glow of pride, that it was not long since her husband 
had been " cut " by all his neigbbors among the gentry for the 
part he took against the Com Laws; but, she added, he was now 
a favorite with them all. Verily, faith will remove mountiuns, if 
only you do join with it any fiur portion of the dove and serpent 
attributes. 

I found here, too, a wealthy manufacturer, who had written 
many valuable pamphlets on popular subjects. He said : " Now 
that the progress of public opinion was beginning to make the 
Church and the Army narrower fields for the younger sons of 
'noble' families, they sometimes wish to enter info trade; but, 
beside the avei-sion which had been instilled into them for many 
centuries, they had rarely patience and energy for the apprentice- 
ship requisite to give the needed knowledge of the world and habits 
of labor." Of Cobden be said : " He is inferior in acquirements 
to very many of liis class, as he is self-educated and had every- 
thing to leam after he was grown up ; but in clear insight there is 
none like him." A man of very little educsttion, whom I met a 
day or two after in the stage-coach, observed to me : " Bright is 
far the more eloquent of the two, but Cobden is more felt, just 
because liis speeches are so plain, so merely matter-of-fact and to 
the point." 

We became acquainted also with Dr. Grcgoiy, Professor of 
Chemistry at Edinbui^h, a very enlightened and benevolent man, 
who in many ways both instructed and benefited us. He is the 
friend of Liebig, and one of his chief representatives here. 

We also met a fine specimen of the noble, intelligent Scotch- 
woman, such as Walter Scott and Bums knew bow to prize. 
Seventy-six years have passed over her head, only to prove in 
her the truth of my theory, that we need never grow old. She 
was " brought up " in the animated and intellectual circle of 
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Edinburgli, in youth an apt disciple, in her prime a bright orna- 
ment of that society. She had been an only child, a cherished 
wife, an adored mother, unspoiled by love in any of these rela- 
tions, because that love was founded on knowledge. In childhood 
she had warmly sympathized in the spirit tliat animated the 
American Revolution, and Washington had been her hero ; hiter, 
the interest of her husband in every sti-uggle for freedom had 
cherished her own ; she had known in the course of her long life 
many eminent men, knew minutely the history of efforts in that 
direction, and sympathized now in tlie triumph of the people over 
the Com Laws, as she had in the American victories, with as much 
ardor as when a girl, though with a wiser mind. Her eye was 
full of light, her manner and gesture of dignity ; her voice rich, 
sonorous, and finely modulated ; her tide of talk marked by can- 
dor, j ustjce, and showing in every sentence her ripe experience and 
her noble, genial nature. Dear to memory will be the sight of 
her in the beautiful seclusion of her home among the mountains, 
a picturesque, flower-wreathed dwelling, where affecdon, tran- 
quillity, and wisdom were the gods of the hearth, to whom was 
offered no vain oblation. Grant us more such women. Time I 
Grant to men the powei to ii,verence to seek foi such ' 

Our visit to Mr. "Word worth was very pleasant. He also is 
seventy-sijc, but his is a florid fair old ^e He ■« ilked with us 
lo all his haunts about the house Its situation is leauliful inl 
the "liydalian Laurels aie mo^nifiLent Still I sj,w abode 
amon°- the hills that I shouU hi^e preferred for Wordsworth 
more wild and still, more romantic the fre=h and lonely Eydal 
Mount seems merely the letirement of a gentleman lather than 
the haunt of a poet. He showed his benignity of disposition in 
several little things, especially in his attentions to a young boy 
we had with us. This boy had lefi the Circu exhibitm^ its feats 
of horsemanship in Ambleside for that day only, tt his own 
desire to see Wordsworth, and I feai-ed he would be disappointed, 
as I know I should have been at his age, if, when called to see a 
poet, I had found no Apollo, flaming with youthful glory, laurel- 
(O'owiied and lyre in hand, but^ instesid, a reverend old man 
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clotlieJ ill black, and walking with cautious step along llie level 
garden-path; however, he was not disappointed, hut seemed in 
timid i-everence to i-ecognize the spirit that had dictated " Laoda- 
mia " and " Dion," — and Wordsworth, in his tura, seemed to feel 
and prize a congenial nature in this child. 

Taking us into the house, he showed us the picture of his sis- 
ter, repeating with much expression some lines of hers, and those 
so famous of his about her, beginning, " Five years," &c. ; also 
his own picture, by Inman, of whom he spoke with esteem. 

Mr. Wordsworth is fond of the hollyhock, a partiality scai-eely 
deserved by the flower, but which marks the simplicity of his 
tastes. He bad made a long avenue of them of all colors, from 
the crimson-brown to rose, straw-color, and white, and pleased 
himself with having made proselytes to a likiag for them among 
his neighbors. 

I never have seen such magnifieeat fuchsias as at Ambleside, 
and there was one to be seen in every cottage-yard. They are 
no longer here under the shelter of the green-house, as with us, 
and as they used to be ia England. The plant, from its grace 
and finished elegance, being a great favorite of mine, I should 
hke to see it as frequently and of as luxuriant a growth at home, 
and asked their mode of culture, which I here mark down, for the 
benefit of all who may be interested. Make a hed of bog-earth 
and sand, put down slips of tlie fuchsia, and give them a great 
deal of water, — this is all they need. People have them out 
here in winter, but perhaps they would not boar the cold of our 
Januaries. 

Mr. "Wordsworth spoke wilh more liberality than we expected 
of the recent measures about the Corn Laws, saying that " the 
pnnciple was certainly right, though as to whether existing inter- 
ests had been as carefully attended to as was just, he was not 
piepaied to say." His neighbors -were pleased to hear of his 
speakmg thus mildly, and hailed it as a sign that he was opening 
his mind to more light on these subjects. They lament that his 
habifs of seclusion keep him much ignorant of the real wants of 
England and the woi'Id. Living in this region, wliich is cullivated 
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by small proprietor, where there is little iioverty, yice, or misery, 
he hears not the voice which cries so loudly from oUiev parts of 
England, and will not be stilled hy sweei poetic suasion or pUaoso- 
pliy, for it is the cry of men m the jaws of destruction. 

It was pleasant to find the reverence inspired Jjy this great 
and pure mind warmest nearest Jiome. Our landlady, in Leaping 
praises upon him, added, constantly, "And Mrs. Woi-dBWorth, 
too." "Do the people hei'e," said I, "value Mr. Wordsworth 
most because he is a celebrated writer ? " " Truly, madam," swd 
she, " I think it is because he is so kind a neighbor." 

" Trua to the kindred pointa of Heaven and Home." 

Dr. Arnold, too, — who hved, as hia family still live, here, — 
diffused the same ennobling and animating spirit among those who 
knew him in private, as through the sphere of his public labors. 

Miss Martineau has here a charming residence ; it has been 
anished only a few months, but all about it is in unexpectedly fair 
order, and promises much beauty after a year or two of growth. 
Here we found her restored to full health and activity, looking, 
indeed, fer better than she did when in the United States. It 
was pleasant to see her in this home, presented to her by the grat- 
itude of England for her course of energetic imd benevolent effort, 
and adorned by tributes of affection and esteem from many quarters. 
Fi-om the testimony of those who were with her in and since her 
illness, her recovery would seem to bo of as magical quickness 
and sure progi-ess as has been represented. At the house of Miss 
Martineau I saw Miluiaii, the author, I must not say poet, — a 
spedmen of the polished, schokrly man of the world. 

We passed one most delightful day in a visit to Langdale, — 
the scene of "The Excursion," — and to Dungeon-Ghyll Force. 
I am finishing my letter at Carlisle on my way to Scotland, and 
will give a slight sketch of that excursion, and one which occupied 
another day, from Keswick to Buttei-mcre and Criimmock Water, 
in my next, 

12 
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LETTER III. 

Weshn (Ireland. — LaiigdalE. — Durgeon-Ghyll Force. — Keswick. — Cai'lisla. .- 
Bmusholm. — Seott. — Bnma. 

Edinburgh, a 0th September, 1849. 

I HATE too long dekjed writing up my journal. — Many inter- 
esting observations slip from recollection if one waits so many 
days : yet, while travelling, it is almost impossible to find an hour 
when something of value to be seen will not be lost while writing. 

1 eaid, in closing my last, tliat I would write a little more about 
Westmoreland ; but so much has happened since, that I must now 
dismiss that r^ion. with all possible brevity. 

The first day of which I wished to speak was passed in visit- 
ing Langdale, the scene of Wordsworth's " Excursion." Our 
party of eight went in two of the vehicles called cars or droakas, 
— open carriages, each drawn by one hoi-se. They are rather 
fatiguing to ride in, but good to see fi-om. In steep and stony 
places all alight, and the driver leads the horse : so many of 
these there are, that we were four or five hours in going ten miles, 
including the pauses when we wished to look. 

The scenes through which we passed are, indeed, of the most 
wild and noble character. The wildness is not savf^, but veiy 
calm. Without recurring to details, I recognized the tone and 
atmosphere of that noble poem, which was to me, at a feverish 
period in my fife, as pure waters, free breezes, and cold blue sky, 
bringing a sense of elemlty that gave an aspect of composure to 
the rudest volcanic wrecks of time. 

We dined at a farm-house of the vale, with its stone fioors, old 
carved cabinet (the pride of a house of this sort), and ready pro- 
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vision of oaten cakes. We then ase«nded a near hill to the water- 
iUI! called Dungeon-Ghyll Force, also a subject touched by Wordih 
worth's Muse. You wind along a path for a long time, hearing 
(he sound of tlie falling water, but do not see it till, descending by 
a ladder the side of the ravine, you come to ifa very foot. You 
find yourself then in a deep chasm, bndged over by a narrow 
arch of rock; the water falls at the ftrihei end in a narrow 
column. Looking up, you see the skj through a fissure so nar- 
row as to make it look very pure nnd distant One of our party, 
passing in, stood some time at the foot of the waterfall, and added 
much to its efiect, as his height gave a measure by which to appre- 
ciate that of surrounding objects, and his look, by tliat light so 
pale and statuesque, seemed fo inform tlie place with the presence 
of its genius. 

Our drcuit homeward from this grand scene led ua through 
some lovely places, and to an outlook upon the most beautiful 
part of Westmoreland, Passing over to Keswick we saw Der- 
wentwater, and near it the Fall of Lodore. It was from Kes- 
wick that we made the excursion of a day through Borrowdale to 
Buttermere and Crummock "Wafer, which I meant to speak of, 
but find it impossible at this moment. The mind does not now 
furnish congenial colors with wbicji to represent the vision of that 
day : it must still wait in the mind and bide ils lime, again to 
emerge to outer air. 

At Keswick we went to see a model of the Lake country 
which gives an excellent idea of the relative positions of all ob- 
jects. Its maker had given six years to the necessary surve3'8 
and drawings. He said that he had first become aequ^nted with 
the country from his tasfe for fishing, but had learned to love its 
beauty, till the thought ai-ose of making this model; that while en- 
gaged in it, he visited almost every spot amid the hills, and com- 
monly saw both sunrise and sunset upon them ; that he was hap- 
py all the tune, but aJmost too happy when be saw one section ot 
his model coming out quite right, and felt sure at last that he 
should be quite successful in representing to others the home of 
his thoughts. I looked upon him as indeed an enviable man, to 
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have a profession so congenial with Lis feelings, in which lie hail 
been so naturally led to do what would be useful and pleasant for 
others. 

Passing from Keswick through a pleasant and cultivated coun- 
try, we paused at "fair Carlisle," not voluntarily, but because we 
could not get the means of proceeding farther that day. So, as it 
was one in which 



we visited its Cathedral and Castle, and trod, for the first time, in 
some of tlie footsteps of the unfortunate Queen of Scots. 

Passing next day the Border, we found the mosses all drained, 
and the very existence of sometime moss-troopers would have 
seemed problematical, but for the remains of Gilnockie, — the 
lower of Johnnie Armstrong, so pathetically recalled in one of tLe 
finest of the Scottish ballads. Its size, as well as that of other 
keeps, tawere, and castles, whose ruins are i-everentially preserved 
in Scotland, gives a lively sense of the time when population was 
so scanty, and individual manhood grew to such foi'ce. Ten men 
in Gilnockie were stronger then in proportion to the whole, and 
probably had in them more of intelligence, resource, and genuine 
manly power, than ten regiments now of red-coata drilled to act 
out manosuvres they do not understand, and use artillery which 
needs of them no more than the match to go off and do its hide- 



Farther on we saw Branxholin, and tlie water in crossing 
which the Giobiia Page was obliged to resume his proper shape 
and fly, crying, " Lost, lost, lost ! " Verily these things seem 
more like home than one's own nursery, whose toys and furniture 
could not in actual presence engage the thoughts like these pic- 
tures, made famiUar as household words by the most generous, 
kindly genius tliat ever blessed this earth. 

On tlie coach with us was a gentleman coming from London to 
make his yearly visit to the neighborhood of Bums, in which he 
was hom. " I can now," said he, " go but once a year ; when a 
boy,I never let aweek pass without visiting the house ofllurns." 
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lie afterward observed, as every step woke iia to fresh recoUeo- 
lions of Walter Scott, that Scott, with all his vast range of talent, 
knowledge, and activity, was a poet of the past only, and in his 
inmost heart wedded to the habits of a feudal aristocracy, while 
Bums is the poet of the present and the future, the man of the 
people, and throughout a genuine man. This is true enough ; 
but for my part I cannot endure a comparison which by a breath 
of coolness depiviciates either. Both were wanted; each acted the 
important part assigned him by destiny with a wonderful thorough- 
ness and completeness. Scott breathed the breath just fleeting 
from the forma of ancient Scottish heroism and poesy into new, — 
he made for us the bridge by which we have gone into the old 
Ossiaaic hall and caught the meaning just as it was about to pass 
from us for ever. Bums is full of the noble, genuine democracy 
wliich seeks not to destroy royalty, but to make all men kings, 
as he liimself was, in nature and in action. Tiiey belong to the 
same worid ; they are pillare of the same church, though they 
upliold its stany roof from opposite sides. Bums was much the 
rarer man ; precisely because he had most of common nature on 
a grand scale ; his humor, his passion, his sweetness, are all his 
own ; they need no picturesque or romanlic accessories to' give 
them due relief: looked at by all lights they are the same. Since 
Adam, there has been none that approached nearer fitness to 
stiind up before Gtod and angels in the naked majesty of manhood 
than Robert Burns ; ■— but there was a serpent in his field also ! 
Yot but for his fault we could never have seen brought out the 
brave and patriotic modesty with which he owned it. Shame on 
him who could bear to think of fault in this ricli jewel, unless re- 
minded by such confession. 

We passed Abbotaford without stopping, intending to go there 
on our return. Last year five hundred Americans inscribed their 
names in its porter's book. A raw-boned Scotsman, who gathered 
his weary length into our coach on his return from a pilgrimage 
thither, did us the favor to inform us that " Sir "Walter was a 
vara intelligent mou," and the guide-book mentions " tlie Ameri-" 
12* 
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, Wasliington " as "a worthy old patriot." Lord safe us, 

%t Dews be there ! 
This letter, meant to go by the Great Britain, many interrup- 
flons force me to close, unHavored by one wliiff from the smoke 
of Auld Eeekie. More and better matter shaJl my next contain, 
for here and in the Highlands I have passed three not wnproduc- 
tire weeks, of which more anon. 
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LETTER IV. 

Hdlnburgli, Old and New. — Scott and Bums. — Dr. Aiidreiv Combe, — Ameti. 
cnn Ee-publisbiiig, — The Bookselling Tmde. — Tiio Messrs. ClisimbEi-s. — Da 
Qwiucej tlie Opium-Enter, — Pr. Chalraen. 

Edinburgh, Septeinbei 22d, 1848. 

The beautiful and stately aapeet of this city has been the 
theme of admiration so general that I can only echo it. We 
have seen it to the greatest advantage both from Calton Hill 
and Arthur's Seat, and our lodgings in Princess Street allow us a 
fine view of the Castle, always impressive, but peculiarly so in 
the moonlit evenings of our first week here, when a veil of mist 
added to its apparent size, and at the same time gave it the air 
with which Martin, in his illustrations of " Paradise Lost," has 
invested the palace which "rose like an exhalation." 

On this our second visit, after an absence of near a fortnight in 
the Highlands, we are at a hotel nearly facing the new monu- 
ment to Scott, and the tallest buildings of the Old Town. From 
my windows I see the famous Kirk, the spot where the old Tol- 
hooth was, and can almost distinguish that where Porteous was 
done to death, and other objects described in the most dramatic 
part of "The Heart of Mid-I>othian." In one of these fall 
houses Hume wrote part of his History of England, and on 
this spot stiE nearer was the home of Allan Ramsay, A thousand 
oUior interesting and pregnant associations present themselves 
every time 1 look out of tlie window. 

In the open square between ns and the Old Town is to be the 
terminus of the railroad, but as the building will be masked with 
ti'cci, it is thought it «'ill not mar the beauty of the place; jet 
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Soott could hardly have looked without regret upon an object 
that marks so distinctly the conquest of the Mew over the Old, 
and, appropriately enough, his statue has its bade turned that 
way. The effect of the inonumeDt to Scott is pleasing, though 
without strict unity of thought or original beauty of design. 
The statue is too much hid within the monument, and wants that 
majesty of repose in the attitude and drapery which a sitting 
figure should have, and which might well accompany the mas- 
sive head of Scott. Still the monument is an ornament and an 
honor to the city. This is now the fourlh that has been erected 
within two years to commemorate the triumphs of genius. Monu- 
ments that have risen from the same idea, and in such quick suc- 
cession, to Schiller, to Goethe, to Beethoven, and to Scott, sig- 
nalize the character of the new era still more happily than does 
the railroad coming up almost to the foot of Edinburgh Castle. 

The statue of Burns has been removed from the monument 
erected in his honor, to one of the public libraries, f^ being there 
more accessible to the public. It is, however, entirely unworthy 
its subject, giving the idea of a smaller and younger person, 
while we think of Bums as of a man in the prime of manhood, 
one who not only promised, but was, and wiUi a sunny glow and 
breadth of character of which tliis stone effigy presents no sign. 

A Scottish gentleman told me the foDowing story, which would 
afford the finest subject for a painter capable of representing the 
glowing eye and natural kinglmesa of Bums, in contrast to the 
poor, mean puppets he reproved. 

Bums, slili only in the dawn of his celebrity, was invited to 
dine with one of the neighboring so-called gentry (unhappily 
quite void of true gentle blood). On arriving he found his plate 
set in the servants' room ! ! After dinner he was invited into a 
room where guests were assembled, and, a chair being placed for 
him at the lower end of the board, a glass of wine was offered, 
and he was requested to sing one of his songs for the entertain- 
ment of the company. He drank off the wine, and thundered forth 
in reply his gi-and song, "For a' that and a' that," with which it 
will do no harm to refresh the memories of our readers, for we 
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dimbt there msiy be, even in Eepublican America, those who need 
the reproof as mucli, and with far less excuse, than had that 
Scottish company, 

"Isthere, for honest poverty, 

That hangs his head, and a' that f 
Ths coward ehiTe, wa pass him by. 
We dare he poor for a' that i 
For a' that, and a' that, 



" What tho' on hamaly fare we dins, 
Weac hoddin gray, and a' that ; 

Gie fools their aUlis, and knaves tlieir \ 
A man '8 a man for a' that [ 
For a' that, aud a' that, 
Th^ Unael show, and a' that, 

The honest man, though e'er sae poor 
Is king o' men for a" that. 

" Te see yon hirltie, oa'd a lord, 

Wha struts, and stares, and a' thatj 

Tho' hundreds worship at his word, 
He -8 but a ooof for a' that; 
For a' that, and a' that, 
His ribl)On, star, and a' that. 

Them 

" A prince can make a helted knight, 
A marquis, duke, and a' that; 
But an honest man 's aboon his might 
Quid faith, he mannna fa' that [ 
For a' that, and a' that. 
Their dipnuties, and a' that. 
The pith o' sense and pride o' worth 
Are higher ranks than a' that. 

» Then let us pray that coma it may, 
As come it will for a' that. 
That sense and worth, o'er a' tlieearlli. 
May hear the gres, and a' that; 
For a' lint, and a' that. 
It '8 coming yet for a' that. 
That man to man, the wide warld o'er, 
Shall brothers bo for a' that," 
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And, having finished this prophecy and prayer, Nature's noble- 
man left his churlish entertiuners to hide their diminished heads 
in the home they had disgraced. 

We have seen all the stock lions. Tlie Eegalia people still 
crowd to see, though the old natural feelings from which they so 
long lay hidden seem almost extinct. Scotland grows English 
day by day. The libraries of the Advocates, Writers to the 
Signet^ &c., are fine establishments. The University and schools 
are now in vacation ; we are compelled by unwise postponement 
of our journey to see both Edinbui^h and London at the worst 
possible season. We should have been here in April, there in 
June. There is always enough to see, but now we find a ma- 
jority of the most interesting persons absent, and a stagnation iu 
the intellectual movements of the place. 

We had, however, the good fortune to find Dr. Andrew 
Combe, who, though a great invalid, was able and disposed for 
conversation at this time, I was impressed with great and 
affectionate respect by the benign and even temper of his mmd, 
bis extensive and accurate knowledge, accompanied, as such 
should naturally be, by a large and intelligent liberality. Of 
our country be spoke very wisely and hopefully, though among 
other stories with which ive, as Americans, are put to the blush 
here, there is none worse than that of the conduct of some of our 
publishers toward him. One of these stories I had heard in New 
York, but supposed it to be exaggerated till I had it from the 
best authority. It is of one of our leading houses who were pub- 
hshmg on their own account and had stereotyped one of his works 
fiom an early edition. When this work had passed through 
other editions and . he had for years been busy in reforming 
and ■imfndiDg it, he applied to this house to republish from the 
later -md better edition. They refused. In vain he urged thai 
It w as not only for his own reputation as an author that he was 
anxious, but for the good of the great country through which 
writmgs on such hnportant subjects were to be circulated, that 
they might have the benefit of his labors and best knowledge. 
Such arguments on the stupid and merccnaiy tempers of those 
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addressed fell harmless as on a buffalo's hide might a gold-tipped 
aiTOw. The hook, Ihey thought, answered their purpose suffi- 
ciently, for IT SELLS. Other purpose for a book they knew none. 
And as lo the natural riglifs of an author over the fruits of his 
mind, the distilled essence of a life consumed in the severities 
of menial labor, they had ne¥er heard of such a thing. His work 
was in the market, and he had no more to do with it, that they 
could see, than the silkworm with the lining of one of their coats. 

M G eeley the more I look at this subject, the more I must 
n a 1 n m opposition lo your views, that the publisher cannot, if 

o e tralesman, be a man of honor. It is impossible in the 

e of tl ngs. He mmt have some idea of the nature and 

e of e ary labor, or he is wholly unfit to deal with its 

I odu He cannot get along by occasional recourse to paid 

3 eadera ; he must himself have some idea what he is 

ou One i artner, at least, in the firm, must be a man of cul- 
A 1 must understand enough to appreciate their position, 
and know that he who, for hia sordid aims, circulates poisonous 
trash amid a great and growing people, and makes it almost 
impossible for those whom Heaven has appointed as its in- 
structors to do their ofilee, are the worst of traitors, and to be 
condemned at the bar of nations under a sentence no less severe 
than false statesmen and false priests. This matter should and 
must be looked to more conscientiously. 

Dr. Combe, repelled by all this indifference to conscience and 
natural equity in the firm who had taken possession of his work, 
applied to others. But here he found himself at once opposed by 
the invisible barrier that makes this sort of tyranny so strong and 
so pernicious. "It was the understanding among the trade that 
they were not to interfere with one another; indeed, they could 
Lave no chance," Sec, &c. When at last he did get the work 
republished in anolher part of the country less favorable for his 
purposes, the bargain made as to the pecuniary part of the trans 
action was in various ways so evaded, that, up to this time, he has 
received no compensation from that widely-circulated work, ex- 
cept a lock of SpiirKlicira's hair! ! 
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I was pleased to hear the true view expressed by one of the 
Messrs. Chambers. These brothers have worked their way up 
to wealth and influence by daily labor and many steps. One of 
them is more tlie business man, the other the literary cursUor of 
their Journal. Of this Journal they issue regularly eighty thou- 
sand copies, and it is doing an excelleBt work, by awakening 
among the people a desire for knowledge, and, to a considerable 
extent, fomishing them with good materials. I went over their 
fine establishment, where I found moi-e than a hundred and S&j 
persons, in good part women, employed, all in well-aired, well- 
lighted rooms, seemingly healthy and conlenL Connected with 
the establishment is a Savings Bank, and evening instruction in 
writing, singing, and arithmetic There was also a reading-room 
and the same valuable and liberal provision we had found 
attached to some of the Manchester warehouses. Such acces- 
sories dignify and gladden all kinds of labor, and show somewhat 
of the true spirit of human brotherhood in the employer. Mr. 
Chambers said he trusted they should never look on publishing 
cliiefy as business, or a lucrative and respectable employment, 
but as the means of mental and moral benefit to their countrymen. 
To one so wearied and disgusted as I have been by vulgar and 
base avowals on such subjects, it was very refreshing to hear this 
from the lips of a successful publisher. 

Dr. Combe spoke with high praise of Mr. Huriburt's book, 
" Human Eights and their Political Guaianties," which was 
published at. the Tribune ofSce. He observed that it was the 
work of a real tliinker, and extremely well written. It is to be 
republished here. Dr. Combe s^d that it must make its way 
slowly, as it could interest those only who were willing to read 
thoughtfully ; but its success was sure at last. 

He also spoke with great interest and respect of Mrs. Famham, 
of whose chai-acter and the influence she has exerted on the 
female prisoners at Sing Sing he had heard some account. 

A. person of a quite different character and celebrity is De 
Quincey, the English Opium-Eater, and who lately has delighted 
us again witli the papers in Blackwood headed " Suspiria de 
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Protuiidis." I liad the sutisfaetion, not ea=i]j- atfahiable now, 
of seeing him for some houi-s, and in the mood of convereatioa. 
As one hiilonging to the Wordsworth and Coleridge constellation, 
(he too is now seventy-sis years of age,) tlie thoughts and knowl- 
edge of Mr. De Quincey lie in the past; and oibsntimes he spoke 
of matters now become trite to one of a later culture. But to 
all that fell fi-om his lips, his eloquence, suhtile and forcible as the 
wind, fuU and gently falling as the eiening dew, lent a peculiar 
charm. He is an admuable aarratoi, not rapid, but gliding 
along like a rivulet tlirough a gieen meadow, giving and taking 
a tliousand little beauties not absoliilely required to give his story 
due relief, but each, in itself, a separate boon. 

I admired, too, his urbanity, so opposite to the rapid, slang, 
Vivian- Greyish style cuiTcnt in the literaiy conversation of the 
day, " Sixty years siace," men had time lo do things better and 
more graeefuUy than now. 

Witli Dr. Chalmers we passed a couple of hours. He is old 
now, but still full of vigor and fire. We had an opportunity of 
liearing a line burst of indignant eloquence from him. " I shall 
blush to my very bones," said he, "if the Ghtutrrck " — (sound 
these two it's with as much burr as possible and you will get at 
M idea of his mode of pronouncing that unweariable word) — "if 
the Chaarreh yields to the storm." He alluded to the outcry now 
raised against the Free Church by the Abolitionists, whose motto 
is, " Send back the money," i. e, money taken from the American 
slaveholders. Dr. Chalmers felt that, if they did not yield from 
conviction, they must not to assault. His manner of speaking on 
this subject gave me an idea of the nature of his eloquence. 
He seldom preaches now. 

A fine picture was presented by the opposition of figure and 
lineaments between a young Indian, son of the celebrated Dwar- 
kananth Tagore, who happened to be there that morning, and 
Dr. Chalmers, as they were conversing together. The swarthy, 
half-timid, yet elegant face and form of the Indian made a fine 
contrast with the florid, portly, yet intellectually luminous appear- 
13 
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ance of the Doctor ; half shepherd, half orator, lie looked a Shep- 
herd King opposed to some Arabian story-teller, 

I saw others in Edinburgh of a later date who haply gave 
more valuable as well as fresher revelations of the spirit, and 
whose names may be by and by more celebrated than those I 
liave cited; but for the present this must suffice. It would take 
a week, if I wrote half I saw or thought in Edinburgh, and I 
must dose for to-i3ay. 
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Binninghavn, Seplaraber SOth, 1S48. 

I WAS obliged io stop writing at Edinburgh before the better 
half of my tale was told, and must now begin there ag^n, to speak 
of an excursion into the Highlands, which occupied about a fort- 

We left Edinburgh by coach for Pertli, and arrived there aboat 
three in the afternoLU I have lea^^on to be veiy glad that I visit 
tbjs i-:laud before the reign of the stage coach is q«ite over. I 
haie been constantly on the top ot the coach, eien one day of 
(IrcQchins lain and enjoy it highly Nothing caa be more in- 
fpniBgthan this aw ifl, steady pi 021 eis ovei such smooth roads, 
aid placed so high as to oierlook the countiy fieelj, with the 
1 \cly flounah of the hoin pipludmg eveiy pause Travelling by 
1 ulroad la, in my opimon, the most stupid proi,ess on earth ; it is 
^Icep w ithout the lefreshment oi sleep, for the noise of the ti-ain 
makes it impossible either to n.ad talk, or skep to idvantage. 
Lut here the advantages aie immense , jou em fly thioogh this 
dull ttance fiom one beautiful place to anothei and stay at each 
dining the time that would othernise be spent on tlie road. Al- 
leidy the iitisto, who are obliged to had then home in London, 
1 joiw th»t all Englaad la thiown open to tliem foi aketching- 
Touud, amce they can now avail themaelves of a dij 3 leisure 
at a gieat dist-ince, and with choice ot position, whereaa formerly 
they were obliged to confine themselves to a tew green and bow- 
ery" spots in the neighborhood of the metropolis. But Avhile in 
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t!ie car, it is to me tliat worst of purgatories, tlie purgatory of 
duluess. 

Well, on the coach we went to Perth, and passed through Kin- 
ross, and saw Loch Leven, and the isiand where Queen Mary 
passed those sorrowful months, before her romantic escape under 
care of the Douglas. As this unhappy, lovely woman stands for 
a tyi>e in history, death, titne, and distance do not destroy her al^ 
tractive power. Like Cleopatra, she has still her adorers ; nay, 
some are born to her in each new generation of men. Lately 
she has for her chevalier the Russian Prince Labanoff, who haa 
spent fourteea years in studying upon all that related to her, and 
thinks now that he can make out a story and a picture about lie 
mysteries of her short reign, which shall satisfy the desire of her 
lovers to find her as pure and just as siie was charming. I have 
only seen of his array of evidence so much as may be found in 
the pages of Chambers's Journal, bat that much does not disturb 
the original view 1 have taien of the case ; which is, fliat from a 
princess educated under the Medici and Guise influence, engaged 
in the meshes of secret intrigue to favor the Roman Catholic faith, 
her lacit acquiescence, at least, in the murder of Darnley, after 
all his injurious conduct toward her, was just what was to be ex- 
pected. From a poor, beautiful young womsui, longing to enjoy 
life, exposed both by her position and her natural fascinations to 
the utmost bewilderment of flattery, whether prompted by interest 
or passion, her other acts of folly are most natural, and let all 
who feel inclined harshly to condemn her remember lo 

" Gently scan jiinr brothei' man, 
Still gantlei- aistar woman." 

Surely, in all the stem pages of life's account-book there is none 
on which a more terrible price is exacted for every precious 
endowment. Her rank and wign only made her powerless to do 
good, and exposed her to danger, her talents only served to ini- 
tate her foes and disappoint hei friends This most charming of 
women was the destiuction ot hir lovei-. married three times, 
fihe had never iiij hippme-'- t- a niU , but in both the connec- 
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lions of her choice found that she had either never possessed or 
could not retain, even for a few weeks, the love of the men she 
had chosen, so that Darnley was -willing to risk her life and 
that of his unborn child to wreak his wrath upon Eizzio, and 
after a few weeks with Bothwell she was heai-d " calling aloud 
for a knife to kill herself with." A mother twice, and of a son 
and daughter, both the children were brought forth in loneliness 
and sorrow, and separated from her early, her son educated to 
hate her, her daughter at once immured in a convent. Add the 
eighteen years of her imprisonment, and the fact that this foolish, 
prodigal world, when there was in it one woman fitted by her grace 
and loveliness to charm all eyes and enUven all foncies, suffered 
her to be shut up to water with her tears her dull emhroidery dur- 
ing aU the full rose-blossom of her life, and you will hardly get 
beyond this story for a tragedy, not noble, but pallid and forlorn. 

Such were the bootless, best thoughts I had while looking at 
the dull blood-stain and blocked-up secret stair of liolyrood, 
at the ruins of Loch Leven castle, and afterward at Abbotaford, 
where the picture of Queen Mary's head, as it lay on the pillow 
when severed from the block, hung opposite to a tine caricature 
of " Queen Elizabeth dancing high and disposedly." In this last 
the fece is like a mask, so frightful is the expression of cold 
cifiSt, irritated vanity, and the malice of a lonely breast in contrast 
with the attitude and elaborate frippery of the di-ess. The am- 
bassador looks on dismayed ; the little -pstge can scarcely control 
the laughter which swells his boyish cheeks. Such can win the 
world which better hearts (and such Mary's was, even if it had a 
large black speck in it) are most like to lose. 

That was a most lovely day on which we entered Perth, and 
saw in full sunshine its beautiful meadows, among them the North- 
Inch, the famous battle-ground commemorated in " The Vair 
Jl^d of Perth," adorned with graceful trees like those of the 
Xew England country towns. In tlie afternoon we visited the 
modem Kiafauns, the stately home of Lord Grey. The drive to 
it is most beautiful, on the one side the Park, with noble heights 
tliat skirt it, on the other through a hclt of trees wns seen the 
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river and the sweep of that fair and cukivated country. The 
house is a fine one, and furnished with taste, the lihrary large, 
and some good works in marble. Among the femily pictures 
one arrested my atteution, — the face of a girl full of the most 
pathetic sensibiUty, and witli no restraiot of convention upon 
its ardent, gentle expression. She died young. 

Returning, we were saddened, as almost always on leaving any 
such place, hy seeing such swarms of dirty women and dirtier 
childi-cn at tlie doors of the cottages almost close by tlie gate of 
the avenue. To the horrors and sorrows of the sti-eets in such 
places as Liverpool, Glasgow, and, above all, London, one has to 
grow insensible or die dwly; but here in the sweet, fresh, green 
country, where there seems to be room for eveiybody, it is im- 
possible to forget the frightful inequalities between the lot of man 
and man, or believe that God can smile upon a state of things 
such as we find existent here. Can any man who has seen these 
things dare blame the Association ists for their attempt to find 
prevention gainst such misery and wickedness in our land ? 
Eather will not evei7 man of tolerable intelligence and good feel- 
ing commend, say rather revere, every earnest attempt in that 
direction, nor dare interfere with any, unless he has a better to 
offer ia its place ? 

Next morning we passed on to Crieff, in whose neighborhood 
we visited Drummond Castle, the abode, or rather one of the 
abodes, of Lord Willoughby D'Eresby. It has a noble park, 
through which you pass by au avenue of two miles long. The 
old keep is still ascended to get the fine view of the surrounding 
country ; and during Queen Victoria's visit, her Guards were 
quartered there. But what took my fancy most was the old- 
fashioned garden, fall of old shrubs and new flowers, with its 
formal parterres ia the shape of the family arras, and its clipped 
yew and box trees. It was fresh from a shower, and now glitter- 
ing and fragrant in bright sunshine. 

This afternoon we pursued our way, passing through the plan- 
tations of Ochtertyre, a far more charming place to my taste than 
Driimmoud Castle, freer and more various in its features. Five 
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or six of these fine places lie in the neigliboi-hooci of CiielT, and 
the traveller may give two or three dajs to visiting them with a 
rich reward of delight. But we were pressing on to be with the 
lakes and mountains rather, and that night brought us to St. Fil- 
lan's, where we saw the moon shining on JahUi Earn. 

AH this region, and that of Locli Katrine and the TivDsachs, 
whieh we reached next day, Scott has described exactly in " The 
La^y of the Lake " ; nor is it possible to appreciate that poem 
without going thither, neither to describe tlie scene better than he 
has done after you have seen it. I was somewhat disappointed in 
the pass of the Trosachs itself; it is very grand, but the grand 
part lasts so little while. The opening view of Loch Katrine, 
however, surpassed expectation. It was late in the afternoon 
when we launched our little boat there for Ellen's isle. 

The boatmen recite, though not con molto espresnone, the parts 
of the poem which describe these locaUties. Observing that they 
spoke of the personages, too, with the same air of confidence, we 
asked if they were sure that all this really happened. They re- 
plied, " Certainly ; it had been told from father to son through so 
many generations." Such is the power of genius to interpolate 
what it will into the regular log-book of Time's voyage. 

Leaving Loeh Katrine the following day, we entered Bob Eoy's 
country, and saw on the way the house where Helen MacGregor 
was born and PobKty's sword whi h is shown in a house by the 
way- iJe 

Wf ramp m i row boat up Loch Katrine, tliough both on that 
and Loch Lomond you nmi/ to ra a hiteful little steamer with 
a squeaking fiddle to play Eob Roy MacGregor 0. I walked 
almost all the waj tlirough the i iss ftim Loch Katrine to Loch 
Lomond it was a di taace of six miles; but you feel as if you 
could walk Hiity m tb'^t pure exhiUtating air. At Inversnaid 
w^e took boat again to go down Loch Lomond to the little inn 
of Eowardennan from which the ascent is made of Ben Lomond, 
the greatest elevation in lhe«e parts The boatmen are fine, 
athletic men one of those with us this evening, a handsome 
youii min of fw3 or tlirei, aid t ^enly, sang to us some Gaelic 
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songs. The first, a very wild and plainfiye air, was (lie expostu- 
lation of a ^rl wliose lover lias deserted her and married auother, 
It seems he is ashamed, and will not even look at her when they 
meet upon the road. She implores him, if he has not forgotten 
all that scene of bjgone love, at least to lift up his eyes and give 
her one friendly glance. The sad crooning burden of the stanzas 
in which she repeals this request was very touching. When the 
boatman had finished, he hung his head and seemed ashamed of 
feeling the song too much ; then, when we asked for another, lie 
said he would sing another about a girl that was happy. This 
one was in three parts. First, a tuneful address from a maiden 
to her absent lover ; second, his reply, assuring her of his fidelity 
and tenderness ; third, a slrain which expresses their joy when 
reunited. 1 thought this hoatman had sympathies which would 
prevent his tormenting any poor women, and perhaps make some 
one happy, and this was a pleasant thought, since probably in the 
Highlands, as elsewhere. 



I don't know that I quote the woi-da correctly, but that is the sum 
and substance of a masculine report on these mattei-s. 

The first day at Rowardennan not being propitious for ascending 
the mountain, we went down the lake to sup, and got very tired 
in various ways, so that we rose very late next morning. Then 
we found a day often thousand for our purpose; but unhappily a 
large party had come with the sun and engaged all the horses, so 
that, if we went, it must be on foot. This was something of an 
enterprise for me, as the ascent is four miles, and toward the sum- 
mit quite fatiguing ; however, in the pride of newly gained health 
and strength, I was ready, and set forth with Mr. 8. alone. We 
took no guide, — and the people of the house did not advise it, as 
they ought. They told ns afterward Uiey thought the day was 
BO clear that there was no probability of danger, and they were 
afraid of seeming mercenary about it. It was, however, v.-rons 
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as they know what we did not, ttat even the shepherds, it' a mist 
comes ou, can be lost in tliesc hills ; that a party of gentlemen 
\vcre so a few weeka before, and only by accident found their way 
to a house on the other side ; and that a child whicli had. been W, 
was not found for five days, long after its death. Wa, however, 
nothing doubting, set forth, ascending slowly, and often stopping 
to enjoy the points of view, which are many, for Ben Lomond 
consists of a congeries of hills, above which towers the true Ben, 
or highest peat, as the head of a many-limbed body. 

On reaching tlie peak, the night was one of beauty and grand- 
eur such as imagination never painted. Tou see around you no 
plain ground, but on every side constellations or groups of hills 
esquisitely dressed in the soft puiple of the heather, amid which 
gleam the lakes, like eyes that tell the secrets of the earth and 
drink in those of the heavens. Peak beyond peak caught from 
the shifting light all the colors of the prism, and on the farthest, 
angel companies seemed hovering in their glorious white robes. 

Words are idle on such subjects ; what can I say, but that it 
was a noble vision, tliat satisfied the eye and stirred the imagina- 
tion in all its secret pulses ? Had that been, as afterward seemed 
likely, the last act of my life, there could not have been a finer 
decoration painted on the curtain which was to drop upon it. 

About four o'clock we began our descent. Near the summit 
the traces of the path are not distinct, and I sfud to Mr. S., aiter a 
while, tliat we had lost it. He said he thought that was of no 
consequence, we could find our way down. I thought however it 
was, as the ground was full of springs that were bridged over in 
the pathway. He accordingly went to look for it, and I stood 
still because so tired that I did not like to waste any labor. Soon 
1 e called to me that he had found it, and I followed m the direc- 
tion where he seemed to be. But I mistook, overshot it, and saw 
him no more. In about ten minutes 1 became alarmed, and 
called him many times. It seems he on his side did the same, 
but the brow of some hill was between us, and we neither saw 
nor heard one another. 

I then thought I would make the best of my way down, and I 
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should fiut! liim upou my arrivaL But in doing so I found tlie 
justice of my apprehension about the springs, as, so soon as I got 
to the foot of the hills, I would sink up to my knees in bog, and 
have to go wp the hills again, seeking better crossing-places. 
Thus I lost much time ; nevertheless, in the twilight I saw at last 
the lake and the inn of Kowardennan on its sliore. 

Between me and it lay direct a high heathery hill, which I 
afterward found is called " The Tongue," because hemmed in on 
three sides by a watercourse. It looked as if, could I only get 
to the bottom of that, I should be on comparatively level ground. 
I then attempted to descend in the watercourse, but, finding that 
impracticable, climbed on the hill agiun and let myself doivn by 
the heather, for it was very steep and full of deep holes. With 
great fatigue I got to the bottom, but ■nhen about to cross the 
wafereouree there, it looked so deep in the dim twilight that I 
felt afraid. I got down as far as I could by the root of a tree, 
and threw down a stone ; it sounded very hollow, and made me 
afraid to jump. The shepherds told me afterward, if I bad, I 
should probably have killed myself, it was so deep and the bed 
of the torrent full of sharp stones. 

I then tiied to ascend the hill again, for there was no other 
way to get oS" it, but soon sunk down utterly exhausted. When 
able to get up again and look about me, it was completely dark. 
I saw far below me a light, that looked about as big as a pin'a 
head, which I knew to be fixim the inn at Kowardennan, but heard 
no sound except the rush of the wateifall, and the sighing of the 
nigbt-wind. 

For the first few minutes after I perceived I had got to my 
night's lodging, such as it was, the prospect seemed appalling. I 
was very lightly clad, — my feet and dress were very wet, — I 
Iiad only a little shawl to throw round me, and a cold autumn 
wind had already come, and the night-mist was to fiiil on me, aU 
fevered and exhausted as I was. I thought I should not live 
through the night, or, if I did, live always a miserable invalid. 
There was no chance to keep myself warm by walking, for, now 
it was dark, it ivoultl be too dangerous to stir. 
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My only chance, liowever, lay in motion, and my only help in 
myself, and so convinced was I of this, that I did keep in motion 
the whole of that long night, imprisoned as I was on Buoh a little 
perch of that great mounfain. How long it seemed under such 
drcnmsfances only those caa guess who may have been sjmilai-ly 
circumstanced. The mental experience of the time, most pre- 
cious and profound, — for it was indeed a season lonely, dangerous, 
and helpless enough for the birth of thoughts beyond what the 
common sunlight will ever call to being, — maybe told in anoflier 
place and time. 

For about two hours I saw the stars, and very cheery and com- 
panionable they looked ; hut then the mist fell, and I saw nothing 
more, except such apparitions as visited Ossian on the hill-side 
when be went out by night and struck the bosky shield and called 
fo him the spirils of the heroes and the white-armed msuds with 
their blue eyes of grief. To me, too, came those visionary shapes ; 
floating slowly and gracefully, their white robes would unfurl from 
the great body of mist in which they had been engaged, and come 
upon me with a kiss pervasively cold as that of death. What they 
might have told me, who knows, if I Lad but resigned myself more 
passively fo that coid, spirit-like breathing ! 

At last the moon rose, I could not see her, but the silver light 
filled the mist. Then I knew it was two o'clock, and that, having 
weathered out so much of the night, I might the rest ; and the 
hours hardly seemed long to me more. 

It may give an idea of the extent of the mountain to say tiiat, 
tiiougli I called every now and then with all my force, in case by 
chance some aid might be near, and though no less than twenty 
men with their dogs were looking for me, I never heard a sound 
except the rush of the waterfall and the sighing of the night- 
wind, and once or twice the startling of the grouse in Ibe heather. 
It wiis sublime indeed, — a never-to-be-forgotten presentation of 
stern, serene realities. 

At last came the signs of day, the gradual clearing and break- 
ing up ; some faint sounds, from I know not what. The little flies, 
too, ai'ose from their bed amid tho purple heather, and bit me; 
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truly thoy were vciy welcome fo do so. But what was my clis- 
appointment to find the mist so tliiek, that I could see neither lake 
nor inn, nor anything to guide me. I had to go by guess, and, 
as it happened, my Yankee method served me well. I ascended 
the hill, crossed tlie foiTent in the waterfall, first drinking some of 
the water, which was as good at that time as ambrosia. I crossed 
in that place because the waterfall made steps, aa it were, to the 
next hill ; to be sure they were covered with water, but I was al- 
ready entirely wet with the mist, so that it did not matter. I then 
kept on scrambling, as it happened, in the right direction, till, about 
seven, some of the shepherds found me. The moment they came, 
all my feverish strength departed, though, if un^ded, I dare say it 
would have kept me up during the day ; and they carried me home, 
where my arrival relieved my friends of distress far greater than 
I Lad undergone, for I had had my grand solitude, my Ossianic 
visions, and the pieasui-e of su'itaining myself, while they had 
only doubt amounting to anguish and a fruitless search through 
the night. 

Entirely contrary to my expectations, I only suffered for llns 
a few days, and was able to fake a parting look af my piison, 
as I went down the lake, with feelings of complacency. It was 
a majestic-looking hill, that Tongue, with the deep ravines on 
either side, and the richest robe of heathw I have seen any- 
where. 

Mr. S. gave all the men who were looking for me a dinner in 
the barn, and he and Mrs. S. ministered to them, and they talked 
of Burns, really the national writer, and known by them, appar- 
ently, as none other is, and of hair-breadth escapes by flood and 
fell. Afterwards they were all brought up to see me, and it was 
pleasing indeed to observe the good breeding and good feeling with 
which they deported themselves on the occasion. Indeed, this 
adventure created quite an intimate feeling between us and the 
people there. I had been much pleased with them before, in al^ 
tending one of their dances, on account of the genuine indepen- 
dence and politeness of iheir conduct. They wei-e willing and 
plpAtoed to ilaiicG Ibeir Highland flmgs and strathspeys for our 
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amusCDieiit, and did it as naturally and as frc 
Lave offered the stranger the best chaJr. 

All the rest must wait a while. I cannot 
keep up my record in any proportion with what happ 
I get out of Scotland on this page, as I had intended, 
terly slighting many gifts and graces. 
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Inverarj-. — T[]Q Argylo Family. — Dumbarton, — Sunset on tlie Clj-do. — Glas. 
gow. — Dirt and Intellect, — Stirling, — " The Scottish Cbiefs."— Stirling Cas- 
tle. — The Tournament Gronnd. — Edinburgh. — James Simpson. — Infant 
Soliools. — Frae Baths. ~ Mehuaa. — Abbotsford. — Walter Soott. — Dryburgh 
Abi)ey. — Scott's Tomb. 

Pftris, J^ovember, 1845. 

I AJi very sorry to leave such a wide gap between my letters, 
but I was inevitably prevented from finishing one that was begun 
for the steamer of the 4th of November. 1 then hoped to prepare 
one after my arrival here in time for the Hibemia, but a sevei-e 
cold, caught on the way, unfitted me for writing. It is now neces- 
sary to retrace my steps a long way, or lose sight of several things 
it has seemed desirable to mention to friends in America, though 
I shall make out my naiTative more briefly than if nearer the 
time of action. 

If I mistake not, my last closed just as I was looking hack on 
the bill where I liad passed the night in all the miserable chill 
and amid the ghostly apparitions of a Scotch mist, but which 
looked in the moming ti-uly beautiful, and {had I not known it loo 
well to be deceived) alluring, in its mantle of rich pink heath, the 
tallest and most full of blossoms we anywhere saw, and with the 
waterfall making music by its side, and sparkling in the morning 
sun. 

Passing from Tarbet, we entered the grand and beautiful pass 
of Glencoe, — sublime with purple shadows with bright lights be- 
tween, and in one place showing an exquisitely silent and lonely 
little lake. The wildness of the scene was heightened by the black 
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Highland cattie feeding here and there. Tliey looked miuii at 
home, too, in the park at Inverary, where I saw them next diiy. 
In Inverary I was disappointed. I found, indeed, the position of 
every object (he same as indicated in the " Legend of Montrose," 
but the expression of the whole seemed unlike what I had faa- 
ded. The present abode of the Argylo family is a modem struc- 
ture, and boasts very few vestiges of the old romantic history 
attached to the name. The park and look-out upon the lake are 
beautiful, but except from the brief pleasure derived from these, 
the old cross from lona that stands in the market-place, and the 
drone of the bagpipe which iuUed me to sleep at night playing 
some melancholy air, there was nothing to make me feel that it 
was " a far cry to Lochawe," but, on the contrary, I seemed in the 
very midst of the prosaic, the civilized world. 

Leaving Inverary, we left that day the Highlands loo, passing 
through Hell Glen, a very wild and grand defile. Taking boat 
then on Loch Levy, we passed down the Clyde, stopping an hour 
or two on our way at Dombarlon. Nature herself foresaw the 
era of picture when she made and placed this rock : there ia every 
preparation for the artist's stealing a little piece from her treasures 
to hang on the walls of a room. Here I saw the sword of " Wal- 
lace wight," shown by a son of the nineteenth century, who said 
tliat this hero lived about fifty years ago, and who did not know 
the height of tliis rock, in a cranny of which he lived, or at least 
ate and slept and " donned his clothes." From the fop of the rock 
I saw sunset on the beautiful Clyde, animated that day by an end- 
less procession of steamers, little skifta, and boats. In one of the 
former, the Cardiff Castle, we embarked as tlie last light of day 
was fading, and that evening found ourselves in Glasgow. 

I undei-stand there is an intellectual society of higji merit in 
Glasgow, but we were there only a few hours, and did not see any 
one. Certainly the place, as it may be judged of merely from the 
fffineral aspect of the population and such objects as may he seen 
ill the streets, more resembles an Inferno than any other we have 
yet visited. The people are more crowded together, and tlie 
tiamp of squalid, stolid misery and degradation more obvious and 
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appalling. The English and Scotch do not take kindly to pov- 
erty, like those of sunnier climes ; it makes them fierce or stupid, 
and, life presenting no other cheap pleasure, they lake refuge in 
drinking. 

I saw here in Glasgow persons, especially women, dressed io 
dii-ty, wi-etched tatters, worse than none, and with an expression 
of listless, unespecting woe upon their faces, far more tragic than 
the inscription over the gate of Dante's Inferno. To one species 
of misery suffered here to lie k^t extent, I shall advert in speak- 
ing of IiOndon. 

But from all these sorrow'ful tokens I by no means infen'ed the 
falsehood of the information, that here was to be found a circle 
rich in intellect and in aspiration. The manufacturing and com- 
mercial towns, burning focuses of grief and vice, are also the cen- 
tres of intellectual life, as in forcing-beds the rarest flowers and 
fruits are developed by use of impure and repulsive materials. 
"Where evil conies to an extreme, Heaven seems busy in providing 
means for the remedy. Glaring throughout Scotland and Eng- 
land is the necessity for the devoutest application of intellect and 
love to the cure of ills that cry aloud, and, without such apphca- 
tion, erelong help mmt be sought by other means than words. 
Yet there is every reason to hope that those who ought to help 
are seriously, though slowly, becoming alive to the imperative 
nature of this duty ; so we must not cease to hope, even in the 
streets of Glasgow, and the gin-palaces of Manchester, and the 
dreariest recesses of London. 

From Glasgow we passed to Stirling, like Dumbarton endeared 
to the mind which cherishes the memory of its childhood more 
by association with Miss Porter's Scottisii Chiefs, than with 
" Snowdon's knight and Scothmd's king." We reached the town 
too late to see the castle before the next morning, and I took up 
at the inn " Tlie Scottish Chiefs," in which I had not read a word 
since ten or twelve years old. We are in the habit now of laugh- 
ing when this book is named, as if it were a representative of 
what is most absurdly stilted or bombastic, but now, in reading, 
my maturcr mind was diiferently impressed from what 1 espected. 
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and the iafatuation with which childhood and eaily joulh regard 
this book and its corapanioii, " Thaddeus ofWarsaw," was justi- 
fled. The characters and dialogue are, indeed, out of nature, but 
the sentiment that animates them is pure, true, and no less healthy 
than noble. Here is had drawing, bad drama, but good music, to 
which the unspoiled heart will always echo, even when the intel- 
lect has learned to demand a better organ for its communication. 

The castle of Stirling is as rich as any place in romantic asso- 
ciations. We were shown its dungeons and its Court of Lions, 
where, says tradition, wild animals, kept in the grated cells adja- 
cent, were brought out on festival occasions to furnish entertain- 
ment for the court. So, while loi-ds and ladies gay danced and 
sang above, prisoners pined and wild beasts starved below. This, 
at first blush, looks bke a very barbarous state of things, but, on 
h d h ha e outgrown it in our pres- 

fi d ati 1, only the present way of 

a difierent. Still lords and 

nnk m uncaring that the laborers 
uxu s tai or are turned into wild 
boa. 11 cond tlon, methinks, till he can 
weave his costly tapestry without the side tJiat is kept under look- 
ing thus sadly. 

The tournament ground is still kept green and in beautiful 
order, near Stirling castle, as a memento of the olden tune, and 
as we passed away down the beautiful Firth, a turn of the river 
gave us a very advantageous view of it. So gay it looked, so 
festive in the bright sunshine, one almost seemed to see the grace- 
ful forms of knight and noble pricking their good steeds to tie 
encounter, or the stalwart Douglas, vindicating his claim to be 
indeed a chief by lonquest in the rougher sports of the yeo- 
manry. 

Passing along the Firth to Edinburgh, we agmn passed two or 
three days in that beanliful eity, which I could not be content to 
leave so imperfectly seen, if I had not some hope of revisiting it 
when the bright lights tliat adorn it are concentred there. In 
summer almost every one is absent, I was veiy fortunate to see 
14* 
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as many inti i l'^Ih g pcisuiifc la I did On this second visit I saw 
James Simpson, a nell-knonn pIukiitliropiBi, aiid leader iu the 
cause of popular education Infant schools liaye been an especial 
care of his, and Amenoa is well is Scotland has received the 
benefit of his thoughts on this subjert. Hia last good work has 
beea to induce the election of public baths in Edinburgh, and the 
working people ol tliat place, ali-eady deeply m his debt for the 
lectures he his been unweaiii,! in delivering for their benefit, 
have eignifled thpu giatitude by presenting him with a beautiful 
model of a fountain in Silver as an ornament to his study. Never 
■was there a pKce ^here such a measure would be more impor- 
tant; if cleanlmess be akin to godlines';, Ediuburgh stands at 
great disadvantage m her devotions Ihe impure air, the terrific 
dirt which surround the woiking people, must make all progress 
in higher culture impossible { and I saw nothing which seemed to 
me so likely to have results of inealcwlable good, as this practical 
measure of the Sunpsons in support of the precejif, 

" Wash Had be clenn evoiy wliiL" 

We returned into England by the way of Melrose, uot content 
to leave Scotland without making our pilgrimage to Abbotsford. 
The universal feeling, however, has made this pilgrimage so com- 
mon that there is nothing left for me to say ; yet, though 1 had 
read a hundred descriptions, eveiything seemed new as I went 
over this epitome of the mind and life of Scott. As what consti- 
tutes the great man is more commonly some extraordtnaiy com- 
bination and balance of qualities, tlian the highest development 
of any one, SO you cannot but here be struck anew by the sin- 
gular combination in Scott's mind of love for the picturesque and 
romantic with the plsanest common sense, — a delight in heroic 
excess with the prudential habit of order. Here the most pleas- 
ing order pervades emblems of what men commonly esteem dia- 
oi-der and excess. 

Amid the exquisite beauty of the ruins of Drybui^h, I saw 
witli regret that Scott's body rests in almost the only spot that is 
not green, and cannot well be made so, for (he liglit docs not 
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resell it. Tliat is not a lit coucli for him wiio dressed so many 
dim and time-worn relics with living green. 

Always cheerful and beneficent, Scott seemed to the common 
eye in like measure prosperous and happy, up to the last years, 
and the chair in which, under the pressure of the sorrows which 
led to his death, he was propped up to write when hiaan and eje 
and hand refused their aid, the product remainmg onlj as a 
guide to the speculator as to tie workings of the mmd in case of 
insanity or approaching imbecility, would by most pet sons be 
viewed as the only saddening relic of his cai-eer "iet when I 
recall some passages in the Lady of tbe Lake, and the Address to 
his Harp, I cannot doubt that Scott had the full share of bitter in 
Ilia cup, and feel the tender hope that we do about other gentle 
and generous guardians and benefactors of our youth, that in a 
nobler career they are now fulfilUng still higher duties with se~ 
rener mind. Doubtless too they are trusting in us that we will 
try lo fill their places with kindly deeds, ardent thoughts, nor leave 
the world, in their absence. 
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LETTEE VII. 

Newcastle. — Descent into n Cocil-Mine. — York wjtli its IMinBter. — Sheffield, — 
ChalawDrth. — Warwick Ciistle. — LaamingtoQ and Stratford. — Slinkespcare. 
— Birminglmm. — George Dawson. — James Mortineau. — W. J. Fox. — W. 
H. Charming and Theodore Parker. — London and PtLTia. 



"We crossed the moorland in a heavy rian, and reached New- 
castle late at night. Next day we descended into a coal-mine ; it 
was quite an odd sensation to be taken off one's feet and dropped 
down into darkness by the bucket. The stables undei- ground 
had a pleasant Gii-Blas air, though the poor horses cannot like it 
much ; generally they see the hght of day no more after tliey 
have once been let down into these gloomy recesses, but pass their 
days in dragging ears along the rails of the narrow passages, and 
their nights in eating hay and dreaming of grass ! 1 When we 
went down, we meant to go along the gallery to the place where 
the miners were then at work, but found this was a walk of a 
mile and a half, and, beside the weariness of picking one's steps 
slowly along by the light of a tallow candle, too wet and dirty an 
enterprise to be undertaken by way of amusement; bo, ailer pro- 
ceeding half a mile or so, we begged to be restored to our accas- 
tomed level, and reached it with minds slightly edified and face 
and hands much blackened. 

Passing thence we saw Tork with its Miosier, that dream oi' 
beauty realized. From its roof I saw two rainbows, overarching 
that lovely country. Through its wsles I heard grand music 
peahng. But how sorrowfully bare is the interior of such a ca- 
thedral, despoiled of the -,tatuc=, the paintings, ami the garlands 
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that belong to the Catliolic religion ! Tiie eye aclies for them. 
Sucli a church is mined by Protestantism ; its admirable ex- 
terior seems that of a sepulchre ; there is no correspondent life 
within. 

Within the citadelj a tower half ruined and ivy-clad, is life 
that has been growing up while the exterior bulwarks of the old 
feudal time crumbled to ruin. George Fox, while a prisoner at 
York for obedience to the dictates of hia conscience, planted here 
a walnut, and the tall tree that grew from it still " bears testimoDy " 
to his living presence on that spot. The tree is old, but still bears 
nufs ; one of them was taken away by my companions, and may 
perhaps be the parent of a tree somewhere in Ameiica, tliat shall 
sliade those who inherit the spirit, if they do not attach impoitauce 
to the etiquettes, of Quakerism. 

In Sheffield I saw the sooty servitors tendmg then furnacei. 
I saw them, also on Saturday night, after their woik was done, go- 
ing to receive its poor wages, looking pallid and dull, as if they 
had spent on tempering the steel that vital force that should have 
tempered themselves to manhood. 

We saw, also, Chatsworth, with its park and mock wilderness, 
and immense conservatory, and really splendid fountains and wealth 
of marbles. It is a fine expression of modern luxury and splen- 
dor, but did not interest me ; I found little there of true beauty or 
grandeur. 

AVanvick Castle is a place entirely to my mind, a real represen- 
tative of the English aristocracy in the day of its nobler life. The 
grandeur of the pile itself, and its beauty of position, introduce you 
fitly to the noble company with which the genius of Vandyke lias 
peopled its walls. But a short time was allowed to look upon 
these nobles, warriors, statesmen, and ladies, who gaze upon us in 
turn with such a majesty of historic association, yet was I very 
well satisfied. It is not difficult to see men through the eyes of 
Vandyke. His way of viewing character seems superficial, 
though commanding ; he sees the man in his action on the 
ci'owd, not in his hidden life; he does not, like some paintei-s, 
umH::e and engross lis by bis revelations as to the secret springs 
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of conduct. I know not by what hallucination I forebore (o look 
al; the picture I most desired lo see, — that of Lucy, Countess of 
Carlisle. I was looking at something else, and when tie fat, 
pompous butler announced her, I did not recognize her name from 
his mouth. Afterward it flashed across me, that I had really 
been standing before her and foi^tten to look. But repentance 
was too late ; I had passed tlie castle gate to return no more. 

Pretty Leamington and Stratford are hackneyed ground. Of 
the latter I only observed what, if I knew, I had forgotten, 
tliat the room where Shakespeare was horn has been an object of 
devotion only for forty years. England has learned much of her 
appreciation of Shakespeare from the Germans. In the days of 
innocence, I fondly supposed tliat every one who could understand 
English, and was not a cannibal, adored Shakespeare and read 
him on Sundays always for an hour or more, and on week days a 
considerable portion of the time. But I have lived to know 
some hundreds of persons in my native land, without finding ten 
who had any direct acqusantihoe with their | greatest benefactor, 
and I dare say in England as large an experience would not end 
more honorably to its snojecta. So vast a treasure is left nn- 
touched, while men are complaining of being poor, because tliey 
have not toothpicks exactly to their mind. 

At Stratford I handled, too, the poker used to such good pur- 
pose by Geoffrey Crayon. The mase had fled, the fire was out, 
and the poker rusty, yet a pleasant influence lingered even in 
that cold little room, and seemed to lend a transient glow to the 
poker under the influence of sympathy. 

In Birmingham I heard two discouraes from one of the rising 
lights of England, Geoi^e Dawson, a young man of whom 1 had 
earlier heard much in praise. He is a friend of the people, in 
the sense of brotherhood, not of a social convenience or pat- 
ronage ; in literature catholic ; in matters of religion anfosec- 
tarian, seeking truth in aspiration and love. He is eloquent, with 
good method in his discourse, fire and dignity when wanted, with 
a frequent homeliness in enforcement and illustration which of- 
fends the etiquettes of England, but fits him the belter far the 
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class lie has to addi-eas. His powers are uncommon and unfet- 
tered in their play; his aim is worthy. He is fulfilling and will 
fulfil an important task as an educator of the people, if all be not 
marred by a taint of self-love and arrogance now obvious in his 
discourse. This taint is not surprising in one so young, who hits 
done so much, and in order to do it has been compelled to great 
self-confidence and light heed of the authority of other miads, and 
who is surrounded almost esclusively by adrairere ; neitlier is it, 
at present, a large speck ; it may be quite purged from him by 
llie infiaence of nobler motives and the rise of his ideal standard ; 
l)ut, on the other hand, should it spread, aU must be vitiated. 
Let us hope the best, for he is one that could ill be spared from 
the band who have taken up the cause of Progress in England. 

In this eonaection 1 may as well speak of James Blarlineau, 
whom I heard in Liverpool, and W. J. Fox, whom I heard in 
London. 

Mr. Martiaeau looks like the over-intellectual, the partially 
developed man, and his speech confirms this impression. He is 
sometimes conservative, sometimes reformer, not in the sense of 
eclecticism, but because his powers and views do not find a true 
hai-mony. On the conservative side he is scholarly, acute, — on 
the otiier, pathetic, pictorial, generous. He is no prophet and no 
sage, yet a man full of fine afieclionB and thoughts, always sugges- 
tive, sometimes satisfactory; he is well adapted to tjie wants of 
that class, a large one in the present day, who love the new 
wine, but do not feel that they can afford to throw away all their 
old bottles. 

Mr. Fox is the reverse of all this : lie is homogeneous in his 
materials and harmonious in the results he produces. He has 
great pei-auasive power ; it is the persuasive power of a mind 
warmly engaged in seeking truth for itself. He sometimes 
carries hooie^vard convictions with great enei^, driving in the 
thought as with golden nails. A glow of kindly human sympathy 
enlivens his argument, and the whole presents thought in a well- 
proportioned, animated body. But I am told he is far superior in 
speech on political of sorial problem^, than on such as I heard 
him discuss. 
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I was i-emintled, in hednng all threp, nl niPii similarly engaged 
in our countrj, W H Chaaning and Theodoie Parker. None of 
them compaie ir the fijmmctncal arrangement of extempore dis- 
course, or in pure eloqueai* and communication of spiiitual beauty, 
wilh Channing, nor in fulness and sustained flow ■with Pai'ker, 
bat, in power of practical and homely adaptation of their thought 
to common wants, they are supenor to the former, and all have 
more variety, finer perceptions, and iie more powerful in single 
passages, than Paiker 

And now my pen has run to 1st Octobei, and still I have such 
notabilities as lelt to my lot to observe while in London, and 
these tliat are thronging upon me here in Paris to record for you. 
I am Badly in arrears, but 't is comfort to think that such meats as 
I have to serve up are as good cold as hot. At any rate, it is 
just impossible to do any better, and I shall comfort myself, aa 
often before, with the triplet which I heard in childhood from a 
sage (if only ss^es wear wigs !)r — 

"As siild tlie grent PriiicE FcrnnuJo, 
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LETTER VIII. 

Recollections of Londou. — The English GenilemKn. — London Climate. — Oul 
of Season. — Luxury and Misery. — A DifHonlt Problem. — Teri-ors of Pover- 
ty.— Joanna, Baillie and Madama Roland. — Hampstead. — Miss Betry.— 
Female Artists. — Margaret Gillies. — The People's Jonmal. — The Times. — 
The Howitte.— Southwood Smith- — Honses foe the Poor. — Slieloton of 
Jeremy Benthnm. — Cooper tlia Poet. — Thom. 

Paris, December, 1846. 

I SIT down here in Piuia to narrate some recollections of London. 
The distance in fipaee and time is not great, yet I seem in wholly a 
Jiflercntwoild Here in the region of was-Hghfs, mirrors, bright 
wjod fires, shrugs, vivacious ejaculations, wreathed smiles, and 
aiioit courtesie", it is hard lo remember John Bull, with his coal- 
smoke hands in pockets, except when exteoded for ungracious 
lemand ot the perpptual half-crown, or to pay for the all but pcr- 
petuil mug of bepr John, seen on that side, is certamly the most 
ilmrlish of clowns, and the most clownish of churls. But then 
th re ire w miny other sides ! "Wlien a gentleman, he is bo truly 
the gentleman, when a man, so truly the man of honor I His 
graces, when he baa any, grow up from his inmost heart. 

Not that he is free from humbug; on the contrary, he is prone 
to the most solemn humbug, generally of the philanthrophio or 
otherwise moral kind. But he is always awkward beneath the 
mask, and can never impose upon anybody — but himself. 
Nature meant him to be noble, generous, sincere, and has fur- 
nished him with no faculties to malce himself agreeable in any 
other way or mode of being. 'Tis not so with your Frenchman, 
who can cheat you pleasantly, and move with grace in the devious 
Bnd slippci-y path. You would be almost sorry to see him tjuite 
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disinterested and stiaiglitforwiird, so much of agreeaWe taleot 
and naughty wit would thus lie hid for want of use. But John, 
O John, we must admire, esteem, or be disgusted witli thee. 

As to climate, there is not much to choose at this time of year. 
la London, for six iveeks, we never saw the sun'for coal-smoke 
and fog. Iq Paris we have not been iilessud with its cheering 
rays above three or four dajs in the same length of time, and 
are, beside, tormented with an oily and tenacious mud beneath 
the feet, which makes it almost impossible to walk. This year, 
indeed, is an uncommonly severe one at Paris ; but then, if they 
have their share of dark, cold days, it must be admitted that 
they do ail tliey can to enliven fhem. 

But to dwell firet on London, — Londun. m itself a woild. 
"We arrived at a time which (he well-bred Englishman considers 
as no time at all, — quite out of " the eason vhen Pailiament is 
in session, and London thronged v tl tl e equipages of her aris- 
locracy, her titled wealthy i oblea I as 1 stened to with a 
smile of contempt when I decl'ired that tl e stock shows of Lon- 
don would yield me amusement an I emf loyraent more than suffi- 
dent for the time I had to stay E 1 1 f o 1 that, with my way 
of viewing things, it would be to me an inexhaustible studio, and 
that, if life were only long enough, I would live there for years 
obscure in some corner, from which I could issue forth day by 
day to watch unobserved the vast stream of life, or to decipher 
the hieroglyphics which agea have been inscribing on the walls of 
this vast palace {I may not call it a t«raple), which human effort 
has reared for means, not yet used efficaciously, of human culture. 

And though I wish to return to London in " the season," when 
that city is an adequate representative of the state of things in 
England, I am glad I did not at first see all that pomp and 
parade of weaJth and luxury in contrast with the misery, squalid, 
agonizing, ruffianly, which, stares one in llie face in every street 
of London, and hoots at the gates of her palaces more ominous a 
note than ever was that of owl or raven in the portentous times 
when empires and races have crumbled and fallen from inward 
decay. 
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It in impos.'iible, however, to take a near view of the ti-eaaiires 
ei-eated by Englisli genius, accumulated by English industry, 
without a prayer, daily more fervent, that the needful changes in 
the condition of this people may be eflfected by peaceful revolu- 
tion, which shall destroy nothing except the shocking inhumanity 
of exclusivenesfl, which dow prevents their being used for the 
benefit of all. May their present possessors look to it in time 1 
A few already are earnest in a good spirit. For myself, muoli 
as I pitied the poor, abandoned, hopeless wretches that swarm in 
tlie roads and streets of England, 1 pity fiir more the English 
nohle, with this difficult problem before him, and such need of a 
speedy solution. Sad is his life, if a conscientious man ; sadder 
still, if not. Poverty in England has terrors of which I never 
dreamed at home, I felt that it would be terrible to be poor tliere, 
but far more so to be the possessor of that for which so many 
thouswids are perishing. And the middle class, too, cannot here 
enjoy that serenity which the sages have described as naturally 
their peculiar blessing. Too close, too dark throng the evils they 
cannot obviate, the sorrows they cannot relieve. To a man of 
good heart, eacli day must bring purgatory which he knows not 
how to bear, yet to which he feare to become insensible. 

From these clouds of the Present, it is pleasant to turn the 
thoughts to some objects which have cast a light upon the Past, 
id which, bj the virtue of their very natuie preaciibe hope for 
the Puture 1 hive mentioned with satisiiction seeing some 
ptisons i\ho il!ustr,itcd the p'ist dynasty m the piogtess 0£ 
thoightheie WoidsHOrth, Dr Chalmers, De Quincey Andiew 
Combe With a still higher pletsuie, beej,use to one of my own 
at-c, whom I have honored almost above any I went to pay my 
t irt t> Joanna Biiilie I found on her brow, not indeed n 
Clonal ot gold hut i seienity and stiength undimmed ani un 
biolen by the weight it moie than foui&aiie yean, oe by the 
s anty nppreuation which her thoughts have received 

I piize Jomna Bailhe and Madame Koland as the best ipeu 
inPHs which lave been hitheito offered of women of a Romin 
pt n^lli nnl iin'l ni. s ot mini aloi td 1)-^ the \u ih ciltuie 
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and capable of the various action o[)ened to them bj the pro- 
gress of the Christiau Idea. They are not sentimental; tliey 
do not sigh and write of withered flowers of fond affection, and 
woman's heart born to be misunderstood hy tlie object or objects 
of her fond, inevitable choice. Love (the passion), when spoken of 
at ail by them, seems a thing noble, reli^ous, worthy to be felt. 
They do not write of it always ; they did not think of it always ; 
they saw other things in this great, rich, suffering world. In 
superior delicacy of touch, they show the woman, but the hand is 
firm ! nor was all thek speech one continued utterance of mere 
personal experience. It contained things which are good, intel- 
lectually, universally. 

I regret that the writings of Joanna Baiilie are not more 
known in the United States. The Plays on the Passions are 
faulty in their plan, — all attempts at comic, even at truly dm- 
matic effect, foil; but there are masteriy sketches of character, 
vigorous expressions of wise thought, deep, fervent ejacuiatJoua 
of au aspiring soul 1 

We found her in her little calm retreat at Hampstcad, sur- 
rounded by marks of love and reverence from distinguished and 
excellent friends. Near her was the sister, older tlian herself, 
yet stiil sprightly and full of active kindness, whose character and 
their mutual relation she has, iji one of her last poems, indicated 
with such a happy mixture of sagacity, humor, and tender pathos, 
and with so absolute a truth of outline. Although no autograph 
collector, I asked for theirs, and when the elder gave hers as 
"sister to Joanna Bailiie," it drew a fear from my eye, — a 
good tear, a genuine pearl, — fit homage to that feirest product 
of the soul of man, humble, disinforested tenderness. 

Hampstead has stili a good deal of i-omantic beauty. I was 
told it was the favorite sketching-ground of London artists, till the 
railroads gave them easy means of spending a few hours to ad- 
vantage farther off. But, indeed, there is a wonderful deal of 
natural beauty lying io untouched sweetness near London. Near 
one of our cities it would all have been grubbed up the first thing 
But wc, too, are beginning to grow wiser. 
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Al liichmond I weat to see anotter lady of more lliati three- 
score years' celebrity, more than fourscore in age, Miss Berry 
the friend of Horace Walpole, and for lier ciarma of manner and 
conversation long and still a reigning power. She has etiil tlie 
vivacity, the careless nature, or refined art, that made her please 
so much in earlier days, — still is girlish, and gracefully so. 
Verily, with her was no sign of labor or sorrow. 

From the older turning to the young, I must speak with pleas- 
ure of several girls I know in London, who are devoting tliem- 
selves 10 painting as a, profession. They have really wise and 
worthy views of the arUsl^s avocation ; if they remain true to 
them, they will enjoy a free, serene existence, unprofaned by un- 
dae care or sentunental sorrow. Among these, Mai^aret Gillies 
has attained some celebrity ; she may be known to some in Amer- 
ica by engravings in the " People's Journal" fram her pictures ; 
but, if I remember right, these are coarse things, and give no just 
nolion of her pictures, which are distinguished for elegance and 
refinement; a little mannerized, but she is improving in that 

The " People's Journal " comes neai-er being a fair sign of the 
times than any other publication of England, apparently, if we 
except Punch. As for the Times, on whict you all use your 
so industrion-iy it is minan-ed with vast ability, no doubt, 
btth blood nidt 1 mayatm to the fingers' ends of the 
tdyplt hf tht Im ai which claims lo represent 

1 h t w Id da to beat un n. Stiil it would require 
n tl w n o«m t f h T m , or wisdom enough to do 
b tadawd a add tyof talent, indeed, almost 

sweeping the circle, to make a People's Journal for England. 
The present is only a bu 1 of tl e futu e flo ver 

Mary and WiUiam Ho tt n e its n a sui po t. I iv them 
several times at theii chee -f 1 and elegant ho e In Mary 
llowitt I found the san e eagag ng t a ts of character we a 
to expect from her books foi ehldiei 



Her husband is full of 
igreeableinfornaton coamn L.tel n tl e san e lively 






lool t Ike till r 



15* 



by Google 



old friends, except that now (he eloquence of tlie ej'e was added. 
At their house I became acquainted with Dr. Soulhwood Smith, 
the well-known philanthropist. He is at present engaged on the 
construction of good tenements calculated to improve the condition 
of the working people. His plana look promising, and should 
they succeed, you shall have a detailed account of them. On 
visiting him, we saw an object which I had often heard celebrated, 
and had thought would be revolting, but found, on the contrary, an 
agreeable sight ; this is the skeleton of Jeremy Beiitliam. It was 
at Benthain's request that the skeleton, dressed in the same dress 
he habitually wore, stuffed out to an exact resemblance of life, 
and with a portrait mark in wax, the best I ever saw, sits there, 
as assislant to Dr. Smith in the entertainment of his guests and 
companion of his studies. The figure leans a little forward, resid- 
ing the hands on a stout slick which Bentliam always carried, and 
had named " Dapple " ; the attitude is quite easy, the expression 
of the whole quite mild, winning, yet highly individual. It is a 
pleasing mark of that unity of ^m and tendency to be expected 
throughout the life of such a. mind, that Bentham, while quite a 
young mau, had made a will, in which, to oppose in the most con- 
VLQcing manner the prejudice against dissection of the human sub- 
ject, he had given his body after death to be used in service of 
the cause of science. "I have not yet been able," said the will, 
" to do much service to my fellow-men by my life, but perhaps I 
may in this manner by my deatji." Many years after, reading a 
pamphlet hy Dr. Smith on the same subject, lie was much pleased 
with il, became his friend, and bequeathed his body to his care 
and use, with directions that the skeleton should finally be dis- 
posed of in the way I have described. 

The countenance of Dr. Smith has an expression of expansive, 
sweety almost childlike goodness. Miss Gillies has made a chai-m- 
ing picture of him, with a favorite littie granddaughter nestiing 

Anotiier marked figure that I encountered on this great show- 
boanl was Cooper, the author of " The Purgatory of Luicides," a 
very remarkable poem, of «hieli, had tliere been leisure before 
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my departure, I should liave made a review, and given copious 
extracls in the Tribune, Cooper is as strong a. mao, and probably 
a nulder one, than when in the prison where that poem was writ- 
ten. The earnestness in seeking freedom and happiness for all 
men, which drew upon him that penalty, seems unabated; he is a 
very significant type of the new era, and also an agent in brining 
it near. One of the poets of the people, also, I saw, — the sweet- 
est singer of them all, — Thorn. "A Chieftain unknown to the 
Queen" is agsun exacting a cruel tribute from him. I wish much 
that some of those of New York who hare taken an interest in 
liim would provide there a nook in which he might find refuge 
and solace for the evening of his days, to sing or to work as likea 
him best, and where he could bring up two fine boys to happier 
prospects than the parent land will afford them. Could and would 
America but take from other lands more of the talent^ as well as 
tlie bone and sinew, she would be rich. 

But the stroke of the clock warns me to stop now, and begin 
to-morrow with fresher eye and hand on some interesting topics. 
My sketches are slight ; stiU they cannot be made without time, 
and I find none to be had in this Europe except late at night. I 
believe it is what all the inhabitanta use, but I am too sleepy a 
genius to carry the practice far. 
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noble in tbe genius of Spiun, tliere is sucli an intensity and single- 
ness ; it seems to me it has not half shown itself, and must have 
ail imporfant part fo play yet in the drama of thia planet. 

At the Dulwieh Gallery I saw the Flower Girl of Mui-illo, an 
enchanting picture, the memory of which must always 



AMio can despair when he thinlcs of a form like tliat, so full of life 
and hliss ! Nature, that made sueh human forma to match the 
buttorfly and the bee on June mornings when the lime-trees are 
in blossom, has surely enough of happiness in store to satisfy us 
all, somewhere, some time. 

It was pleasant, indeed, fo see the treasures of those galleries, 
of the British Museum, and of so charming a place as Hampton 
Court, open to everybody. In the National Gallery one finds a 
throng of nursery-maids, and men just come from their work ; 
true, they make a great deal of noise thronging to and fro on the 
uncarpeted floors in thek thick boots, and noise from which, when 
penetrated by tlie atmosphere of Art, men in the thickest boots 
would know how to refrain ; still I felt that the sight of such ob- 
jects must be gradually doing them a great deal of good. The 
British Museum would, in itself, be an education for a man who 
should go there once a week, and think and read at his leisure 
moments about what he saw. 

Hampton Court I saw in tbe gloom and riua, and my chief 
recollections are of the magnificent yew-trees beneath whose shel- 
ter — the work of ages — I took refuge from the pelting shower. 
The expectalions cherished from childhood about tie Cartoons 
were all baSed ; there was no light by which they could he seen, 
liut I must hope to visit Hampton Court again in tlie time of 

Tbe Zoological Gardens are another pleasure of the million, 
since, although something is paid there, it is so little that almost 
all can afford it. To me, it is a vast pleasure to see animals 
where they can show out their habits or instincts, and to see 
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them assembled from all climates and countries, amid vei-dnre aiid 
with room enoogii, aa tliey are here, is a ti-ue poem. Tiiey have 
a line lion, the first I ever saw that realized the idea we liave of 
the king of the animal world ; but the groan and roar of this one 
wei-e equally i-oyaL The eagles were fine, but rather disgraced 
themselves. It is a trait of English piety, -which would, no doubt, 
find its defenders among ourselves, not to feed the animals on 
Sunday, that their keepers may have rest ; at le^t this was tlie 
explanation given us by one of these men of the state of ravenous 
hunger in which we found them on the Monday. I half hope he 
was jesting with us. Cerfain it is that the eagles were wild with 
famine, aad even the gi-aadest of them, who had eyed us at first 
aa if we were not fit to live in the same zone with him, when the 
meat came round, after a short struggle to maintain his dignity, 
joined in wild shriek and scramble with the rest. 

Sir John Soane's Museum I visited, containing the sai-eophagas 
described by Dr. Waagen, Hogarlh's pictures, a fine Canaletto, and 
a manuscript of Tasso. It fills the house once the residence of 
his body, still of his mind. It is not a mind with whidi I have 
sympathy ; I found there no law of harmony, and it annoyed me 
to see things all jumbled together as if in an oid curiosity-shop. 
Nevertheless it was a generous bequest, and much may perhaps 
be fouud there of value to him who takes time to seek. 

The Gai-dens at Kew delighted me, thereabouts all was so green, 
and still one could indulge at leisure in the humorous and fantas- 
tic associations that cluster around the name of Kew, like the 
curls of a "bigwig" i-ound the serene and sleepy face of its 
wearer. Here are fourteen gi'een-houses : in one yo« find all 
the palms ; in another, the productions of the regions of snow ; 
in another, those squibs and humorsome utterances of Nature, the 
cactuses, ay 1 there I saw the great-graudfather of all the cac- 
tuses, a hoary, solemn plant, declared to be a thousand years old, 
disdaiamg to say if it is not really much older ; in yet another, 
the most exquisitely minute plants, dehcate as the ti-acery of feostr- 
work, too delicate for the bowers of fairies, such at least as visit 
the gross brains of earthly poets. 
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The Reform Club was tire only one of those splendid establish- 
ments that I visited. Certainly the force of comfort can no 
farther go, nor can anything be better contrived to make dress- 
ing, eating, news-getting, and even sleeping (for there are bed- 
rooms as well as dressing-rooms for those who will), as comforU 
able as can he imagined. Yet to me this palace of so many 
" single gentlemen rolled into oae " seemed stupidly comfortable, 
in the absence of that elegant arrangement and vivacious atmos- 
phere which oaly women can inspire. In the kitchen, indeed, I 
met them, and on' that account it seemed tlie pleasanteat part of 
the building, — though even there they are but the servants 
of servants. There reigned supreme a genius in his way, who 
has published a work on Cookery, and around biin his pupils, — 
young men who pay a handsome yearly fee for novitiate under 
his instruction. I was not sorry, however, to see men predomi- 
nant in the cooking department, as I hope to see tliat and wash- 
ing transferred to their care in the progress of things, since they 
are " the strcnger sex," 

The an-angementa of this kitchen were veiy fine, combining 
great convenience with neatness, and even elegance. Fourier 
hhnself might have taken pleasure in them. Thence we passed 
into the pi-ivate apartments of the artist, and found them full of 
pictures by his wife, an artist in another walk. One or two of 
them had been engraved. iSAe was an Englishwoman. 

A whimsical little excursion we made on occasion of the anniver- 
saiy of the wedding-day of two of my friends. They had often 
enjoyed reading the account of John Gilpin's in America, and 
now thought that, as they were in England and near enough, 
they would celebrate theirs also at " the Bell at Edmonton." I 
accompanied them with "a little foot-page," to eke out the trmn, 
pretty and graceful and playful enough for the tr^n of a princess. 
But our excursion turaed out somewhat of a failure, in an oppo- 
Bil« way to Gilpin's. Whereas he went too fast, we went too 
slow. First we took coach and went through Cheapside to take 
omnibus at (strange misnomer!) the F!ower-Pot. But Gilpin 
could never have had his i-ace through Cheapside as it is in its 
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present ci-owded state ; we ivere obliged to -proceed at a funeral 
pace. We missed the omnibus, and nhen we took the next one 
it went with the slowness of a " family horse " in the old chmse 
of a New England deacon, and, after all, only took us half-way. 
At tl e half way house a carriage was to be sought. The lady 
1 o let It nd all her graoms, wei-e to be allowed time to recover 
f on the r consternation at so unusual a move as strangers taking 
a ca r age to dine at the little inn at Edmonton, now a mere ale- 
ho ae betoie we could be allowed to proceed. The English 
Stan 1 lost in amaze at " Yankee notions," with ikeir quick come 
and go t d it is impossible to make them " go ahead" in the zig- 
zag cha n 1 ghlning path, unless you push them. A rather old 
pa -t of the plan had been a pilgrimage to the grave of Lamb, 
w tl 1 collateral view to the rural beauties of Edmonton, but 
nigl t 1 ad fallen oa all such hopes two hours at least before we 
reaci ed tl e Bell. T^iae, indeed, we found them somewhat more 
alert to comprehend our wishes ; they laughed when we spoke 
of Gilpin, showed us a print of the race and the window where 
Mrs. Gilpin must have stood, — balcony, alas ! tliere was none; 
allowed us to make our own fire, and provided us a wedding 
dinner of tough meat and stale bread. Nevertheless we danced, 
dined, paid (I believe), and celebrated the wedding quite to our 
satisfaction, tliough in the space of half an ho«r, as we knew 
friends were even at that moment expecting us to tea at some 
miles' distance. But it is always pleasant in thia world of routine 
to act out a freak, " Such a one," said an English gentleman, 
"one of MS would rarely have dreamed of, much leas acted." 
"Why, was it not pleasant?" "Oh, very.' but so out of the 

Returning, we passed the house where Freillgrafh finds a 
temporaj-y home, earning the bread of himself and his family in 
a commercial house. England houses the exile, but not with- 
out house-lax, window-fax, and head-tax. Where is the Arcadia 
that dares invite all genius to her arms, and change her golden 
wheat for their green laurels and immortal flowers? Arcadia? — 
would the name were America ! 
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And now refums naturally to my mind one of the most in- 
luresting things I have seen here or elsewhere, — the school for 
poor Italian boys, sustained and taught by a few of their exiled 
compatriots, and especially by the mind and efforts of Mazzini. 
The name of Joseph Mazzini is well known to tliose among us 
who lake an interest in the cause of human freedom, who, not 
content with the peace and ease bought for themselves by tlie 
devolion and sacrifices of their fathers, look with anxious interest 
on the suffering nations who are preparing for a similar struggle. 
Those who are not, like the brutes that perish, content with the 
enjoyment of mere national advantages, indifferent to the idea 
they represent, cannot forget that the human family is one, 

" And beats with one great heart." 

They know that there can be no genuine happiness, no salvation 
for any, unless the same can be secured for all. 

To tliis universal interest in all nations and places where man, 
understanding his inheritance, strives to throw off an arbitrary 
rule and estabhsh a state of things where he shall be governed as 
becomes a mao, by hia own conscience and intelligence, — where 
he may speak the truth as it rises in his mind, and indulge his 
natural emotions in purity, — is added an especial interest in Italy, 
the mother of our language and our laws, our greatest benefac- 
tress in the gifts of genius, the garden of the world, in which our 
best thoughts have delighted to expatiate, but over whose bowers 
now hangs a perpetual veil of sadness, and whose noblest plants 
are doomed to reraovfil, — for, if they cannot bear their ripe 
and perfect fruit in another clunate, they are not permitted to lift, 
their heads to heaven in their own. 

Some of these generous refugees our country has received 
kindly, if not mtli a fervent kindness ; and the word Gorreggio 
li still in my eai-s as I heai-d it spoken in New York by one 
whose heart long oppi'cssion could not paralyze. Sperama some 
of the Italian youth now inscribe on tlieir banners, encouraged by 
some traits of apparent promise in the new Pope. However, 
their only ti-iie hope is in themselves, in their own courage, and 
In that wisdom which may only be learned through many c^is- 
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appointments as to tow to employ it so that it may destroy 
tyranny, cot themselves. 

Mazzini, one of these noble refugees, is not only one of tlie 
heroic, the courageous, and thefiiithful, — Italy boasts many such, 
— but he is also one of the wise ; — one of those who, disappointed 
in the outward results of their undertakings, can yet " bate no 
jot of heart and hope," but mmt " steer riglit onward " ; for it was 
no superficial enthusiasm, no impatient energies, that impelled 
him, but an understanding of what mmt be tbe designs of Heaven 
with regard to man, since God is Love, is Justice. He is one 
who can live fervently, but steadily, gently, every day, every hour, 
as well aa on great occasions, cheered by the light of hope ; for, 
with Schiller, he is sure that " those who live for theii- faith shall 
behold it living." He is one of those same beings who, measur- 
ing all things by the ideal standard, have yet no time to mourn 
over failure or imperfection; there is too much to be done to 
obviate it. 

Thus JIaazini, excluded from publication in his native lan- 
guage, has acquired the mastery both of French and English, and 
through his expressions in either shine the thoughts which ani- 
' mated his earlier effort with mild and steady radiance. The 
misfortunes of lus country have only widened the sphere of his 
instructions, and made him an exponent of the better era to 
Europe at large. Those who wish to form an idea of his mind 
could not do better than to read his sketches of the Kalian Mar- 
tyrs in the " People's Journal." They will find there, on one of 
the most difliciilt occasions, an ardent friend spealuug of his 
martyred fHends with the purity of impulse, warmth of sympathy, 
largeness and steadiness of view, and fineness of discrimination 
which must belong to a legislator for a Christian commonwealth. 

But thoiigh I have read these expressions with great delight, 
this school was one to me still more forcible of the same ideas. 
Here these poor boys, picked up from tbe streets, are redeemed 
from bondage and gross ignorance by the most patient and con- 
stant devotion of time and effort. "What love and sincerity this 
demands from minds capable of great thoughts, large plans, and 
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rapid progress, only tlieii- peei-s can eomprohend, yet exceeding 
great sliail be the reward ; and as among the fishermen and poor 
people of Juilroa were picked up those who have become io 
modera Europe a leaven that leavens tlie whole maas, so may 
these poor Italian boys yet hecome more elficacioiia as missioii- 
ai-ies fo their people than would an Orphie poet at this period. 
These ytniths have very commonly good faces, and eyes from 
which that Italian fire that has done so much to warm the world 
glows out. We saw the distribution of prizes to the school, lieard 
aldresses from Mazzini, Pistracci, Mariotti (once a resident in oui* 
country), and an Enghsh gentleman who takes a great interest in 
the work, and then adjourned to an adjacent room, where a sup- 
per was provided for the boys and other guests, among wliom 
we saw some of the exiled Poles. The whole evening gave a 
ti'ue and deep pleasure, though tinged with sadness. "We saw a 
planting of the kingdom of Heaven, tliough now no larger than 
a grain of mustard-seed, and though perhaps none of those who 
watch the spot may live to see the birds singing in its branches, 

I have not yet spoken of one of our benefactore, Mr. Cariyle, 
whom I saw several times. I approached him with more reverence 
after a little experience of England and Scotland had taught me 
fo appreciate the strength and height of that wall of shams and 
conventions which he more thaa any man, or thousand men, — 
indeed, he almost alone, — has begun to throw down. Wherever 
there was fresh thought, generous hope, the thought of Ca^lyle 
lias begun the work. He has torn off the veils from hideous 
facts ; he has burnt away foolish illnsious ; he has awakened thou- 
^ands to know what it is to be a man, — that we must live, and 
not merely pretend Io othere tliat we live. He has touched tiie 
rocks and they have given forth musical answer ; little more was 
wanting to begin to construct the city. 

But that little was wanting, and tlie work of construction is 
left to those that come after him : nay, all attempts of tiie kind he 
is the i-eadiest to deride, fearing new shams worse than the old, 
unable to trust the general action of a thought, and finding nii 
heroic man, no natural king, to represent it and challenge his con- 
fidence. 
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Accustomed to the infinite wit and esuLerant ricluiess of Lis 
writings, his talk is still an amazement and a splendor scarceJy to 
be faced with steady eyes. He floes not converse, — only ha- 
rangues. It is the usual misfortune of such mai-ked men (happily 
not one icTariahle or inevitable) that they cannot allow other 
minds room to breathe and show themselves in theii" atmosphere, 
and thus miss the refreshment and instruction which the greatest 
never cease to need from tlie experience of the humblest. Car- 
lyle allows no one a chance, hut bears down all opposition, not 
only by his wit and onset of words, resistless in their sharpness as 
so many bayonets, but by actual physical superiority, raising his 
voice and rushing on his opponent with a torrent of sound. This 
is not the least from unwillingness to allow freedom to otliers ; on 
the contrary, no man would more enjoy a manly resistance to his 
thought; hut it is the impulse of a mind accustomed to follow out 
its own impulse as the liawk its prey, and which knows not how 
to stop in the chase. Carlyle, indeed, is arrogant and overbear- 
ing, but in his arrogance there is no littleness or self-love ; it is 
the heroic arrogance of some old Scajidinavian conqueror, — it is 
Ills nature and the untamable impulse that has given him. power 
to crush the dr^pns. Tou do not love him, perhaps, nor revere, 
and perhaps, also, he would only laugh at you if you did ; but you 
like him heartily, and like to see him the powerfid smith, the 
Siegfried, melting all the old iron in his furnace till it glows to a 
sunset red, and burns you if you senselessly go too near. He 
seemed to me quite isolated, lonely as fie desert; yet never wa'i 
man more fitted to prize a man, could he find one to match liis 
mood. He finds such, but only in the past. He sings ratlier than 
talks. He pours upon you a kind of satirical, heroical, critical 
poem, with regular cadences, and generally catching up near the 
beginning some singular epithet, which serves as a re/ram when 
his song is full, or with which as with a knitting-needle he catches 
up the stitches if he has chanced now and then to let fall a row. 
For Ihe higher kinds of poetry he has no sense, and liis tallt on 
that snliject is delightfully and gorgeously absurd ; he sometimes 
stops a minule to laugh a! it himself, ihen begins nnew witli fresh 
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vigor for all ihe spirits he is driving before him seem to him 
as Fata Mo ana. ugly masks, in fact, if lie can but make them 
turn il it I ut he la ghs that they seem to othere such dainty 
Ariels Hp I uts out his chin sometimes till it looks like the beak 
of a bird, and bis eyes flash bright instinctive meanings like Jove's 
bird i yet he is not calm and grand enough for the eagie ; he is 
more like tlie falcon, and yet not of gentle blood enough for tliat 
either. He is Bot exactly like anything but himself, and there- 
fore you cannot see him without the most hearty refreshment and 
good-will, for he is original, rich, and stixing enough to aiford a 
thousand faults ; one expects some wild land in a rich kingdom. 
Ilia talk, like his hooks, is full of pictures, his critical strokes mas- 
terly ; allow for his poiat of view, and his survey is admirable, 
lie is a large subject; I cannot speak more or wiselier of him 
now, nor needs it ; his works are true, to blame and praise him, 
the Siegfried of England, great and powerful, if not quite invul- 
nerable, and of a might rather to destroy evil than legislate for 
good. At all events, he seems to be what Destiny intended, anil 
represents fully a certain side ; so we make no remonstrance as 
to his being and proceeding for himself, though we sometimes 
must for us. 

I had meant some remarks on some fine pictures, and the little 
I saw of the theatre in England ; hut these topics must wait Jill 
my next, where they may connect themselves naliii-ally enough 
with what I have to say of Paris. 
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Whi-:n I ivrofe last I could not finish with London, and there 
remain yet two or three things I wish to speak of before passing 
to my impressions of this wonder-full Paris. 

I visited the model prison at Penton\-ille ; but though in some 
respects an improvement upon others I have seen, — though there 
was the appearance of gi-eat neatness and order in the arrange- 
ments of life, kindness and good judgoient in the discipline of 
the prisoners, — yet there was also an air of bleak forlornness 
about the place, and it fell far short of what my mind demands of 
such abodes considered as redemption schools. But aa the sub- 
ject of prisons is now engaging the attention of many of the wisest 
and best, and the tendency is in what seems to me the true direc- 
tion, I need not trouble myself to make crude and hasty sugge.?- 
lions; it is a subject to which persons whj would be of use should 
give the earnest devotion of calm and leisurely thought. 

The same day I went to see an establishment which gave me 
tinmixed pleasure ; it is a bathing establishment put at a very 
low rate to enable the poor to avoid one of the worst miseries 
of their lot, and whieh yet promises to pay. Joined with this is 
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r wasLing clotlies, where the poor can go and 
hire, for ahnost notHng, good tubs, water ready heated, the use 
of an apparatus for rinsing, drying, and ironing, a!l so admirably 
arranged that a poor woman can in three hours get through an 
iroount of washing and iromng that would, undi^i ordinary circum- 
tfiuces occupy three or foui days Espeaally the drymg cbs- 
cta I contemplited nith gieat satisfaction, and hope to see in our 
own countiy the same wrangemenfs thioughout the cities, and 
.vcn in the touns and Tillages Hanging out the clothes is a 
f eat etposure foi ftomt-n even wlieo they h ive a good place for 
it ; but when, as is so common in cities, they must dry them in the 
house, how much ttey suffer ! Li New York, I know, (hose poor 
women who take in washing endure a great deal of trouble and 
toil from this cause ; I have suffered myself fram being obliged to 
send back what had cost them so mneh toil, because it had heen, 
perhaps inevitably, soiled in the drying or ironing, or tilled with 
the smell of their miscellaneous cooking. In London it is much 
woi-se. An eminent physician told me he knew of two children 
whom he considered to liave died because their mother, having 
but one room to live in, was obliged to wash and dry clothes close 
to their bed when they were ill. The poor people in London natu- 
rally do witliout washing all they can, and beneath that perpetual 
fidl of soot the result may be guessed. All but ihe very poor in 
England put out their washing, and this custom ought to be univer- 
sal in civilized countries, as it can he done much better and quicker 
by a few regular laundresses than hy many families, and " the 
washing day " is so malignant a foe to the peace and joy of house- 
holds that it ought to be effaced from the calendar. But as long 
e ire o m ser ble -m to 1 a e a y very j oo p oj le 'n tl ' 
o 11 thej ca^no put o t tl -niahDn hecau e th j ca ot 
eno pi monej to i aj fo nd p el m ary to on 

<r be te washing es abl I n en s 1 Le h of London e 

One a ranf^me tl it hey h e 1 e e P ii 11 e i f ot ! 
e ven when e e e o 1 v any ery [o. ; opl nl 
jl ae H lo 1 e ve y r 1 Ti e a e he 
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Creches, — houses where poor women leave llieii- cliildren to be 
nursed during the day while Ihey are at work. 

1 must mention that the superintendent of the washing estab" 
lishment observed, with a legitimate triumph, that it had been 
bailt without giving a eingle dinner or printing a single puff, — 
an extraordinary thing, indeed, for England ! 

To tuni to something a little gayer, — the emhi-oidery on this 
tattered coat of civilized life, — I went into only two theatres ; one 
the Old Drury, once the scene of great glories, now of execrable 
music and more execrable acting. If anything can he invented 
more excruciating than an English opera, such aa was the fashion 
at the lime I was in London, I am sure no sin of mine deserves 
the punishment of bearing it. 

At the Sadler's Wells theatre I saw a play which I had much 
■admired in reading it, but found still better in actual representa- 
tion ; indeed, it seems to me there can be no better acting play : 
this ia " The Patrician's Daughter," by J. W. Marston. The 
movement is rapid, yet clear and free ; the dialogue natural, dig- 
nified, and flowing ; the characters marked with few, but distinct 
strokes. Where the tone of discourse rises with manly sentiment 
or passion, the audience applauded with bm-sts of generous feeling 
that gave me great pleasure, for this play is one that, in its scope 
and meaning, marks the new era in England ; it is full of an ex- 
perience which is inevitable to a man of talent tliere, and is har- 
binger of the day when the noblest commoner shall be the only 
noble possible in England. 

But how different all this acting to what I find in Prance ! 
Here the theatre is living; you see something really good, and 
good throughout. Not one touch of tliat stage strut and vulgar 
bombast of tone, which the English actor fancies indispensable to 
scenic illusion, is tolerated here. Eor the first time in my life I 
saw something represented in a style uniformly goo3, and should 
have found sufficient proof, if I had needed any, that all men will 
prefer what is good to what is bad, if only a fair opportunity for 
choice be allowed. When I came here, my first thought was to 
go and see Mademoiselle Rachel. I was sure that in her I should 
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find a true genius, absolutely tlie diamond, and so It pi-oveil. I 
went to see her seven or eiglit times, always in parts that re- 
quired great force of soul and purity of tasle e\'en to conceive 
them, and only once had reason to find fault wilh her. On one 
single occasion I saw her violate tlie harmony of tlie cliaraefer to 
produce effect at a particular moment ; but almost invariably I 
found her a true artist, worthy Greece, and worthy at many mo- 
ments to have her conceptions immortalized in marble. 

Her range even in high tn^edy is limited. She can only ex- 
press the darker passions, and grief in its most desolate aspects. 
Nature has not gifted her with those softer and move flowery at- 
tributes that lend to pathos its utmost tenderness. She does not 
melt to tears, or calm or elevate the heart by the presence of that 
tragic beauty that needs all the assaults of Fate to make it show 
its immortal sweetness. Her noblest aspect is when sometimes 
she expresses truth in some severe shape, and rises, simple and 
austere, above tlie mixed elements around her. On the dark side, 
she is very great in hatred and revenge. I admired her more in 
Phedre than iu any other part in which 1 saw her. The guilty 
love inspired by the hatred of a goddess was expressed in all ils 
symptoms with a force and terrible naturalness that almost suffo- 
cated the beholder. After she had taken the poison, the exhaus- 
tion and pai-alysis of the system, the sad, cold, calm submission to 
Fate, were still more grand. 

I had heard so much about the power of her eye in one fixed 
look, and the expression she could concentrate in a single word, 
that the utmost results could only satisfy my expectations. It is, 
indeecl, something magnificent to see the dark cloud give out such 
sparks, each one fit to deal a separate death ; but it was not that I 
admired most in her : it was the grandeur, truth, and depth of 
her conception of each part, and the sustained purity with which 
she represented it. 

For the i-est, I shall write somewhere a detailed critique upon 
the parts in which I saw her. It is she who has made me ae- 
quainted with the true way of viewing French tragedy. I had 
no idea of its powers and symmetry till now, and have received 
from the revelation high pleasure and a crowd of thoughts. 



by Google 



190 



USGS ANJ) TllOUCir 



Tlie Frciidi language li-om Ler lips is a divine dialect ; it is 
stripped of its national and personal peculiarities, and beeomea 
what any language must, moulded by such a genius, — the 
pure music of the heart and soul. I never could remember her 
tone in speaking any word ; it was too perfect ; you had received 
the tliought quite direct. Yet, had I never heard her speak a 
word, my mJEd would he filled by her attitudes. Nothing more 
gi'aceful can be conceived, nor could the genius of sculpture sur- 
pass her management of the antique drapery. 

She has no beauty except in the intellectual severity of her oul^ 
line, and beare marks of age which will grow stronger every year, 
and make her ugly before long. Still it will be a grandiose, 
gypsy, or rather Sibylline ugliness, well adapted to the expression 
of some tragic parts. Only it seems as if she could not live long ; 
she expends force enough upon a part to furnish out a dozen 

Though the French tragedy is well acted throughout, yet un- 
happily there is no male actor now with a spark of Are, and these 
men seem the meanest pigmies by the sideof Ttachel; — so on the 
scene, beside the tragedy intended by the author, you see also that 
common tragedy, a woman of genius who throws away her pre- 
cious heart, lives and dies for one unworthy of her. In parts this 
effect is productive of too much pain. I saw Rachel one night with 
her brother and sister. The sister imitated her so closely that you 
could not help seeing she had a manner, and an imitable manner. 
Her brother was in the play her lover, — a wretched automa- 
ton, and presenting the most unhappy family likeness to herself. 
Since then I have hardly cared to go and see her. "We could 
wish with geniuses, as with the Phrenix, to see only one of the 
family at a time. 

In the pathetic or sentimenial drama Paris boasts another 
young actress, nearly as distingubhed in. that walk as Eachel in 
hers. This is Rose Cheny, whom we saw in her ninety-eighth 
personation of Clai-issa Harlowe, and aftei-ward in Genevieve and 
the ProUgi sans le Savoir, — a little piece written expressly for 
her by Scribe. The " jWiss Clai-isse " of the French drama i.^ a 
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feeble arid partial reproduction of the heroine of Eichardsou ; in- 
deed, tiie original in all its force of inteDect and character would 
have heea too much for the charming Kose Cheny, but to the 
purity and lovely feademess of Ciaviaaa she does full justice. In 
tlie other characters she was tlie tnie French girl, full of grace 
and a mixture of naiveti and cunning, sentiment and frivolity, 
that is winnmg and piqitant, if not satisfying. Only gi'ief seems 
vei'y strange to those briglit eyes; we do not And tliat they can 
weep mucli and bear the light of day, and the inhaling of chaJVioal 
seems near at hand to their brightest pleasures. 

At tlie other little tlieatres you see excellent acting, and a 
sparkle of wit unknown to the world out of France. The little 
pieces in which all the leading topics of the day are reviewed are 
full of drolleries that make you laugh at each instant. Poudre- 
Goton is the only one of these I have seen ; in tliis, among other 
jokes, Dumas, in the character of Monte-Chriato and in a costume 
half Oriental, half juggler, is made to pass the other theatres in 
review while seeking candidates for hia new one. 

Dumas appeared in court yesterday, and defended his own cai^e 
against the editors who sue him for evading some of his engage- 
ments. I was very desirous to hear him speak, and went there 
ill what I was assured would be very good season ; but a French 
audience, who knew the ground better, had slipped in before me, 
and I returned, as has been too often the case with me in Paris, 
liHving seen nothing but endless staircases, dreary vestibules, and 
gen& d'armes. The hospitality of le grande nation to the stranger 
is, in many respects, admirable. Galleries, libraries, cabinets of 
coins, museums, are opened in the most liberal manner to the 
stranger, warmed, lighted, ay, and guarded, for him almost all 
days in the week ; treasures of the past are at hia service ; but 
when anything is happening in the present, the French run quick- 
er, glide in more adroitly, and get possession of the ground. I 
find it not the most easy matter to get to places even where there 
is nothing going on, there is so much tiresome fuss of getting 
biMs from one and another !o be gone through ; but when some- 
thing is happening it is stiil worse. I miescd liearing M. Gui^ot in 
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his speech on the Montpensier marriage, whicli would have given 
a very good idea of his manner, and which, like this defence of 
M. Dumas, was a stilful piece of work as regards evasion of tte 
truth. The good feeling toward England which had been fostered 
with so much care and toil seems to have been entirely dissipated 
by the mutual recriminations about tliis marriage, and tlie old dis- 
like flames up more fiercely for having been Lid awhile beneath 
the ashes. I saw the little Duchess, the innocent or ignorant cause 
of all this disturbance, when presented at court. She went round 
the circle on the arm of the Queen. Though only fourteen, she 
looks twenty, but has something fresh, engaging, and girlish about 
her. I fancy it will soon be rubbed out under the drill of the 
royal household. 

I attended not only at the presentation, hut at the ball given at 
the Tuileries directly after. These are fine shows, as the suite of 
apartmenls is veiy handsome, brilliantly lighted, and the French la- 
dies surpass all others in the art of dress ; indeed, it gave me much 
pleasure to see them. Certainly there are many ugly ones, but 
they are so well dressed, and have such an air of graceful vivacity, 
that the general effect was that of a flower-garden. As often hap- 
pens, several American women were among the most distinguished 
for positive beauty ; one from Philadelphia, who is by many per- 
sons considered the prettiest ornament of the dre^s circle at the 
Italian Opera, was especially marked by the attention of the king. 
However, these ladies, even if here a long time, do not attain the 
iur and maimer of French women ; the magnetic atmosphere that 
envelops them is less brifliant and exhilarating in its atfiactions. 

It was pleasant lo my eye, which has always been so wearied 
in our country by the sombre masses of men that ovei-cloud onr 
public assemblies, to see them now in so great variety of costume, 
color, and decoration. 

Among the crowd wandered LeveiTier, in the costume of Acad- 
emician, looking as if he had lost, not found, his planet. French 
lavcmts are more generally men of the world, and even men of 
fashion, than those of other chmates ; but, in his case, lie seemed 
not to find it easy to ex(^Il:lngc the music of the sph(ires for the 
music of fiMcs. 
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Speaking of Leverrier leads to another of my (lisappoiiifmenta. 
I went to the Sorbonne to hear him lecture, nothing dreaming 
that the old pedantic and theological charactei- of those halls was 
strictly kept up in lliese daj-s of light. An old guardian of the 
inner temple, seeing me approach, had liis speech all ready, and, 
manning the eafrance, said with a disdainful air, before we had 
time to utter a word, " Monsieur may enter if he pleases, but 
Madame must remain here " (i. e. in the court-yard). After some 
oxclaaiations of surprise, I found an alternative in the Hotel de 
Clugny, where I passed an hour very delightfully while waiting 
for my companion. The rich remains of other centuries are there 
so arranged, that they can be seen to the best advantage ; many 
of the works in ivory, china, and carved wood are truly splendid 
or exquisite. I saw a dagger with jewelled hilt which talked 
whole poems to my mind. In the various " Adorations of the 
Magi," I found constantly one of the wise men black, and with 
(lie moiied African lineaments. Before I had half finished, my 
companion carae and wished me at least to visit the lecture-rooms 
of the Sorbonne, now that the talk, too good for female ears, was 
over. But the guardian again interfered to deny me entrance. 
"You can go, Madame," said he, "to the College of France; you 
can go to this and t'other place, but you cannot enter here." 
" What, sir," said I, " is it your institution alone that remains in a 
state of barbarism ? " " Que voulea vous, Madame .' " he replied, 
juid, as he spoke, his little dog began to bark at me, — "Que 
voulea vous, Madame ? c'est la regie," — " What would you have. 
Madam? ii is the hole," — a reply which makes me laugh 
even now, as I think how the satirical wits of former days might 
have used it against tlie bulwarks of learned dulness. 

I was more fortunate in hearing Arago, and he justified all my 
expectations. Clear, rapid, full and equal, his discourse is worthy 
its celebrity, and I felt repaid for the four hours one is obliged to 
spend in going, in waiting, and in hearing ; for the lecture begins 
at half past one, and you must he there before twelve to get a 
seat, so constant and animated is his popnlarity. 

I have attended, with some interest, two discussions at the 
17 
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Atbenee, — one on Suicide, tlie otlier on the Crusades. They 
are amateur affairs, where, as always at such times, one hcara 
much nonsense and vanity, much making of phrases and senti- 
mental grimace ; hut there was one excellent speaker, adroit 
and rapid as only a Frenchman could be. With admirable I'ead- 
iness, skill, and rhetorical polish, he examined the arguments 
of all the others, and built upon their failures a triumph for him- 
self. His management of the language, too, was masterly, and 
French is the best of languages for such a purpose, — clear, flex- 
ible, full of sparisling points and quick, picturesque turns, with a 
subtile hlandneas that makes the dart tickle while it wounds. 
Truly he pleased the fancy, filled the ear, and carried us pleasant- 
ly along over the smooth, swift waters ; but then came from the 
crowd a gentleman, not one of the appointed orators of the even- 
ing, but who had really something m his heart to say, — a grave, 
dark man, with Spanish eyes, and tlie simple dignity of honor and 
earnestness in all his gesture and manner. He said in few and 
unadorned words his say, and the sense of a real presence filled 
the room, and those charms of rhetoric faded, as vanish the beau- 
ties of soap-bubble from the eyes of astonished chDdhood. 

I was present on one good occasion at the Academy the day 
that M. ESmusat was received there in the place of Royer-Collard. 
I looked down from one of the tribunea upon the flower of the 
celebrities of France, that is to say, of the celebrities which are 
authentic, oomme ilfavt. Among them were many marked faces, 
many fine heads ; but in reading the works of poets we always 
fancy them about the age of Apollo liimself, and I found with paia 
some of my fiivorites quite old, and very unlike, the company on 
Parnassus as represented by Raphael. Some, however, were 
venerable, even noble, to behold. Indeed, the literary dynasty of 
Fi-ance is growing old, and here, as in England and Gei-many, 
there seems likely to occur a serious gap before the inauguration 
of another, if indeed another is coming. 

However, it was an imposing sight ; there are men of real dis- 
tinction now in the Academy, and Moliere would have a f^r 
chance if ho ivere pi'opo^^ed to-day. Among the audience I saw 
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many ladies of fine expression and manner, as well as one or two 
preciEuses ridicules, a race which is never quite extiact. 

M. E^musat, as is the custom oti these occasions, painted the 
portrait of hia predecessor; the discourse was brilliant and dis- 
criminating in the details, but the orator seemed to me lo neglect 
drawing some obvious inferences which would have ^ven a better 
point of view for his subject. 

A seaiwe to me much more impressive and interesting waa oae 
which borrowed nothing from dreas, decorations, or the presence 
of titled pomp. I went lo call on La Mennais, to whom I had a 
letter. I found him in a little study ; his secretary was writing 
in a iiirger room through which I passed. Witli him was a some- 
what citizen-looking, but vivacious, elderly man, whom 1 was at 
first sorry to see, having wished for half an hour's undisturbed 
visit to the apostle of Demoeraey. But how quickly were those 
feelings displaced by joy when he named to me the gi-eat national 
lyrist of France, the unequalled E^ranger. I had not expected to 
see him at all, for he is not one to be seen, in any show place ; he 
lives in the hearts of the people, and needs no homage from tlieir 
eyes. I waa very happy ia that little study in presence of these 
two men, whose influence has been so great, so real. To me 
B^ranger has been much ; his wit, his pathos, his exquisite lyric 
grace, have made the most delicate strings vibrate, and I can feel, 
as well as see, what he is in his nation and hia place. I have not 
personally received anything from La Mennais, as, born under 
other circumstances, mental facts which he, once the pupil of Rome, 
has learned by passing through severe ordeals, are at the basis of 
all my thoughts. But I see well what he has been and is to Europe, 
and of what great force of nature and spirit. He seems suffering 
and pale, but in his eyes is the light of the future, 

These are men who need no flourish of trumpets to announce 
their coming, — no band of martial music upon their steps, — no 
obsequious nobles in their train. They are the ti-ue kings, the 
tlieocratic kings, the judges in Israel, The hearts of men make 
music at their approach ; the mind of the age is the historian of 
their passive ; and only men of destiny like themselves shall be 
"crmitted lo write their eulogies, or till llieir vacant seats. 
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Wherever there is a genius like his own, a germ of tlie finest 
fiTtit Biill hidden beneath the eoiJ, the " Chante pauvre petit " of 
Beranger shall strike, like a sunbeam, and give it force to emerge, 
and wherever there is the true Crusade, — for (he spirit, not the 
tomb of Christ, — shall be felt an echo of the " Qm tcs armet 
soient bmisjeune soldat " of La Mennais. 
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It imtds not to speak, in this cursory manner of the treasures 
of Art, pictures, seulptura'^, engravings, and the other riches which 
France lays open so freely fo the stranger in her Musses. Any 
examination worth writing of such objects, or account of the 
thoughts they inspire, demands a place by itself, and an ample 
(idd in which to expatiate. The American, first introduced to 
snme good pictures by the truly great geniuses of the religious 
period in Art, must, if capable at all of mental approximation to 
the life tln=rein embodied, be too deeply affected, too fdl of 
thoughts, to be in haste to say anything, and for me, I hide my 

No such great crisis, however, is io he apprehended from ac- 
quaintance with the productions of the modem French schooL 
They are, indeed, full of talent and of vigor, but also melodra- 
matic and exaggerated to a degree that seems to give the night- 
mare passage through the fresh and cheerful day. They sound 
no depth of soul, and are marked with the signet of a degen- 
ciate age. 

Thus speak I generally. To the pictures of Horace Vernet one 

cannot but turn a gracious eye, they are so faithful a transci-ipt 

of the hfe which circulates around us in the present state of thingH, 

and we are willing to see his nobles and generals mounted on 

17" 
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sucli excellent horses. De la Eoche gives me pleasure ; tlicni is 
in his pictures a simple and natural poesy; he ia a man who has 
in his own heart a well of good water, whence he draws for him- 
self when the streams are mixed with strange soil and bear ofibn- 
sive marks of the bloody battles of life. 

The pictures of Leopold Robert I find charming. They are 
full of vigor and nohleness ; they express a nature where all is 
rich, young, and on a large scale. Those that I have seen are so 
happily expressive of the thoughts and perceptions of early man- 
liood, I can hardly regret he did not live to enter on another stage 
of life, the impression now received ia so single. 

The effort of the French school in Art, as also its main ten- 
dency in literature, seems to be to turn the miad inside out, in the 
coarsest acceptation of such a phrase. Art can only be truly Art 
by presenting an adequate outward symbol of some fact in the ia- 
terior life. But then it is a symbol that Art seeks to present, and 
not the feet itself. These French painters seem to have no idea 
of this ; they have not studied the method of Nature. With the 
true artist, as with Nature hereclf, the more full the representa- 
tion, the more profound and enchanting is the sense of mystery. 
"We look and look, aa on a flower of which we cannot scrutinize 
the secret life, yet by looking seem coasfantly drawn nearer to 
the soul that cau'ies and governs that life. But m the French 
pictures suffering is represented by streams of blood, — wicked- 
ness by the most ghastly contortions. 

I saw a movement in the opposite direction in England ; it 
was in Turner's pictures of the later period. It is well known 
that Turner, so long an idol of the English public, paints now in 
ft manner which has caused the livehest dissensions in the world 
of connoisseurs. There are two parties, one of which maintains, 
not only that the pictures of the late period are not good, but that 
they are not pictures at all, — that it is impossible to malie out 
the design, or find what Turner is aiming at by those strange 
blotches of color. The other party declare that these pictures are 
not only good, but divine, — that whoever looks upon them in the 
true manner will not fail to fiud there somewhat ineffably and 
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ti-ausci3ii(Iciil]y aJmirable, — the soul of Art Books Imve been 
written lo defend Uiis side of the question. 

I had become much interested about this maft as tL f 
of feeling on either side seemed to denote that th am 

thing real and vital going on, and, while time wo Id n t [ -m t 
my visiting other private collections in London alt h 

borhood, I insisted on taking it for one of Turn p t It 

was at the house of one of his devoutest discipl wl 1 ar 
ranged everything in the rooms to harmonize will tl Tl 

were a great many of the earlier period ; flies m 1 t m 

charming, but superficial, views of Nature, Th y fa 

character that he who runs may read, — obviou mpl "ra 
ful. The later pictures were quite a difierent matt my t u 
looking things, — hieroglyphics of picture, rati than j tu 
itself. Sometimes you saw a range of red dots, wl h aft 1 
looking, dawned on you as the roofe of honses, — Inn t aks 
turned out to be most alluring rivulets, if trac 1 n tl pat n 
and a devout eye. Above all, they charmed tl j ind tl e 
thought. StiU, these pictures, it seems to me, ca t b 
fcidered fine works of Art, more than the mysl al t n eo 
mon to a certain cJa-is of minds in the United S at a 1 

called good writing. A great work of Art d dag eat 
thought, or a thought of beauty adequately exp us 1 N 1 
in Art nor literature more than in life can an ordinary 
thought be made interesting because well dressed. But in a 
transition state, whether of Art or literature, deeper thoughts 
are imperfectly expressed, because they cannot jet be held aad 
treated masteriy. Thia seems to be the case with Turner. He 
has got beyond the English gpntleman's conventional view of 
Nature, which implies a Utile sentiment and a itr?/ cultivated 
taste; he has become awake to what is elemental, normal, ia 
Natiii'e, — such, for instance, as one sees in the working of water 
on the sea-shore. He tries to represent these primitive forms. 
In the draivin^ of Piranesi, in the pictures of Rembrandt, one 
boiis this grand language exhibited more truly. It is not picture, 
Lut cerlain primitive and leading effect'* of light and shadow, ot 
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liues and contours, that captivate the attention. I saw a picture 
of Eemhrandt's at the Louvre, whose subject I do not know and 
have never cared to inquire. I canaot analyze the group, but I 
understand and feel the thought it embodies. At something 
similar Turner seems aiming; an aim so opposed to tlie practical 
and outward tendency of tlie English mind, that, as a matter of 
course, the majority find themselves mystified, and thereby an- 
gered, but for the same reason answering to so deep and seldom 
satisfied a want in the minds of the minority, as to secure the most 
ardent sympathy where any at all can be elicited. 

Upon this topic of the primitive forms and operations of 
nature, I am reminded of something interesting I was looking at 
yesterday. These are botanical models in wax, with microscopic 
dissections, by an artist from Florence, a pupil of Calamajo, the 
Director of the "Wax-ModeZ Museum there. I saw collections 
of ten different genera, embracing from flfly to sixty species, of 
Fungi, Mosses, and Lichens, detected and displayed in all the 
beautiful secrels of their lives ; many of tliem as observed by Dr. 
LeveiU^ of Paris. The artist told me that a fishei-man, inti-oduced 
to such acquaintance with the marvels of love and beauty which 
we trample under foot or burn in the cliimney each careless day, 
exclaimed, " 'T is the good God who pi-otects us on the sea that 
made all these " ; and a similar recognition, a correspondent feel- 
ing,' will not be easily evaded by the most callous observer. This 
artist has supplied many of tliesa models to the magnificent collec- 
tion of the Jardin des Ptanies, to Edinburgh, and to Bologna, and 
would furnish them to our museums at a much cheaper rate tlian 
they can elsewhere be obtained. I wish the Univei-sities of Cam- 
bridge, New York, and other leading institutions of our country, 
might aviul themselves of the opportunity 

In Paris I have not been very fortunate in heaiing the best 
music. At the different Opera-Houses, the oichestra is ^.Iways 
good, but the vocalization, though far eupeiioi to what I have 
heard at home, falls so far short of my idois and hopes that — 
except (o the Italian Opera — I have not been often. Ihe 0/>era 
Comiqiie I visited only once ; it was tolerably well, and no more. 
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and, for myself, I find the tolerable intolerable in music. At the 
Grand Opera I heard Robert le Diable and GuiUaume 2'eU almost 
with ennui ; the decorations and dresses are magniflcenf, the instru- 
mental performance good, but not one fine singer to flli these fine 
parts. Duprez has had a great reputation, aad probably has sung 
better in former days ; still he has a vulgar mind, and can never 
have had any merit as an artist. At present I find him unbear- 
able. He forces his voice, sings in the most coarse, showy style, 
and sums at producing effects without regard to the liarmony of 
Lis part ; fat and vulgar, he stili takes the part of the lover and 
young chevidier ; to my sorrow I saw him in Kavenswood, and he 
has well-nigh disenchanted for me the Bride of Lammermoor. 

The Italian Opera is here as well sustained, I believe, as any- 
where in tlie world at present ; all about it is certainly quite 
good, but alas! notliing excellent, nothing admirable. Yet no I I 
must not say nothing : Lablache is excellent, — voice, intonation, 
manner of song, action. Ronconi I found good in the Doctor 
oi " 1/ ^Hsire d" Amore. For the higher parts Grisi, though now 
much too large for some of her parts, and without a particle of 
poetic grace or dignity, has certainly beauty of feature, and from 
nature a fine voice. But I find her conception of her parts 
equally coarse and shallow. Her love is the love of a peasant ; 
her anger, though having the Italian picturesque richness and 
vigor, is the anger of an Italian fishwife, entirely unlike any- 
thing in the same rank elsewhere ; her despair is that of a peraon 
with the toothache, or who has drawn a blaak in the lottery. 
The first time I saw her was in Norma; then the beauty of 
her outline, which becomes really enchanting as she recalls the 
fij^t emotions of love, the force and gush of her song, filled my 
ear, and cliarmed the senses, so that I was pleased, and did not 
perceive her great defects ; but with each time of seeing her 
I liked her less, and now I do not like her at all. 

Persiani is more generally a favorite here ; she is indeed skil- 
ful both as an actress and in the management of her voice, but 
I find her expression meretricious, her singing mechanical. 
Keither of llicso women is equal to Pioc in natural force, if she 
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had but tlio same advantages of culture and envii-or.ment. In 
hearing Semiramide here, I first leai'ned to appreciate the de- 
gree of talent with which it was cast in New York. Grisi indeed 
ig a far better Semiramis than Borgheae, but the best parts of 
the opera lost all their charm from the inferiority of Erambillai 
who took Pico's place. Mario has a charming voice, grace and 
tenderness ; he fills very well the part of the young, chivabic 
lover, hut he has no range of power. Coletti ia a very good 
singer ; he has not from Nature a fine voice or peraonal beauty ; 
but he has talent^ good tasle, and oflen surpasses the expectation 
he has inspired. Gardini, the new singer, I have only heard 
once, and that was in a lovesick-shepherd part ; he showed del- 
icacy, tenderness, and tact. In flue, among all these male singers 
there is much to please, but little to charm ; and for the women, 
they never fail absolutely to fill their parts, but no ray of the 
Muse has fallen on them. 

Don Giovanni conferi-ed on me a benefit, of which certainly 
its great author never dreamed. I shall relate it, — first begging 
pai-don of Mozart, and assuring him I had no thought of turning 
his music to the account of a " vulgar utility." It was quite by 
accident. After suffering several days veiy much wiiJi the tooth- 
ache, I resolved to get rid of the cause of sorrow by the aid of 
ether; not sorry, either, to try its efficacy, after all the marvellous 
stories I had heard. The first time I inhaled it, I did not for sev- 
eral seconds feel the effect, and was just thinking, "Alas ! this 
has not power to soothe nerves so irritable as mine," when sud- 
denly I wandered of^ I don't know where, but it was a sensation 
like wandering in long garden-walks, and through many alleys of 
trees, — many impressions, but all pleasant and serene. The 
moment the tube was removed, I started into consciousness, and 
put my hand to my cheek ; but, sad ! the throbbing tooth was still 
there. The dentist said I had not seemed to him insensible. He 
Ihen gave me the ether in a stronger dose, and this time I quitted 
the body instantly, and cannot remember any detail of what I saw 
and did; but the impression was as in the Oriental tale, where the 
man has his head in the water an instant only, but in his vision a 
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thousand years seem to liave passed. 1 experienced tliat same 
Benae of an immense length of time and succession of impreaaiona; 
even now, the moment my mind was in that alate seems to mo a 
far longer period in time than my life on earth does as I look hack 
upon it. Suddenly I seemed to see the old dentist, as I had for 
the moment before I inhaled the gas, amid his plants, in his night- 
cap and dressing-gown; in the twilight tlie figure had somewhat 
of a Faust-like, magical iur, and he seemed to say, " C'est imdile." 
Again I started up, fancying that once more he had not dared to 
extract the tooth, but it was gone. What is worth noticing is the 
menial translation I made of his words, which my ear must have 
caught, for my companion tells me he said, " G'esl h moment" a 
phrase of just as many syllables, but conveying just the opposite 

Ah! how I viished tJien that you had settled, there in the 
United States, ivlio really brought this means of evading a portion 
of the misery of life into use. But as it was, I remained at a loss 
whom to apostrophize with my benedictions, whether Dr. Jackson, 
Morton, or Wells, and somebody thus was robbed of his due; — 
neither does Europe know to whom to address her medals. 

However, there is no evading the heitvier part of these mis- 
eries. Tou avoid the moment of suffering, and escape the effort of 
screwing up your courage for one of these moments, but not the 
jar to the whole system. I found the effect of having talten the 
ether bad for me. I seemed to taste it all the time, and neural- 
gic pain continued ; this lasted three daya. For the evening of 
the thii'd, I liad taken a ticket to Don Giovanni, and could not 
bear to give up this opera, which I had always been longing 
to hear ; still I was in much suffering, and, as it was the sixth day 
I had been so, much wealtened. However, I went, expecting to 
be obliged to come out ; but tlie music soothed the nerves at once. 
I hardly suffered at all during the opera; however, I supposed 
the pain would return as soon as I came out; but no I it left me 
from that time. Ah! if physicians only understood the influence 
of the mind over the body, instead of treating, as they so often do, 
their patients like machines, and according to precedent ! But I 
most pause herp for to-day. 
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Adieu to Paris. —Its Scenes. — The Procession of the Fat Ox. — Destitution or 
tliePooi-er Classes. — Need of a Eeform. — The Doctrines of I'oTirier making 

Progress EbtIbw of Fourier's Lifa and Cliaractar. — The Faiisian Press on 

the Spaiusli Marriaga. — Gnizot's Policy. — Napoleon. — The Manuscripts of 
Eonsseau in the Chamber of DepnUes. — His Character. — Speech of M. Berryar 
in the Chamber. — American and French Oratory. — The Affiur of Cracow. — 
Doil Speakers in tha Chambar — Frenol Vvao"ly — Amnsiiig Scene — 
Gnizot speotijig. — Intemationia Fsohange of Books — Tie Evening School 
of the Fi-erei ChreUmi —The G-eat Cool Booomplshed by them — S g- 
g(*itions for the like in Amenca — Tl e I s t t of tho Deic nes,es - Iha 
Mew York "Hom8." — S olfo II s ei P — Th Eec! la n of 



I BADE adieu to Pwis on tlie 2olh of Ttbiunn ji t as ne 
had had one fioe day It w\s the only one of rually del ghtful 
weather, from morning till night that I liad to en]oy all the 
while I W03 at Pans fiom die 13th of Novetnlei till tl e _oth 
of February. Let no one abu'^e oui chmate eren in w nier 
it is deiightful, compaie I to tl a Pai s m wi t r if mud ii 1 

This one day bxonght out the FatismD worli m its gayest colors 
I npvir saw anything more animated or prettiei of the kind than 
the promLnade that day in the Ohamps Ehjs&et Such crowds of 
gay equipages with caoahers and then amatons fiy og through 
their midst on handsome and swift horses ' On the promenade 
what groups of pas ably pretty ladies with exceaaivclj pretty 
bonnets, announcing in their hues of hght green peach blosaom 
and primrose the approach of spring and chairaiag childien 
foi riLich chilh n are charming' I cannot speak -nith eqiol 
■» pi 1 t 1 of the lilea ol 1 IP I '*a It r n^ a n 1 i O <• Q^t 
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few fine-looking men in Pai-is : the air, Inilf-niilitaiy, lialf-dandy, 
of self-esteem aad savoir-faire, is not pai-ticnlarly intei-esticg ; nor 
are the glassy stai-e and fumes of bad eigaia exactly what one 
most desires to encounter, when the heart is opened by the hreath 
of spring zephyrs and the hope of buds and blossoms. 

But a Frendi crowd is always gay, full of quick turns and 
drolleries; most amusing when most petulant, it represents what 
ia so agreeable in the character of the nation. We have now 
seen it on two good occasions, the festivities of the new year, 
and just after we came was the procession of the Fai Ox, de- 
scribed, if I mistake not, by Eugene Sue. An immense crowd 
thi-onged the streets this year to see it, but few figures and little 
invention followed the emblem of plenty ; indeed, few among the 
people could have had the heart for such a sham, knowing how 
the poorer classes have suffered fi-om hunger this winter. All 
signs of this are kept out of sight in Paris. A pamphlet, called 
" The Voice of Famine," stating facts, though in the tone of vul- 
gar and exaggerated declamation, unhappily common to produc- 
tions on the i-adical side, was suppressed almost as soon as pub- 
lished; but the fact cannot be suppressed, that the people in the 
provinces have suffered most terribly amid the vaunted pros- 
peiily of France. 

■While Louis Philippe lives, the gases, compressed by his strong 
grasp, may not burst up to light; but the need of some radical 
measures of reform is not less strangly felt in France than else- 
where, and tlie time will come before long when such will he im- 
peratively demanded. The doctrines of Fourier are making con- 
siderable progress, and wherever they spread, the necessity of 
some practical application of the precepts of Christ, in lieu of the 
m ummeries of a worn-out ritual, cannot fail to ho felt. The more 
I see of the terrible ills which infest the body politic of Europe, 
the more indignation I feel at the selfishness or stupidity of those 
in my own country who oppose an examination of these subjects, 
— such as is animated by the hope of prevention. The mind of 
Fourier was, in many respects, uncongenial to mine. Educated in 
an age of gross inaterliili^m, he was iainted by its faults. In at 
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tempts to reorganize society, lie commits the error of malting soul 
the result of health of body, iast«ad of body the clothing of soul ; 
but his heart was that of a genuiae lover of his kind, of a phi- 
lanthropist in the sense of Jesus, — his views were large and noble. 
His life was one of devout study on these subjects, and I should 
pity the person who, after the briefest sojourn in Manchester and 
Lyons, — the most superfldal acquaintance with the population of 
London and Paris, — could seek to hinder a study of his thoughts, 
or be wanting in reverence for his purijoses. But always, always, 
the unthinking mob has found stones on the highway to throw at 
the prophets. 

Amid so many great causes for thought and anxiety, how child- 
ish has seemed the endless gossip of the Parisian press on the 
subject of the Spanish marriage, — how melancholy the flimsy 
falsehoods of M. G-uizot, — more melancholy the avowal so naively 
made, amid those falsehoods, that io his mind expediency is the 
best policy ! This is the policy, said he, that has made France 
so prosperous. Indeed, the success is correspondent with the 
means, though in quite another sense than that he meant. 

I went to the Hold des Invcdides, supposing I should be admitted 
to the spot where repose the ashes of Napoleon, for though I love 
not pilgrimages to sepulchres, and prefer paying my homage to 
the livmg epii'it ratlier than to tlie dust it once animated, I should 
have liked to muse a moment beside his urn ; hut as yet the visitor 
is not admitted there. In the library, however, one sees the picture 
of Napoleon crossing the Alps, opposite to that of the present King 
of the French, Just as tliey are, these should serve as frontis- 
pieces io two chapters of history. In the flrst^ the seed was sown 
io a field of blood indeed, yet was it the seed of all that is vital in 
the present period. By Napoleon the career was really laid open 
to talent, and all that is really great in France now consists in the 
possibility that talent finds of strugghng to the light. 

Paris is a great intellectual centre, and there is a Chamber of 
Deputies to represent the people, very different from the poor, 
limited Assembly pohtically so called. Their tribune is that of 
hterature, and one needs not to beg tickets to mingle witli the au- 
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dience. To liie actually so-called CliamLer of Deputies I was in- 
debted for two pleasures. First and greatest^a siglit of the manu- 
scripts of Rousseau treasured in their Libraiy. I saw them and 
touched them, — those manuscripts just as he has celebrated them, 
written on the fine white paper, lied with ribbon. Yellow and 
faded age has made them, yet at their touch I seemed to feel the fire 
of youth, immortally glowing, more and more expansive, with which 
bis soul has pervaded this century. He was tlie precursor of all 
we most prize. True, his blood was mixed with madness, and the 
course of Lis actual life made some detours through villaaoua 
places, but his spirit was intimate with the fundamental truths of 
human natui-e, and fraught witli prophecy. There is none who 
has given birtli to more life for this age ; his gifts are yet untold ; 
they are too present with «s; but he who thinks really must 
often think with Eousseau, and learn of him even more and more : 
such is the method of genius, to ripen fruit for the crowd of those 
rays of whose heat they complain. 

The second pleasure was in the speech of IVL Berryer, when 
the Chamber was discussing tlio Address to llie King, Those of 
Thiers aJid Guizot had been, so fiir, more interesting, as they 
stood for more that was important ; but M. Berryer is the most 
eloquent speaker of the House. His oratory is, indeed, very 
good; not logical, but plausible, full and rapid, with occasional 
bursts of flame and showers of sparks, though indeed no stosie of 
size and weight enough to crush any man was thrown out of the 
crater. Although tlie oratory of our country is very inferior to 
what might be expected from the perfect freedom and powerful 
motive for development of genius in this province, it presents sev- 
eral examples of persons superior in both force and scope, and 
equal in polish, to M. Berryer. 

NoUiing can be more pitiful than the manner in which the in- 
famous affair of Cracow is treated on all hands. There is not 
even the affectation of noble feeling about it. La Mennais and 
his coadjutors published ui La Beforrm an honorable and miuily 
protest, which the public rushed to devour the moment it was out 
of the press ; — and no wonder ! for it was the only crumb of corn- 
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fort offei-ed to t!i<Be who have the nobleness to hope tliat llio eiiri' 
federation of nations may yet be conducted on the baaia of divine 
justice and human right. Most men who touched the subject, 
apparently weary of feigning, appeared in their genuine colors of 
the calmest, most complacent selfishness. As described by Kor- 
ner in the prayer of such a man : — 

"OGoa,saveine, 

ily wife, ohild, and licsrtit, 

Than my harvest also; 
. Thea will I bless thee, 

Thongh thy lightning scorch to blackness 

AU iJiB rest of hnman khid." 

A sentiment whieli finds its paraphrase in the following vnlgafe 
ofoiirknd: — 

My wife, child, and brother Samrn}', 
Us four, and no aiM-t." 

The latter clause, indeed, is not quite frankly avowed as yet by 
politicians. 

It is very amusing to be in the Chamber of Deputies when 
eome dull person is speaking. The French have a truly Greek 
vivacity ; they cannot endure to be bored. Though tlieir conduct 
is not very di^ifled, I should like a corps of the same kind of 
sharp-shooters in our legislative assemblies when honorable gentle- 
men are addressing their constituents and not the assembly, re- 
peating in lengthy, windy, clumsy paragraphs what has been the 
Iraism of the newspaper press for months previous, wickedly 
wasting the time that was given us to learn something for oar- 
selves, and help our fellow-creatures. In the French Chamber, if 
a man who Las nothing to say ascends the tribune, tiie audience- 
ixwm ia filled with tJie noise as of myriad beehives ; the President 
rises on his feet, and passes the whole time of the speech in taking 
the most violent exercise, stretching himself to look imposing, ring- 
ing his bell every two minutes, shouting to the i-epresentatives of 
the nation to be decoi-ous and attentive. In vain ; the more lie rings, 
tiie more they won't be still. I saw an oralor m tliis situation. 
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figlitiag against the desires of the audience, as only a Frenchman 
could, — certainly a man of any other nation would have died of 
embarrassment rather, — screaming out his sentences, stretching 
out both arms with an air of injured dignity, panting, gi'owing 
red in the fece ; bat the hubbub of voices never stopped an instant. 
At last he pretended lo be exhausted, stopped, and took out his 
snuff-box. Instantly there was a caha. He seized the occasion, 
ajid shouted out a sentence ; but it was the only one he was able 
lo make heard. They were not lo he trapped so a second time. 
When any one is speaking that commands interest, as Berryer 
did, the effect of this vivacity is very pleasing, the murmur of 
feeling that rushes over tlie assembly is so quick and electric, — 
light, too, as the ripple on the lake. I Leard Guizot speak one 
day for a short time. His manner ia very deficient in dignity, — 
has not even the dignity of station ; yon see the man of culti- 
vated intellect, but without inward strength ; nor is even his pan- 
oply of proof. 

I saw in the Library of the Deputies some books intended to 
be sent to our country ihreugh M. Vattemare. The Fi-ench have 
shown grfat readiness and genei-osity with regard to his project, 
and I earnestly hope that our country, if it accept these tokens of 
good-wili, will show both energy and judgment in making a re- 
turn. I do not speak from myself alone, but from othere whose 
opinion is entitled lo the highest respect, when I say it is not by 
sending a great quantity of documents of mei-e!y local interest, 
that would he esteemed lumber in our garrets at home, that you 
pay respect to a nation able to look beyond the binding of a book. 
If anything is to be sent, let persons of ability be deputed to make 
a selection honorable to us and of value to the French. They 
would like documents from our Congress, — what is important as 
to commerce and manufactures ; they would also like much what 
can throw light on the history and character of our aborigines. 
This project of international exchange could not be carried on to 
any permanent advantage witliout accredited agents on either 
side, but in its present shape it wears an aspect of good feeling 
tliat is valuable, and may give a very desiral)le impulse to thought 
18* 
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and knowledge, il. Vatteaiai-e has given liimself to the plau 
with indefatigahle perseverance, and I hope our country will not 
be backward to accord him that furtherance he liaa known how to 
conquer from his countrymen. 

To his complaisance I was indebted for opportunity of a leis- 
urely survey of the Imprimeri Royale, which gave me several 
suggestions J shall impart at a more favorable time, and of tha 
operations of tlie Mint also. It was at his request that the Libra- 
rian of the Chamber showed me the manuscripts of Rousseau, 
which are not always seen by the traveller. He also introduced 
me to one of the evening schools of the Fnres Chretiens, where 
I saw, with pleasure, how much can bo done for the working 
classes only by evening lessons. In reading and writing, adults 
had made surprising progress, and still more so in drawing. I 
saw nitii the highest pleasure, excellent copies of good models, 
niddo by hnrd-handed porters and errand-boys with their brass 
badges on their breasts. The Ijenefits of such an accomplishment 
are, in my eyes, of the highest value, giving them, by insensible 
decrees, thur part in the glories of art and seienoe, and in the tran- 
quil lefinements of home. Visions rose in my mind of all that 
might be done in our country by associations of men and women 
nho hive received the benefits of literary culture, giving such 
evening lessons throughout our cities and villages. Should I ever 
return, I shnll propose to some of the like-minded an association 
foi such a purpose, and try the experiment of one of these schools 
of Christian brothers, with the vow of disinterestedness, but with- 
out the robe and the subdued priestly maoner, which even in 
these men, some of whom seemed to me truly good, I could not 
away with. 

I visited also a Protestant institution, called that of the Deacon- 
esses, which pleased me in some respects. Beside the regular 
Orhhe, they tale the sick children of the poor, and nui-se them 
till they are well. They have also a refuge like that of the Home 
which the ladies of New York have provided, through which 
members of the most unjustly treated class of society may return 
to peace and usefulness. There are institulions of the kind in 
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Paris, but too formal, — and the treatment slioivs ignorance of 
human nature. I eee nothing that shows so enhghtencd a apiiit 
as the Home, a little germ of good which I hope flourishes and 
finds active aid in the community. I have collected many facts 
with regai-d to this suffering class of women, both in England and 
in France. I have seen them under the thin veil of gayety, and 
in the honible tatters of utter degradation. I have seen the feel- 
ings of men with regard to their condition, and the general heart- 
lessness in women of more favoi-cd and protected Jives, which 1 
can only ascribe to utter igaoranee of the facts. If a proclama- 
tion of some of these can remove it, I hope to make such a one in 
the hour of riper judgment, and after a more extensive survey. 

Sad as are many features of the time, we have at least the sat- 
iafiiction of feeling that if something ti-ue can be revealed, if 
something wise and kind shall be perseveriugly tried, it stands a 
chance of nearer success than ever before ; for much light has 
been let in at the windows of the world, and many dark nooks 
have been touched by a consoling ray. The influence of such a 
ray I felt in visiting the School for Idiots, near Paris, — idiots, so 
called long time by the impatience of the crowd ; yet there are 
really none such, but only beings so below the averse standard, 
so partially organized, that it is difficult for fiiem to learn or to 
sustain themselves. I wept the whole time I was in this place a 
shower of sweet and hitter tears ; of joy at what had been done, 
of grief for all that I and otliera possess and cannot impai-t to these 
litfle ones. But patience, and the Father of All will give them 
all yet, A good angel these of Paris have in their master, I 
have seen no man that seemed lo me more worthy of envy, if one 
could envy liappiness so pure and tender. He is a man of seven 
or eight and twenty, who formerly came there only to give lessons 
in writing, but became so mterested in his charge that he came at 
last to live among them and to serve them. They sing the 
hymns he writes for them, and as I saw his fine countenance look- 
ing in love on those distorted and opaque vases of humanity, 
where he had succeeded in waking up a faint flarae, I thought his 
heart eonld never fail lo bo well warmed and buoyant. They 
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Bang well, both in pai'ts and in chorus, went through gjinuasiia 
exercises with order and pleasure, tlien stood in a cirele and kept 
time, while several danced extremely welL One little fellow, 
with whom the difficulty seemed to be that an excess of nervous 
sensibility paralyzed instead of exciting the powers, recited poems 
witb a touching, childish grace and perfect memory. Tliey write 
well, draw well, make shoes, and do carpenter's work. One of 
tlie cases most interesting to the metaphysician is that of a boy, 
brought thei-e about two years and a half ago, ai the age of thir- 
teen, in a state of brutality, and of ferocious brutality. I read 
the physician's report of him at that period. He discovered no 
ray of decency or reason; entirely beneath the animals in the 
exerdse of the senses, he discovei-ed a restless fury beyond that 
of beasts of prey, breaking and throwing down whatever came in 
his way ; was a voracious glutton, and every way grossly sensual. 
Many trials and vast patience were necessary before an inlet 
could be obtained to his mind ; then it was through the means of 
mathematics. He delights in the figures, can draw and name 
them all, detects them by the touch when blindfolded. Each 
mental effort of the kind he still follows up with an imbedio 
chuckle, as indeed his face and whole manner are stiil that of an 
idiot; but he has been raised from his sensual state, and can now 
discriminate and name colors and perfumes which before were all 
alike to him. He is partially redeemed ; earlier, no doubt, far 
more might have been done for him, but tlie degree of success is 
an earnest which must encourage to pei-severance in the most 
seemingly hopeless cases. I thought sorrowfully of the persona 
of this class whom I have known in oar country, who might have 
been so raised and solaced by similar care. I hope ample pro- 
vision may erelong be made for these Pariahs of the human 
race ; every case of the kind brings its blessings with it, fmd ob- 
servation on these subjects would be as rich in suggestion for the 
ihoughf, as such acts of love are balmy for the heart. 
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Musio ill Paris. — Cliopia and tha Chevalier Heukomm. —Adieu to Paris. — 
A Widuigbt Drive in a Diligancs. — Lyons and its Weavers. — Tlieic tlauner 
of Life. — A Young Wife. — The Weavers' Oiiildren. — Tha Bauks of Iho 
Elione. — Dreary Weather for Sonthera France. — The Old Homaii Amphi- 
theatre at Aries.- The Women of Ariea. — MarEBilles. — Passage to Qanoo.- 
Italy.— Genoa and Naples. — Baite. — Vesnvins. — The Italian Character 
at Home. — Passnga from Leghorn in a Smnll Steamer. — Narrow Escape. 
— A Confusion of Langnages. — Dcgmdatlon of the KosipoUtans. 

Noplas. 

In my last -days at Pai-is I was fortunate in hearing some 
delightful music, A friend of Chopin's took me to see him, and 
I had the pleasure, which the delicacy of his health makes a rare 
one for the public, of hearing him play. All the impressions I 
had received from hearing his music imperfectly performed were 
justified, for it has marked traits, which can be veiled, hut not 
travestied; hut to feel it as it merits, one must hear himseF; 
only a person as exquisitely organized as he can adequately ex- 
press these subtile secrets of the creative spirit. 

It was with a very different sort of pleasure that I listened to 
the Chevalier Neukomm, the celebrated composer of "David," 
which has been so popular in our country. I heard him impro- 
vise on the orgiis expressif, and afterward on a great organ 
which has just been built here by Cavaille for the cathedral of 
Ajaccio. Full, sustained, ardent, yet exact, the stream of his 
thought bears ivith it the attention of hearers of all characters, 
as his character, full of lonhontmie, open, friendly, animated, and 
sagacious, would seem to have something to present fpr the affec- 
tion and esteem of all kinds of men. 

Chopin is the minstrel, Neukomm the oralor of music: we 
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ttj,nt them both, — the mjitenoits nhispera and tin. resolute 
pleadings fiflm ihe better world, winch calls us not lo eliimljer 
here, but press daily ouw ird lo claim oui he^lt^ge 

Palis ' I w&s sad to leave thee, thou ■nonderful focus, wbeie 
Ignorance ceases to be a pain, because there we find such means 
d Illy fo lessen iL It is the only school w here I ever found abun 
dance of teachers w ho could beai bemg esamined by the pupil in 
their special branches, I must go to this school inoie before I 
again cross the Atlantic, ^^bere often lor yeirs 1 h'lye Ctirned 
about "ome tnflmg question without finding the puson who could 
answer it. E ally d p q es must all ansnei foi oui 

selves , the m tl j ty tl 11 t ve get not quiiLly through 
with a ciowd f d taiL wl tl xppin,nce of othe^^ might 
accelerate oi i 

Leaving by rf/y w p d r way from twelve o'clock 
on Thursday 1 11 t 1 t It Friday, thus having a large 
share of magnificent moonlight upon the unknown fields we were 
traversing. At Chalons we took boat and reached Lyons betimes 
that afternoon. So soon as refreshed, we sallied out to visit some 
of the garrets of the weavers. As we were making inquiries 
about these, a sweet little girl who heard us offered to be our 
guide. She led us by a weary, winding way, whose pavement 
was much easier for her feet in their wooden sabots than for ours in 
Paris shoes, to the fop of a hill, from which we saw for the first lime 
"tlie blue and arrowy Rhone." Entering the high buikliags on 
this high hill, I found each chamber tenanted by a family of 
weavers, — all weavers; wife, husband, sons, daughters, — from 
nine years old upward, — each was helping. On one side were 
the looms ; nearer the door the cooking apparatus ; the beds were 
shelves near the ceiling : they climbed up to them on ladders. 
My swoct little gel turned out to be a wife of six or seven years' 
standing, with two rather sickly-looking children ; she seemed to 
have the greatest comfort that is possible amid the perplexities of 
a hard and anxious lot, to judge by the proud and affectionate 
manner in which she always said " mon man," and by the cour- 
teous gentleness of his manner toward her. She seemed, iiitlecd. 
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to be one of those persons on whom "the Graces linve snuled 
in their cradle," and to whom a natural loveliness of character 
makes the world as easy as it can be made while the evil spirit is 
still so busy choking the wheat with tares. I admired her 
gi-aceful manner of introdudng us info Uiose dark little rooms, 
and she was affectionately received by all her acquaintance. But 
alas I that voice, by nature of such bird-like vivacity, repeated 
again and agwn, " Ah ! we are all very unhappy now." " Do 
you sing together, or go to evening schools ? " " We have not the 
heart. When we have a piece of work, we do not elJr tiU it is 
finished, and then we run to try and get another ; but often we 
have fo wait idle for weeks. It grows worae and worse, and they 
say it is not likely to be any better. We can think of nothing, 
but whether we shall be able to pay our rent. Ah ! the work- 
people are veiy unhappy now." This poor, lovely little girl, at 
an age when the merchant's daughters of Boston and New Tork 
are just gaining their first experiences of " society," knew to a 
fiirtliing the price of every article of food and clothing that is 
wanted by such a household. Her thought by day and her dream 
bynigktwas,wbether she should long be able to procure a scanty 
supply of these, and Nature had gifted her with precisely those 
qualities, which, unembarrassed by care, would have made her 
and all she loved really happy ; and she was fortunate now, com- ■ 
pared with many of her sex in Lyons, — of whom a gentleman 
who knows the class well said : " When their work fails, they have 
no resource except in the sale of their persons. There are but 
these two ways open fo them, weaving or prostitution, to gain 
their bread." And there are those who dare to say that such 
a state of things is weU enough, and what Providence intended for 

nian^ -irho call those who have hearts to suffer at the sight, 

energy aad zeal fo seek its remedy, visionaries and fanatics ! To 
themselves be woe, who have eyes and see not, ears and hear not, 
the convulsions and sobs of injured Humanity ! 

My little friend fold me she had nursed both her children, — 
though almost all of her class are obliged fo put their children 
out to nurse ; "but," said she, " they arc brought back so little, 
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so miserable, that I resolved, if possible, to keep mine with me." 
Next day in the steamboat I read a pamphlet by a physician of 
Lyons in which he recommends the establishment of Oriohes, not 
merely like tliose of Paris, to keep the children by day, but to 
provide wet-nurses for them. Thus, by the infants receiving 
nourishment from more healthy persons, and who under the 
supervision of directors would treat them well, he hopes to 
counteract the tendency to degenerate in this race of sedentaiy 
workers, and to save the mothers trova too heavy a burden of 
care and labor, without breaking the bond between tliem and tlieir 
children, whom, under such circumstances, they could visit often, 
and see them taken care of as they, brought up to know noth- 
ing except how to weave, cannot take care of them. Here, ^ain, 
how is one reminded of Fourier's observations and plans, still 
more enforced by the recent developments at Manchester as to 
the habit of feeding children on opium, which has grown out of 
the position of things there. 

Descending next day to Avignon, I had tbe mortification of 
finding the banks of the Rhone still sheeted with white, and there 
waded through melting snow to Laura's tomb. We did not see 
Mr. Dickens's Tower and Goblin, — it was too late in the day, — 
but we saw a snowball fight between two Imnds of the military 
in the castle yai-d that was gay enough to make a goblin laugh. 
And next day on to Aries, still snow, — snow and cutting blasts 
in lie South of France, where everybody had promised us buvl- 
songs and blossoms to console us for the dreary winter of Paris. 
At Aries, indeed, I saw the little saxifrage blossoming on the 
steps of the Amphitheatre, and fruit-trees in flower amid tlie 
tombs. Here for the first time I saw the great handwriting of 
tJie Romans in its proper medium of stone, and I was content. 
It looked 03 grand and solid as I expected, as if life in those days 
was thought worth the having, the enjoying, and the Uhing. The 
sunlight was warm this day; it lay deliciously still and calm 
upon the rums On old woman sat knitting where twenty-five 
thousand persons once gazed down m fierce excitement on the 
fi 'hts of mi,n in! lion Comirg I>:i<'k, we were refreshed all 
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thraogb the ^truefs by the siglif of the ivomen of Aries. Tiiejf 
aaswered to their reputation for heauty ; tali, erect, and noble, 
with high and dignified features, and a full, earnest gaze of tliQ 
eye, they looked as if the Eagle still waved its wings over their 
city. Even the very old women stiil have a degree of beauty, 
because wliea the colors are all faded, and the skin wrinkled, the 
face ret^ns this dignity of outline. The men do not shai-e in 
tliese characteristics ; some priestess, well beloved of the powers 
of old reli^on, must have called down an especial blessing on her 
sex in this town. 

Heace to Marseilles, — where is little for the traveller to see, 
except the mixture of Oriental blood in the crowd of the ati'eets. 
Thence by steamer to Genoa. Of this transit, he who has been 
on the Mediterranean in a stiff breeze well understands I can 
have nothing to say, except " I suffered." It was all one dull, 
tormented dream to me, and, I believe, to most of the ship's com- 
pany, — a dream too of thirty hours' duration, instead of the 
promised sixteen. 

The excessive beauty of Genoa is well known, and the impres- 
sion upon the eye alone was correspondent with what 1 expected ; 
but, alas ! the weather was still so cold I could not realize that I 
had actually touched those shores lo which I had looked forward 
all my life, where it seemed that the heart would expand, and the 
whole nature be turned to delight. Seen by a cutting wind, the 
marble palaces, the gardens, the magniflcent water-view of Genoa, 
tailed to charm, — "I mw, not felt, how beautiful they wei-e." Only 
at Naples have I found my Italy, and here not till afVer a week's 
waiting, — not till I began to believe that all I had heard in praise 
of the climate of Italy was fable, and that there is really no spring 
anywhere except in, the imagination of poets. For the first week 
was an exact copy of the miseries of a New England spring ; a 
bright sun came for an hour or two in the morning, just to coax 
you foitli without your cloak, and thai came up a villanous, hor- 
rible wind, exactly like the worst east wind of Boston, breaking 
the heart, racking the brain, and turning hope and fancy to an 
irrevouable green and yellow hue, in lieu of fheir native rose. 
19 
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Howevei', here at Naples I Aaw at Isist found my Italy; I Lave 
passed tlirougli the Grotto of Pausilippo, Tisited Cuma, Baiie, and 
Capvi, ascended Vesuvius, and found all familiar, except tho 
sense of enchantment, of sweet exhilaration, this scene conveys. 

■' Boholil how brightly breaks the morning ! " 

and yet all new, as if never yet described, for Nature Iiei'e, most 
prolific and exuberant in her gifts, has touched them all with a 
charm unhackneyed, unhackneyable, which the boots of English 
dandies cannot trample out, nor the raptures of sentimental tour- 
ists daub or fade. BiusB had still a hid divinity for me, Vesuvius 
a fresh baptism of fire, and Sorrento — Sorrento was beyond 
picture, beyond poesy, for the greatest Artist had been at work 
there in a temper beyond tlie reach of human art. 

Beyond this, reader, my old friend and valued acquaintance on 
other themes, I shall tell you nothing of Naples, for it is a thing 
apart in the journey of life, and, if represented at all, should be so 
in a fairer form than offers itself at present. Now the actual life 
here is over, I am going to Rome, and expect to see that fane of 
thought the last day of this week. 

At Genoa and Leghorn, I saw for tlie first time Italians in their 
homes. Very attractive I found them, charming women, refined 
men, eloquent and courteous. If the cold wind hid Italy, it 
could not the Italians. A little group of faces, each so full of 
character, dignity, and, what is so rare in an American face, the 
capacity for pure, exalting passion, will live ever in my memory, 
— the fulfilment of a hope ! 

We started f om Leghorn in an English boat, highly recom- 
mended, and as little deserving of sucli praise as many anotiier 
biipuffed article. In the middle of a fine, clear night, she waa run 
into hy the mail steamer, which all on deck clearly saw coming 
upon her, for no reason that could be ascertained, except that llie 
man at the wheel said he had turned the right way, and it never 
seemed to occur to him that he could change when he found the 
other steamer liad taken the same direction. To be sure, the 
Other steamer was equally careless, but as a change on our part 
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would have prevented an accident that narrowly missed aeading 
us all to the hottom, it liai-dly eeemed ivorth while to persist, for 
the sake of convietiag them of error. 

Neither the Captmn nor any of his people spoke French, a,ad 
we \ni been much amused before by the chamhennaid acting out 
tbe old slory of "Will jou lend me the loan of a gridiron?" A 
Polish lidy was on bo^td, with a French waiting-maid, who un- 
dti-stood no word of English The daughter of John Bull would 
speak to tliB lady in Enghah, ind, when she found it of no use, 
iiould say impeiiously to the satnanle, "Go and ask your mis- 
fuss what she wdl have for breakfast." And now when I went 
on deck there was a parley between the two steamers, which the 
Ca,pt<im waa obhged to manage by such mteipieters as lio could 
hnd it ■nas \ long and contused buaineas It ended at last in 
the Neapolitan steamer taking ua in tow for an inglorious return 
to Leghorn When she had decided upon this she swept round, 
her lights glancing like sagacious eyes, to take us. The sea was 
calm as a lake, the sky full of stars ; she made a long detour, with 
her black hull, her amoke and lights, which look so pretty at night, 
then came round to us like the bend of an arm embracing. It was 
a pretty picture, worth the stop and the fright, — perhaps (he loss 
of twenty-fouv hours, though I did not think so at the time. 

At Leghorn we changed the boat^ and, retracing our steps, came 
now at last to Naples, — to this priest-ridden, misgoverned, full of 
dirty, degraded men and women, yet still most lovely Naples, — 
of which the most I can say is that the divine aspect of nature 
can make you foi^et the situation of man in this region, which 
was surely intended for him as a princely child, angelic in virtue, 
genius, and beauty, and not as a begging, verm in -haunted, image- 
kissing LaKzarone. 
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ItnJy. — Misfovtnne of Tcavellers. — EngUsh Traveller. — Cookneylsm, — Mso- 
donald the Sculptor. — British Aristocracy. — Teiierani. — Wolff'a Diana and 
Sesisons. — Gott. — Crawford. — Overbeck the Piunter, — Amenoan Painters 
in Rome. — Terry. — Cranch. — Hioks. — Remaius of tlie Antique. — Italioii 
Paintars.— Doraaniohino and Titian. ~ Frescos of Rapbaol. — Michd An- 
gelo. — The Colosseum.— Holy Week.— St. Pelar's. — Pins IX. and hia 
Heasnres. — Popular Enthusiasm. — Public Dinner at the Baths of Titus. — 
Anslrian Joalonsy. — The " Contemporanao." 

Borne, liny, 1847. 

Theke is very little that I can like to write about Italy. Italy 
is beautiful, worthy to be loved and embraced, not talked about 
Yet I remember well that, when afar, I liked to read what was 
written about her ; now, al] thought of it is veiy tedious. 

The traveller passing along the beaten track, vetturinoed from 
inn to inn, ciceroned from gallery to gallery, thrown, through in- 
dolence, want of tact, or ignorance of the language, too much into 
the society of his compatriots, sees the least possible of the coun- 
try; fortunately, it is impossible to avoid seeing a great deal. 
The great features of the part pursue and fill the eye. 

Yet I find that it is quite out of the question to know Italy; to 
say anythmg ff her that is full and sweet, so as to convey any 
idea of het '^ptnt, without loug residence, and residence in the dis- 
tricls nntouched by the scorch and dust of foreign invasion (the 
mva lott of the dikttanh I mean), and without an intimacy of feel- 
ing an abindonmeut to the spirit of the place, impossible to most 
Americani, Thej retain too much of their English blood ; and the 
tra\eliing English, as i claas, seem to me the most unseeing of all 
possible aniniiila Tiiere are exceptioas! for instance, the per- 
ceptions and picturei of Browning seem as delicate and just here 
on ll e 1 it 1 tl "v 1 1 it 1 distance ; but, take them as a claP3, 
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ihey have the vulgar fiirailiarity of Mrs. Ti-oUope without her 
vivacity, the cockneyism of Dickens williout his graphic power 
and love of the odd coraersof human nature. I admired the Eng- 
lish at home in their island ; I admired their honor, truth, practi- 
cal intelligence, persistent power. But fhey do not look well in 
Italy ; tiiey are not the figures for thia landscape. I am indig- 
nant at the contempt they have presumed to express for the faults 
of our serai-barharous state. What is Uie vulgarity expressed in 
our tobacco-chewing, and way of eating e^a, compared to that 
which elbows the Greek marbles, guide-book in hand, — chatters 
and sneers through (he Miserere of the Sisljne Chapel, beneath 
tlie very glance of Michel Angelo's Sibyls, — praises St. Peter's 
«s " nice" — talks of " managing " the Colosseum by moonlight, 
— and snatches "6jVs"for a " sJeicA " from the sublime silence 
of the Campagna. 

Yet I was again reconciled with them, the other day, in visiting 
tlie studio of Macdonald. There I found a complete gallery of 
the aristocracy of England ; for each lord and lady who visits 
Rome considers it a part of the ceremony to sit to him for 
a bust. And what a fine race I how worthy the marble ! 
what heads of orators, statesmen, gentlemen ! of women chaste, 
gi-ave, resolute, and tender ! Unfortunately, they do not look 
as well in flesh and blood ; then they show the habitual coldness 
of their temperament, tlie habitual subservience to frivolous con- 
ventionalities. They need some great occasion, some exciling cri- 
sis, ia order to make them look as free and digniSed as these busts ; 
yet is the beauty there, though imprisoned and clouded, and such 
a crisis would show us more then one Eoadicea, more than one 
Alfred. Tenerani has just completed a statue which is highly 
spoken of; it is called the Angel of the Eesurrecfion. I was not 
so fortunate aa to find it in his studio. Ia that of Wolff I saw a 
Diana, ordered hy the Emperor of Russia. It is modem and 
sentimental 5 aa different from the antique Diana as the trance of 
a novel-read young lady of our day from the thrill with which the 
ancient shepherds deprecated the magic pei-vasions of Hecate, but 
very beautiful and exquisitely wrought. He has also lately fin- 
19* 
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islied the Four Seasons, represented aa children. Of these, Win- 
ter is graceful and charming. 

Among the sculptors I delayed longest in tlie work-rooms of 
Gott. I found hia groups of young figures connected with ani- 
mals very refresMng after the grander attempts of the present 
time. They seem real growths of his habitual miad, — finiits of 
Nature, full of joy and freedom. Hia spanieia and otlier frisky 
poppets would please Apollo far better than most of the marble 
nymphs and muses of the present day. 

Our Crawford has just finished a bust of Mrs. Craivfonl, which 
is extremely beautiful, full of grace and innocent sweetness. All 
ila accessaries are charming, — the wreaths, the arrangement of 
drapery, the stuff of which the robe is made. I hope it will he 
much seen on its arrival in New York. He has also an Herodias 
in the day, which is individual in expression, and the figure of 
diatinguished elegance. I liked the designs of Crawford better 
than those of Gibson, who is estimated as highest in the profession 

Among the studios of the European painters I have visited 
only that of Overbeck. It Is well known in the United States 
what his pictures are. I have much to say at a more favorable 
time of what they represented to me. He himself looks as if he 
had just stepped out of one of them, — a lay monk, with a pious 
eye and habitual morality of thought which limits every gesture. 

Painting is not largely represented here by American artists 
at present. Terry has two pleasing pictures on the easel : one is 
a castume picture of Italian life, such aa I saw it myself, encliant- 
ed beyond my hopes, on coming to Naples on a day of grand fes- 
tival in honor of Santa Agatha. Cranch sends soon to America a 
pictnre of the Campagna, such as I saw it on my first entrance 
into Eome, all light and calmness ; Hicks, a charming half-length 
of an Italian girl, holding a mandolin ; it will be sure to please. 
His pictures are full of life, and give the promise of some real 
achievement in Art. 

Of the fragments of the great time, I have now seen nearly all 
that are treasured up here : I have, however, as yet nothing ol 
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consequence lo say of tliem. I finJ fliat otbers liiive often given 
good hints as to Low they look; and as to wliat tJiey are, it can 
only be known by approximating to the state of soni out of which 
they grew. They should not be desci-ibed, but i-cpi-oduced. 
They are many and precious, yet is there cot so much of high 
excellence as I had expected : they will not float the heart on a 
3 sea of feeling, like the stajry night on our Western 
Yet 1 love much to see the galleries of marbles, even 
when there are not many separately admirable, amid the cypresses 
and ilexes of Roman villas ; and a picture that is good at all looks 
very good in one of these old palaces. 

The Italian painters whom I have learned most to appreciate, 
since 1 came abroad, are Domeniohino and Titian. Of otliers one 
may leam som.ething by copies and engravings : but not of these. 
The portraits of Titian look upon me from the walls things new 
and strange. They are portrmts of men such as I have not 
known. In his picture, absurdly called Sacred and Profane 
Love, in the Boi^hese Palace, one of the figures has developed 
my powers of gazing to an extent unknown before. 

Domeniehino seems veiy unequal ia his pictures ; but when he 
is grand and free, the energy of his genius perfectly satisfies. 
The frescos of Caracci and his scholars in the Farnese Palace 
have been to me a source of the purest pleasure, and I do not re- 
member to have heard of them. I loved Guerdno much before 
I came here, but I have looked too much at his pictures and begin 
to grow sick of them ; he is a very limited genius. Leonardo I 
cannot yet like at all, but I suppose the pictures are good for some 
people to look at; they show a wonderful deal of study and 
thought. That is not what I can best appreciate in a work of art- 
I hate lo see the marks of them. I want a simple and direct ex- 
pression of soul. For the rest, the ordinary cant of connoisseur- 
ship on these matters seems in Italy even more detestable than 
elsewhere. 

I have not yet so sufficiently recovered from my pain at finding 
(he frescos of Kaphael in such a state, as to be able to look at them 
happily, I had heaixl of their condition, but could not rejilize it. 
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However, 1 have g^ned nothing by seeing liis pictures in oil, wliich 
are well preservecl. I find I had before the full impi-essioa of his 
genius. Miche! Angelo's frescos, in like manner, I seem to have 
seen as far as I can. But it is not the same with the sculptures : my 
thought had not risen to the height of the Moses. It is the only- 
thing in Europe, so far, which has entirely outgone my hopes. 
Michel Angelo was my demigod before ; but I find no offering 
worthy to cast at the feet of his Moses. I like much, too, his 
Christ. It is a refreshing eonti-aat with all the other represenw- 
tiona of the same subject. I lite it even as contrasted wiih Ea- 
phael'a Christ of the Transfiguration, or that of the cartoon of 
Feed my Lambs. 

I have heard owls hoot in the Colosseum by moonlight, and 
they spoke more to the purpose than I ever heard any other voice 
upon that subject. I have seen all the pomps and shows of Holy 
"Week in the church of St. Peter, and found them less imposing 
than an habitual acquaintance with the place, with processions of 
monks and nuns stealing in now and then, or the swell of vespers 
from some side chapel. I have ascended the dome, and seen 
thence Rome and its Canipagna, its villas with their cypresses and 
pmea seietiely sad as is nothing else in the world, and the foun- 
tains of the Vatican garden gushing Jiard by. I have been in the 
Subterranean to see a poor little boy introduced, much to his sur- 
prise to the bo m h Church ; and then I have seen by 
tfrch light tl p p where they lie on their tombs, and the 

old mosaics, nd n w gilt caps. It is all rich, and full, — 

very impress ay St, Peter's must be to each one a 

separate poem 

The ceremonies of tht. Church have been numerous and splen- 
did during our stay here ; and they borrow unusHal interest from 
the love and expectation inspired by the present Pontiff. He is 
a man of noble and good aspect, who, it is easy to see, has set his 
heart upon doing something solid for the benefit of man. But 
pensively, too, must one feel how hampered and inadequate are 
the means at his command to accomplish these ends. Tlie Ital- 
iana do not feel it, but deliver themselves, with all the vivacity of 
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their temperament, to perpetual hurras, vivas, rockets, and lorch- 
light processions. I often think how grave and sad must the 
Pope feel, as he sita alone and hears all this noise of expectation. 

A week or two ago the Cardinal Secretary published a cm;ular 
inviting the departments to measures which would give the people 
a sort of I'epresentative council. Nothing could seem more lim- 
ited than this improvement, but it was a great measure for Kome. 
At night the Corso in which we live was illuminated, and many 
thousands passed through it in a torch-bearing procession. I saw 
them first assembled in the Piazza del Popolo, forming around its 
fountjun a great circle of flre. Then, aa a river of fire, they 
streamed slowly through the Corso, on their way to the Quirinal 
to thank the Pope, upbearing a banner on which the edict was 
printed. The stream of fire advanced slowly, with a perpetual 
surge-hke sound of voices ; the torches flashed oa the animated 
Italian faces. I have never seen anything finer. AicenJing the 
Quirinal they made it a mount of light. Bengal fires were thrown 
up, which cast their red and white light on the noble Greek fig- 
ures of men and horses that reign over iL The Pope appeared 
on his balcony; the crowd shouted three vivas; he extended his 
arms ; t!ie crowd fell on their Itnees and received his benediction ; 
he retired, and the torches were extinguished, and the multitude 
dispersed in an instant. 

Tbe same week came the natal day of Eome, A great dinner 
was given at the Baths of Titus, in the open air. The company 
was on the grass in the area ; the music at one end ; boxes filled 
with the handsome Roman women occupied the other sides. It 
was a new thing here, this popular dinner, and the Komans greet- 
ed it in an intoxication of hope and pleasure. Sterhini, autlior of 
" The Vestal," presided : many others, like him, long time exiled 
and restored to their country by the present Pope, were at the 
tables. The Colosseum and triumphal arches were in sight; an 
efiigy of the Itoman wolf with her royal nursling was erected on 
high ; the guests, with shouts and music, congratulated themselves 
on the possession, in Pius IX., of a new and nohler founder for 
anotlier state. Among the speecIiL's that of the Mai-quis d' Aza- 
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glio, a man of literary note iu Italy, and son-in-law of Manzoni, 
contained this passage {he was sketching the past liistory oi 
Italy) : — 

" The crown passed to (lie head of a Gterman monarcli ; but he 
wore it not to the benefit, but tlie injury, of Christianity, — of the 
world. The Emperor Henry was a tyrant who wearied out the 
patience of God. God said to Eome, ' I give you the Emperor 
Henry'; and from these hills that surround us, HiMebrand, Popo 
Gregory VII., raised bis austere and potent voice to say to the 
Emperor, ' God did not give you Italy that you might desti-oy 
her,' and Italy, Germany, Europe, saw her butcher prostrated at 
the feet of Gregory in penitence. Italy, Germany, Europe, had 
then kindled in the heart the first spark of liberty." 

Tlie narrative of the dinner passed the censor, and was pub- 
lished : the Ambassador of Austria read It, and found, with a 
modesty and candor truly admirable, that tbis passage was meant 
to aliude to his Emperor. He must take his passports, if such 
home thrusts are to be made. And so the paper was seized, and 
the account of the dinner only told from moalh to mouth, from 
those who had already read it. Also the idea of a dinner for the 
Pope's f^te-day is abandoned, lest something too frank should 
again he said ; and they tell me here, with a laagh, " I fancy you 
have assisted at the firet and last popular dinner." Thus we may 
see tliat the liberty of Eome does not yet advance with seven- 
leagued hoofs ; and the new Romulus wiil need to be prepared for 
deeds at least as bold as his predecessor, if he is to open a new 
order of things. 

I cannot well wind up my gossip on this subject better than by 
translating a passage from the programme of the Oontemporaneo, 
which represents the hope of Eome at this moment. It is con- 
ducted by men of well-known talent. 

" The Oontemporaneo (Contemporary) is a journal of progress, 
but tempered, as the good and wise think best, in conformity with 
the will of our best of princes, and the wants and expectations of 
the public 

"Thi\)iigh discussion it desires to prepare minds to receive re- 
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forms 60 soon and far as diey are favored l)y tlie ]aw of cppor- 
tunity. 

" Every attempt which is made coatraiy to tliis social law 
must fail. It is vain to hope fruits from a tree out of season, and 
equally in v^n to introduce the best measures into a country not 
prepared to receive them." 

And so on. I intended to have translated hi full the pro- 
gramme, but time fails, and the law of opportunity does not favor, 
as my " opportunity " leaves for London this afternoon, I have 
given enough to mark the purport of the whole. It wiil easily be 
seen that it was not from the platform assumed by the Oontempo- 
raneo that Lycurgus legislated, or Socrates taught, — that the 
Christian religion was propagated, or the Church was reformed 
by Luther. The opportunity that the martyrs found here in the 
Colosseum, from whose blood grew up this great tree of Papacy, 
was not of the kind waited for by these moderate progressists. 
Nevertheless, they may be good sclioolmasters for Italy, and are 
not to he disdained in these piping times of peace. 

More anon, of old and new, from Tuscany. 
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Elruiian Tomb. — Perugia and its Stores of Early Art. — Portraits of RapJiael. 

— Florence. — Tho Grand Dnks and liis Folioy. — The Liberty of the Press 
and its Inflneooe. — The American Sculptors. — Greenongh End his New- 
Works. — Powers — Hie Statue of Calhoun, — Review of his Endeavore.— 
The Festivals of Si John at Florenos. — Boli^tna. — Female Professors in ita 
University. — Matilda Tambroni and others. — Milan aud her Female Mothtw 
maticiau. — The State of Woman in Italy. — Ravenna and Byron. — Venice. 

— The Adda. — Milan and its Neighborhood, snd Manzbni. — Excitements.— 
National Affairs. 

tlilan, Augnst 9, 18*7. 

Since leaving Rome, I have not been able io steal a moment 
from the iidi and vtried objects beforp me Io write about them. 
I will the ef re ake a biief retrospect ot the giound. 

I I as e 1 f om Florence to Romp by the Perugia wute, and 
saw for the fi at t me the Italian vmeynids The grapes hung 
in little elu ters When I leturn, they will be full of light and 
life, b t tl e fiell will not be so endiantingly fresh, nor so en- 
amelled iiith flowers 

The profu-iion of red poppies, which dance on every wall and 
glitter throughout thp gtass, is a greit ornament to the landscape. 
In full sunlight their \eimilion is most beautiful. "Well might 
Ceres gather such poppies to mingle with lier wheat. 

We climbed the hill to Assisi, and my eai-s thrilled as with 
many old remembered melodies, when an. old peasant, in sonorous 
phrase, bade me look out and see the plain of Umbria. I looked 
back and saw the carriage toiling up the steep path, drawn by a 
pair of those light-colored oxen SUelley so much admired. I 
stood near liio spot where Goethe met with a little adventure, 
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which ho has desci'ibed with even more than his usual deJicate 
hwrnor. WIio can ever be alone for a moment in Italy ? Every 
Etone has a voice, every grain of dust seems instinct with spirit 
fiDm the Past, eveiy step recalls some line, some legend of long- 
ueglected lore. 

Assjsi was exceedinglj charming to me. So still ! — aU tem- 
poral noise and hustle seem hushed down yet by the presence of 
the saint. So clean ! — the rimi of heaven wash down all im- 
purities into the valle> I must confess that, elsewhere, I havo 
shared the feelings of Diukens towaid St. Francis and St. Sebas- 
tian, as the " MouQseer Tonsons " of Catholic art. St. Sebastian 
I have not been so tired of, for the beauty and youth of the figure 
make tiie monotony witli which the subject of his martyrdom is 
treated somewhat less wearisome. But St. Francis is so sad, and 
so ecstatic, and so brown, so entirely the monk, — and St. Oara 
so entii-ely the nun ! I have been very sorry for her that he was 
able to draw her from tlie human to the heavenly life ; she seems 
so sad and so worn out by the effort. But here at Assisi, one 
cannot help being penetrated by the spirit that flowed from that 
life. Here is the i-ooni whei-e his fatlier shut up the boy to pun- 
ish his early severity of devotion. Here is the picture which 
represents him despoiled of all outward things, even his garments, 
— devoting himself, body and soul, to the service of God in the 
way he believed most acceptable. Here is the wndei^round 
chapel, where rest those weary bones, saluted by the tears of so 
many weary pilgrims who have come hither to seek strength from 
his esample. Here are the churches above, fall of the works of 
eai-lier art, animated by the contagion of a great example. It is 
impossible not to bow the head, and feel how mighty an influence 
flows ffom a single soul, sincere in its service of truth, in what- 
ever form that truth comes to it. 

A troop of neaf, pretty school-^rls attended us about, going 
with us into the little chapels adorned with pictures which open at 
every corner of the streets, smiling on us at a respectful distance. 
Some of them were fourteen or fifteen years old. I found read- 
ing, wriliDg, au3 sewing were all Ihcy learned at their school; 
20 
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the first, indeed, they knew well enough, if they could ever gel 
books to use it ou. Tranqail aa Assisi was, on every wall was 
read Vtva Pio IX. / and we found the guides and workmen in the 
shop full of a vague hope fixmi him. The old love which Las 
made so rich this aerial cradle of St. Francis glows warm as ever 
ia the breasts of men ; still, as ever, they long for Levo-worship, 
and shout aloud at the least appearance of an object. 

The church at the foot of the hill, Santa Maria degli Angeli, 
seems tawdry afier Assisi. It also is full of records of St. Fran- 
cis, his pains and his triumphs. Here, too, on a little cliapel, is 
the famous picture by Overbeck ; too exact a copy, but how dif- 
ferent in effect from the early art we had just seen above ! Har- 
monious but frigid, grave but dull ; childhood is beautiful, but not 
when continued, or rather transplanted, into the period where we 
look for passion, varied means, and manly force. 

Before reaching Perugia, I visited an Etrurian tomb, which ia 
ft little way off the road ; it is said to be one of the finest in Etru- 
ria. The hill-side is full of them, but excavations are expensive, 
and not frequent Tiie effect of this one was beyond my expec- 
tations ; in it were several female figures, very dignified and calm, 
as the dim lamp-light fell on them by turns. The expression of 
these figures shows that the position of woman in these slates was 
noble. Their eagles' nests cherished well the female eagle who 
feept watch in the eyrie. 

Perugia too is on a noble hill. What a daily excitement such 
a view, taken at every step! life is worth tea times as much in a 
city so situated. Perugia is full, overflowing, with tlie treasures 
of early art. I saw them so rapidly it seems now as if in a trance, 
yet certainly with a profit, a manifold gwn, such as Mahomet 
thought he gained from his five minutes' visits to other spherea. 
Here are two portraits of Eaphael as a youth : it is touching to 
see what effect this angel had upon all that surrounded him from 
the very first. 

Florence ! I was there a month, and in a sense saw Flor- 
ence : that ia to say, I took an inventory of what is to be seen 
there, and not without great intellectual profit. There is too 
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muclitJiat is renlly adaiirable in ai% — ^tbe nature of its growtli 
lies before joii too cleai-ly to be evaded. Of sucli things more 
elsewhere. 

1 do not like Florence as I do cities more purely IlaJian. The 
natural charactei is iioned out here, and done up in a French pat- 
tern yet there is no French yivacily, nor Italian either The 
Grand Duke — moie and more a^tatel 1 y the posiition m win h 
he flndi himiclf betn een the influence of the Pope in 1 tl •»t of 
Austua — keeps imjlniing ind commanding li9 people to keep 
still, and they are still and glum as death Thii is all on the 
outside within Tuscany buma Piivate cultuie hit. not been 
in vain and there is in i lirge ciicle mentii preparation for 
a very diffeient state of things from the present, with in ti 
dont dcoire to difiube the stme unid the jveople at litge The 
soTerei^ has beei obliged for the present to give more liberty 
to the press nnl there is an immediate lush of thought to the 
new vent ; it it la kept open a few months, the effect on the body of 
tlie people cannot fail to be great. I intended to have translated 
some passages from the programme of the Patria, one of the 
papers newly started at Florence, but time fails. One of the ar- 
ticles in the same number by Lambruschini, oa the duties of the 
clei^y at this juncture, contains views as liberal as can be found 
in print anywhere in the world. More of these things when I 
return to Borne in the autumn, when I hope to find a little 
leisure (o think over what I have seen, and, if found worthy, to 
put the result in writing. 

I visited the studios of our sculptors ; Greenough has in clay a 
David which promises high beauty and nobleness, a bass-rehef, full 
of gi-aoe and tender expression ; he is also modelling a head of 
Napoleon, and justly enthusiastic in the study. His great group 
I did not see in such a state as to be secure of my impression. 
The face of the Pioneer is very fine, the form of the woman grace- 
ful and expressive ; but I was not satisfied with the Indian. I 
shall see it more as a whole on my return to Florence. 

As to the Eve and the Greek Slave, I could only join with the 
rest of the world in arlmiration of their beauty and the fine fechng 
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of nature nhicb they exhibit. The statue of Callioua is full of 
power, simple, and majesdc in attitude and expression. In busts 
Powers seema to me unrivalled ; still, he ought not to spend his 
best years on an employment which cannot satisfy his ambition 
nor develop his powers. If our country lovea herself, she wiU 
order from him some great work before the prime of liis genius 
has been frittered away, and his best yeai-s spent on lesser things. 

I saw at Florence the festivals of St. John, but they are poor 
affairs to one who lias seen tlie Neapolitan and Roman people on 
such occasions. 

Passing from Florence, I came to Bologna, — learned Bo- 
logna ! indeed an Italian city, full of expression, of physiognomy, 
so to speak. A woman should love Bologna, for there has the 
spark of intellect in woman been cherished with reverent care. 
Not in former ages only, but in this, Bologna raised a woman 
who was worthy to lie dignilies of its University, and in their 
Certosa they proudly show the monument to Matilda Tamhroni, 
late Greek Professor there. Her letters, preserved by her 
friends, are stud to form a very valuable coUedJon. In their 
anatomical hall is the bust of a woman. Professor of Anatomy. 
In Art they have had Properzia di Rossi, Elizabetta Sirani, La- 
vinia Fontana, and delight to give their works a conspicuous 

In other cities the men alone have iheir Casino del Mobili, 
where they give balls, conversasioni, and similar entertainments. 
Here women have one, and are the soul of society. 

In Milan, also, I see in the Ambrosian Library the bust of a 
female mathematician. These things mate me feel fJial^ if the 
state of woman in Italy is so depressed, yet a good-wiU toward a 
. better is not wholly wanting. Still more significant is the rev- 
erence to the Madonna and innumerable female saints, who, if, 
like St. Teresa, tliey had intellect as well as piety, became couu- 
sellors no less than comforters to the spirit of men. 

Ravenna, too, I saw, and its old Christian art, the Pineta, where 
Byron loved to ride, and the paltry apartments where, cheered by 
ft new affection, ill which was more of tender fncnclsldp Ihaii of 
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passion, he found himself Ip s wretched Ihan at beautiful Venice 
or stately Genoa 

All the details of tliis iiait lo Ravenna are ptetly I shall 
write them out some time Of Pi In too the little to 1 e si d 
should be said in detail 

Of Venice and ita enchanted Iile I co d 1 not =[ c dc it 1 uld 
only be echoed back in muaic There only I hegan to feel in its 
fulness Venetian Art. It can only he seen in its own atmos- 
phere. Never had I the least idea of what is to be seen at Ven- 
ice, It aeema to me as if no one ever yet had seen it, — so 
entirely wanting is any expression of what I felt myself. Venice! 
on this subject I shall not write much till time, place, and mode 
agree to make it fit. 

Venice, where all is past, is a fit asuhim for the dynasties of 
the Past, The Duchesse de Berri owns one of the finest palaces 
on the Grand Canal ; the Due de Bordeaux rents another ; 
Mademoiselle Taglioni has bought the famous Casa d' Oro, and it 
is under repair. Thanks to the fashion which has niai^e Venice a 
refuge of this kind, the palaces, rarely inhabit«d by the repre- 
sentatives of their ancient names, are valuable property, and 
the noble structures will not be suffered to lapse into the sea, 
above which they rose so proudly. The restorations, too, are 
made with excellent taste and judgment, — nothing is spoiled. 
Three of these fine palaces are now hotels, so that the transient 
visitor can enjoy from their balconies all the wondrous shows of 
the Venetian night and day as much as any of their former pos- 
sessors did. I was at the Europa, formerly the Giusliniani 
Palace, with better air than those on the Grand Canal, and a 
more unobstructed view than Danieli's, 

Madame de Berri gave an entertainment on the birthnight of 
her son, and the old Duchesse d'AngoulSme came from Vienna to 
attend it. 'T was a scene of faiiy-land, the palace full of light, 
so that from the canal could he seen even the pictures on the 
walls. Landing from the gondolas, the elegantly dressed ladies 
and gentlemen seemed to rise from the water ; we also saw them 
glide up the great stair, rustling their plume«, and in the rccep'"on- 
20* 
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rooma malte and receive the customary grimaces. A fine band 
stationed on tlie opposite side of the canal played tlie while, and 
a flotilla of gondolas lingered there to listen. I, too, amid the 
mob, a pleasant position in Venice alone, thought of the Stuarts, 
Bourbons, Bonapartes, here in Italy, and offered up a prayer that 
other names, when the possessors have power without the lieart to 
use it for the emancipation of maokind, might be added to the 
list, and other princes, more rich in blood than bnun, might come 
to enjoy a perpetual viUeggiaiura in Italy. It did not seem to me 
a cruel wish. The show of greatness will satisfy eveiy legitimate 
desire of such minds. A gentle punishment for the distributors 
(^letters de cacliet and Spielberg dungeons to tbeir fellow-men. 

Having passed more than a fortnight at Venice, I have come 
here, stopping at Vicenza, Verona, Mantua, Lago di Garda, Bres- 
cia. Certainly I have learned more than ever in any previous 
ten days of my existence, and have formed an idea what is needed 
for the study of Art and its history in these regions. To bo sure, 
I shall never have time to follow it wp, but it is a delight to look 
up those glorious vistas, even when there is no hope of entering 

A violent shower obliged me to stop ou the way. It was late 
at night, and I was nearly asleep, when, roused by the sound of 
bubbling waters, I started up and asked, "Is that the Adda?" 
and it was. So deep is the impression made by a simple natural 
recital, like that of Eenzo's wanderings in the Promes&i ^osi, 
that the memory of his hearing the Adda in this way occurred to 
me at once, and the Adda seemed familiar as if I had been a 
native of this region. 

As the Scottish lakes seem the domain of Walter Scott, so does 
Milan and its neighborhood in the mind of a foreigner belong to 
Manzoni. I have seen him since, the gentle lord of this wide do- 
main; his hair is white, but his eyes still beam as when he firat 
saw the apparitions of truth, simple tenderness, and piety which 
he has so admirably recorded for our benefit. Those around 
liment that the fastidiousness of his taste prevents his completing 
and publishing more, and that thus a treasury of rare knowledge 
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and refined fliouglit will pass from us ivitLout our reaping tbe ben- 
efit. We, indeed, have no fitle fo compljun, what we do possess 
irom Ilia hand is SO excellent. 

At this moment there is great excitement in Italy. A supposed 
si)y of Austria has been assassinated at Ferrara, and Austrian 
troops are marched there. It is pretended that a eonspii-acy has 
been discovered in Eome ; the consequent disturbances have been 
put down. The National Guard is forming. Alt things seem to 
announce that some important change is inevitable here, but what? 
Neither Radicals nor Moderates dare predict with confidence, 
and I am yet too much a stranger to speak with assurance of im- 
pressions I have received. But it is impossible not to hope. 
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LETTER XVI. 

BeviewofPast and Present. — The Merits of Italinn Literaiurc, — Maneoiii.— 
Itnlion Diulects. — Milan, the Milanese, aud the Simplicity of tlieir Lnngnage. 
— The North of Italy, and a, Tour t<) Switzerland. — Italian Lakes — Mag- 
gjore, Como, and Luguto. — Logo dl Oarda. — The Boatmen of tlie Lakes and 
the QondolierB. — Lady Franklin, Widow of the Navigalor. — Eetnrn to and 
Festivais at Milan. — The Archbishop. — Anstrinn Eule and Austrian Pohcy. 
— The Future Hopes of Italy. — A Ghinco at Pavla, Florence, FarciB, and 
Balogual and the Works of the Masters. 

Eome, October, ISilT, 
I THINK my last letter was from Milan, and written after I had 
Been Manzoni. This was to me a great pleasure. I have now 
seen the most important representatives wbo survive of tho last 
epoch in thought. Our age has still its demonstrations to make, 
its heroes and poets to crown. 

Although the modern Italian literature is aot poor, as many 
persona at a distance suppose, but, on the contrary, surpris- 
ingly rich in tokens of talent^ if we consider the circumstancea 
under which it struggles to exist, yet very few writers have or 
deserve a European or American reputation. Where a whole 
country is so kept down, her best minds cannot take the lead in 
the progress of the age ; they have too much to suffer, too much 
to explain. But among the few who, through depth of spiritual 
experience and the beauty of form in which it is expressed, 
beloag not only to Italy, but to the world, Manzoni takes a 
high rank. The passive virtues he teaches are no longer what is 
wanted; the manners he paints with so delicate a fidelity are 
beginning lo change ; but the spirit of his works, — the tender 
piety, the sensibility to the meaning of every humblest form of life, 
the delicate humor ami eatiro so free from disdain, — these are 
imraorfa!. 
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Towng Italy rejects Manzoni, though not irrevei-ently ; Youtig 
Italy prizes his works, but feela that the doctrine of " Pray and 
wait" is not for her at this moment, — that she nepds a nmre 
fervent hope, a more active faith. She is right. 

It is well known that the traveller, if he kaows the Itahan 
language as written in books, the standard Tuscan, still finds 
himself a stranger in many parts of Italy, unahle to compiehend 
the dialects, with their lively abbreviations and w itty sUng, That 
of Venice I had understood somewhat, and could enter into the 
drollery and ndiveU of the gondoliers, who, as a class, have an 
unusual share of character. But the Milanese I could not at first 
underatand at all. Their language seemed to me detestably harsh, 
and their gestures unmeaning. But after a friend, who possesses 
that large and i-eady sympathy easier found in Italy than any- 
where else, had translated for me verbatim into French some 
of the poems written in the Milanese, and then read them aloud 
in the ori^nal, I comprehended the peculiar inflection of voice 
and idiom in the people, and was charmed with it, as one is with 
the inslJBCtive wit and wisdom of children. 

There is veiy little to see at Milan, compared with any other 
Italiao city ; and this was very fortunate for me, allowing an inter- 
val of repose in the house, which I cannot take when there is so 
much without, tempting me to incessant observation and study. 
I went through the North of Italy with a constantly increasing 
fervor of interest When I had thought of Italy, it was always 
of the South, of the Eoman States, of Tuscany. But now I be- 
came deeply interested in the history, the institutions, the art of 
the North. The fi'^ments of the past mark the progress of its 
waves so clearly, I learned to understand, to prize them every 
day more, to know how to make use of the hooks about them. I 
shall have much to say on these subjects some day. 

Leaving Milan, I went on the Le^o Mag^ore, and afterward 
into Switzerland. Of this tour I shall not speak here ; it was a 
beautiiiil Kttle romance by itself, and infinitely refreshing to be so 
near nature in these grand and simple forms, after so much ex- 
citing thought of Art and Man, Tlic day passed in the SL Bcr- 
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imrdm, with its lofty peaks aod changing liglifs upon Ihe disfiiiil 
Bnows, — its holy, exquisite valleys and waterfalls, its stories of 
eagles and chamois, was the greatest refreshment I ever ex- 
perienced: it was bracing as a cold bath after the heat of a 
crowd amid which one has listened to some most eloquent 
oration. 

Ketuming from Switzwland, I passed a fortnight on the Lake 
of Como, and afterward visited Lugano. There is no exa^er- 
atioo in the enthusiastic feeling with which artists and poets 
have viewed these Italian lakes. Their beauties are peculiar, 
enchanting, innumerable. The Titan of Eichter, the Wander- 
jahre of Goethe, the Elena of Taylor, the pictures of Turner, 
had not prepared me for the visions of beauty that daily en- 
tranced the eyes and heart in those regions. To onr countiy 
Nature has been most bounteous; but we have nothing in fho 
same kind that can compare with these lakes, as seen under the 
Italian heaven. As to those persons who have pretended to 
discover that the effects of light and atmosphere were no finer 
than they found in oar own lake scenery, I can only say that they 
must be exceedingly obt«se in oi^anization, — a defect not un- 



Nature seeias to have labored to express her full heart in as 
many ways as possible, when she made these lakes, moulded and 
planted their shores. Lago Maggiore is grand, resplendent in 
its beauty; the view of the Alps gives a sort of lyric exalta- 
tion to the scene, Lago dt Garda is so soft and fair, — so glitter- 
ing sweet on one side, the ruins of ancient palaces rise so softly 
with the beauties of that shore ; but at the other end, amid the 
Tyrol, it is sublime, calm, concentrated in its meaning. Como 
cannot be better described in general than in tlie words of 
Taylor: 

" Softlj sublime, profusely fair." 

Lugano is more savage, more free in its beauty. I was on it in 
a high gale ; there was a httle danger, just enough to exhilarate ; 
its wafers were wild, and clouds blowing across the neighboring 

peak?. I like very much the boatmen on these lakes ; they have 
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strong and prompt cliaracter. Of simple features, they are more 
lionest and manly than Italian men are found in the thoi-ough- 
fares ; their talk is not so witty as that of the Venetian gondoliers, 
but picturesque, and what the French call inciHve. Very touch- 
ing were some of their histories, as they told them to me while 
pausing sometimes on the lake. 

On this lake, also, I met Lady Franilin, wife of the celebrated 
navigator. She liaa been in the Unit«d States, and showed equal 
peneti'ation and candor in remarks on what she had seen there. 
She gave me interesting parliculars as to the slate of things in 
Van Diemen's Land, where she passed seven years ivhen her 
husband was in authority there. 

I returned to Milan for the great feast of the Madonna, 8th 
September, and those made for the Archbishop's entry, which 
took place the same week. These excited as much feeling as tlie 
Milanese can have a chance to display, this Archbishop being 
niueh neai-er the public heart than his predecessor, who was a 
poor servant of Austria. 

Tte Austrian rule is always equally hated, and time, instead of 
melting away differences, only makes them more glaring. The 
Austrian race have no feculties that can ever enable them to 
understand the Italian character; their policy, so well contrived 
to palsy and repress for a time, cannot kill, and there is always 
a force at work underneath which shall yet, and I think now 
before long, shake off the incubus. The Italian nobility have 
always kept tlie invader at a distance ; they have not been at all 
seduced or corrupted by the lures of pleasure or power, but have 
shown a passive patriotism highly honorable to them. In the 
middle class ferments much thought, and there is a capacity for 
cfibrt ; in the present system it cannot show itself, but it is there ; 
thought ferments, and will yet produce a wine that shall set the 
Lombard veins on fire when the time for action shall arrive. The 
lower classes of the population are in a dull state indeed. The cen- 
sorship of the press prevents all easy, natural ways of instructing 
them ; there arc no public meetings, no free access to them by more 
inslmcted and iw^piring minds. The Ausirlan policy is lo allow 
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tliem a dogj-ee of material well-being, and though eo much wealth 
is drained from the counfiy for the sei-vice of the foreigners, yet 
enough must remain on these rich pl^ns comfortably to feed and 
clothe the inhabitants. Yet the great moral influence of the 
Pope's action, though obstructed in their ease, does reach and 
rouse them, and they, too, felt the thrill of indigoatioii at llie 
occupation of Ferrara. The base conduct of the police toward 
the people, when, at Milan, some youths were resolufe to sing 
the hymn in honor of Pius IX, when the feasts for the Arcii- 
bishop afforded so legitimate an occasion, roused all the people to 
unwonted feeling. The nobles protested, and Austria had not 
courage to persist as usual. She could not sustain her police, 
who rushed upon a defenceless crowd, that had no share in what 
excited their displeasure, except by sympathy, and, driving them 
like sheep, wounded them in the hacks. Austria feels fliat there 
is now no sympathy for her in these uiatlers ; that it is not the 
interest of the world to sustaiu her. Her policy is, indeed, too 
thoroughly organized to change except by revolution ; its scope 
is to serve, first, a i-eigniug family instead of the people ; second, 
with the people to seek a physical in preference to an intellectual 
good ; and, third, to prefer a seeming outward peace to an in- 
ward life. Tins policy may Change its opposition from the tyranni- 
cal to the insidious ; it can know no other change. Tet do I meet 
persons who call themselves Americans, — miserable, tliought- 
less Esaus, unworthy their high birthright, — who think that a 
mess of pottage can satisfy the wants of man, and that the Vien- 
nese listening to Strauss's wafees, the Lombard peasant supping 
full of his polenta, is happy enough. Alas ! I have the more reseon 
to be ashamed of my countrymen that it is not among the poor, 
who have so much toil that tliere is little time to think, but those 
who are rich, who travel, — in body that is, they do not travel 
in mind. Absorbed at home by the lust of gain, the love of 
show, abroad they see only the equipages, the fine clothes,, the 
food, — they have no heart for the idea, for the destiny of our 
own gi'eat nation : how can they feel the spirit that is struggUng 
now in this and othei-a of Europe ? 
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But of the hopes of lUly I will wrile more full/ in another 
kttpr, and state what I hare seen, what felt, what thought I 
went from Milan to Pavia, and saw its magnificent Ceriosa. 
I passed several hours in examining its riches, especially the 
sculptures of its facade, fuU of force and spirit. I then weat to 
Florence by Parma and Bobgna. In Parma, though ill, I went 
to see all the works of the masters. A wonderful beauty it is tliat 
informs them, — not that which is the chosen food of my soui, 
yet a noble beauty, and which did its message to me also. 
Those works are foiling ; it will not be useless to describe them 
in a book. Beside these pictures, I saw nothing in Parma and 
Modena ; these states are obliged to hold their breath while their 
poor, ignorant sovereigns skulk in comci-s, hoping to hide from 
the coming storm. Of all this more in my next. 
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Firet Impressions of Rome in the Spring. — The Pope. — Home aa !i CapUnl.— 
Tuscany. — Tlie Liberty of the Press there just estnblislied — Tha Eiilighteisea 
MIqcIb and Available Instruotora of Tuscany. — Italian Estlmotion of Pius IX., 
and Uie Influence, Present and Future, of hia Labors. — Foreign Introsion the 
Curseofltftly. — ImiptJonof the Ansti-innB into Italy, and its Effects. — Louis 
Philippe's Apostasy turned to the Advantage of Freedom. — The Great File at 
Floreuce in Honor of the Grant of a National Guard. — The Amerieaji Sculp- 
tors, Greenough, Crawford, and their Participation in the Ffite. — Ainoiioans 
generally in Italy.— Hymns in Fioi'snoe in Honor of Pius IX — Happy Augnry 
to be drawn fixim the wise Docility of the People. — An Esprossion of Sympa- 
thy froin America toward Italy earnestly hoped for. 

Home, October IS, 1S47. 

In the spring, wheE I came to Kome, the people were in the 
intoxicalJon of joy at the first serious measures of reform takea 
by the Pope. I saw with pleasure their childlike joy and trust. 
With equal pleasure I saw the Pope, who has not in his expression 
the signs of intellectual greatness so much as of nobleness and ten- 
derness of heart, of large and liberal sympathies. Heart had spoken 
to heart between the prince and the people 5 it was beautiful to see 
tl e 'n mediate good influence exerted by human feeling and gener- 
ous de*i "1 , on the part of a ruler. He had wished to be a father, 
anl the Italians, with that readiness of genius that characterizes 
then entered at once into tho relation ; tliey, the Eoman people, 
st gmat zed by prejudice as so crafty and ferocious, showed them- 
sel es el Idren, eager to learn, quick to obey, happy to confide. 

St 11 doubts were always present whether all this joy was not 
pre nat re The task undertaken by the Pope seemed to pre- 
sent s perable difiicuities. It is never easy to put new wine 
mlB old bottles, and our i^e is one where all things tend to a 
great crisis; notmerelyfo revolution, but to radical reform. From 
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the peoj 1g thera eh c•^ the htlp m i t come, and not from prinees ; 
in the neft stuf*, of thiun^', Iheie will be none but natnral princes, 
gi-eatmen Fiom llie aspnationa of the general heart, from the 
teacliing'i of con cienee m indniduals, and not from an old ivy- 
coTered chuich long smee underm ned, corroded by time and 
gnawed bj vermm, the lieip must comt Eome, fo resume her 
glory, must cease t) be in ecclesiastical cijital; must renounce 
all this gorgeous mummPiy, whose poetry ■whose picture, chaims 
no one moie than mywlf, but who^e racming is all ot tlie pa''t, 
and iiiid^ no echo m the fnfuie Although I sympathized waim- 
ly with the warm love of the people, the aduHtion of leadmg 
wi-iters, who were so willing to take al! fiora the hand of the 
prince, of the Chui-ch, as a gift and a bounty, instead of implying 
steadily that it was the right of the people, was very repulsive to 
me. The moderate party, like all who, in a transition state, 
manage affairs with a constant eye to prudence, lacks dignity al- 
ways in ifa expositions ; it is disagreeable and depressing to read 
them. 

Passing into Tuscany, I found the liberty of the press just 
established, and a superior preparation to make use of it. The 
Mba, the Pairia, were begun, and have been continued with 
equal judgment and spirit. Their aim is to educate the youth, to 
educate the lower people ; they see that this is to be done by 
promoting thought fearlessly, yet urge temperance in action, 
while the time is yet so difficult, and many of its signs dubious. 
They aim at breaking down those barriers between the different 
states of Italy, relics of a barbarous state of polity, artificially kept 
up by the craft of her foes. While anxious not to break down 
what is really native to the Italian character, — defences and 
differences that give individual genius a chance to grow and tlie 
fruits of each region to ripen in their natural way, — they aim at 
a harmony of spirit as fo measures of education and for the affairs 
of business, without which Italy can never, as one nation, present 
a front strong enough to resist foreign robbery, and for want of 
which so much time and talent are wasted here, and internal dp- 
telopment almost wholly checked. 
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There la in Xuscany a lir^e coips of enlighlened minds, well 
prepared to be the instriiclors the elder brothers and guardians, 
of the loner people and who=e he^wts bum to fulfil that noble 
oflice Belore it had bpen almost impossible to them, for the 
reasons I have named in speaking of Lombardy ; but during 
these last four months that the way hits been opened by the free- 
dom of tlie press, and establishment of the National Guard, — so 
valuable, first of all, as giving occasion for public meetings and 
free interchange of tliought between the different classes, — ^itis 
surprising how much light they have been able to diffuse. 

A Bolognese, to whom I observed, "How can you be so full of 
trust when all your hopes depend, not on the recognition of prin- 
ciples and wants tliroughout the people, but on ihe life of one 
mortal man ? " replied : " Ah ! but you don't consider that his life 
gives us a chance to effect that recognilion. If Pius IX. be 
spared to ua five yeai-s, it will be impossible for his successors 
ever to take a backward course. Our nation is of a genius so 
vivacious, — ive are unhappy, but not stupid, we Italians, — we can 
learn as much in two months aa other nations in twenty years." 
This seemed to me no brf^ when I returned to Tuscany and saw 
the great development and diffusion of thought that had taken 
place during my brief absence. The Grand Duke, a well-inten- 
tioned, though dull man, had dared to declare himself "an Ital- 
ian prince," and the heart of Tuscany had bounded with hope. 
It is now deeply as justly feit that the curse of Italy is foreign in- 
trusion ; that if she could dispense with foreign aid, and be free 
from foreign aggression, she would find the elements of salvation 
within herself. All her efforts tend that way, to re-establish the 
natural position of things ; may Heaven grant them success ! 
For myself, I believe they will attain it. I see more reason for 
hope, aa I know more of the people. Their rash and baffled 
struggles have taught them prudence; they are wanted in the 
civilized world as a peculiar influence ; their leaders are thinking 
men, their cause is righteous. I believe that Italy will revive to 
new life, and probably a greater, one more truly rich and glorious, 
than at cither epoch of her former greatness. 
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During the period of my absPncL the AuBtuaiia hid LUtutd 
Ferrara. It 13 well ihat thpy hazirled this step for it showed 
them the ditBcuIli(,s ui acting agaiciit a pnnce oi the Church who 
ia at the sinie time afuend to the people The position was 
new and thej were probably surpii eJ at the result — surpiised tt 
the flimness of the Pope surjnsed at the indignation, leinpeied 
by calm resohe on the pirt of the Ilaliann Louis Philippe a 
mean apostasy has fhia timp turoed to the advanUge of freedom 
He lenonnced the good understanding with England which it had 
been one of tl e leading features of his poln^ to maintain in the 
hope of aggrandizing and enriching his family (not Prance, he 
did not care for France) ; he did not know that he was paving 
the way fov Italian freedom. England now is led to play a part 
a little nearer her pretensions as the guardian of progress than 
she often comes, and the ghost of La Fayette looks down, not un- 
appeased, to see the " Constitutional King" decried by the suh- 
Jeclfi he has cheated and lulled eo craftily. The king of Sardinia 
b a worlhluis man, in whom nobody puts any trust so far as re- 
gards his heart or honor; but the stress of things seems likely to 
keep him on the right side. The little soyereigns blustered at 
first, (hen ran away afiVigiited when they found there was really 
a spirit risen at last within the charmed circle, — a spirit likely to 
defy, to transcend, the spells of hazard premiers and imbecile 
monarchs. 

I arrived in Florence, unhappily, too late for the gi'eat f^le 
of the 12th of September, in honor of the gi-ant of u National 
Guard. But I wept at tlie mere recital of the events of that day, 
which, if it should lead to no important results, must still be hal- 
lowed for ever in the memory of Italy, for the great and beaufiful 
emotions that flooded the hearts of her children. The National 
G-uard is hailed with no undue joy by Itahans, as the earnest of 
progress, the first step toward truly national institutjons and a 
representation of the people. Gratitude has done its natural 
work in their hearts ; it has made them better. Some days before 
Ihe iete were passed in reconciling all strifes, composing all differ- 
ences between cities, districts, and individuals. They wished to 
21* 
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drop all petty, all local differences, to wash away all stainK, to 
bathe and prepare for a new great covenant of bTOtlierly love, 
where eaeh should aet for the good of all. On fliat day they all 
embraced in sign of this, — sirangers, foes, all exchanged the kiss 
of faifh and love; they exchanged banners, as a token that fhey 
would fight for, would animate, one another. AU was done in 
that beautiful poetic manner peculiar to this artist people ; but it 
was the spirit, so great and tender, that melts my heart to think 
of. It was the spirit of true religion, — such, my Country ! as, 
welling freshly from some gi-eat hearts in thy early hours, won 
for thee all of value that thou canst call ttiy own, whose ground- 
work is the assertion, still sublime though thou hast not been true 
(o it, that all men have equal rights, and that these are hirlh- 
rights, derived from God alone. 

I rejoice to say that the Americans took their &Lare on this oc- 
casion, and that Greenough ™ one of the few Americans who, 
living in Italy, takes the pains to know whether it is alive or 
dead, who penetrates beyond the cheats of tradesmen and the 
cunning of a mob corrupted by centuries of slavery, to know the 
real mind, the ^ it-tl blood, of Italy — took a leading part. I am 
sorry to tay tint a lai^e poition of my countrymen here take the 
same slothful and prejudiced \ lew as the English, and, after many 
yeara' tojoum, betray entiie ignotanee of Italian literature and 
Italian life, bejond what is attainable in a month's passage 
through the thoroughfare'! Howe^ er, they did show, this time, a 
becoming spirit, and erected the American eagle where its cry 
ought to be heard fiom afar, — where a nation ia striving for in- 
dependent exiatence, and a government representing the people. 
Crawfoni here la Rome has had the just feeling to join the 
Guard, and it is a real sacrifice for an artist to spend time on the 
exercises ; but it well becomes the sculptor of Orpheus, — of him 
who had such f^th, sach music of divine thoaght, that he made 
the stones move, turned the beasts from their accustomed haunts, 
and shamed hell itself into sympatliy with the grief of love. I 
do not deny (hat such a spirit is wanted here in Italy ; it is ev- 
erywhere, if anyihing grcil, anything permanent, is to he donCi 
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In reference to what I have said of many Ameiicans in Italy, 1 
will only add, that they talk about the con'upt and degenerate 
Btate of Italy as they do about that of our slaves at home. They 
come ready trained to that mode of reasoning which affirms that, 
because men are degi'aded by bad institutions, they are not fit for 

As to the English, some of them ai-e full of generous, intelligent 
sympathy ; — indeed what is more solidly, more wisely good than 
the right sort of Englishmen ! — but others are like a gentleman I 
travelled with the other day, a man of intelligence and refinement 
too as to the det^ of life and outside culture, wlio observed, that 
he did not see what the Italians wanted of a National Guard, un- 
less to wear these little caps. He was a man who had passed five 
years in Italy, but always covered with that non-conductor called 
hy a witty French writer "the Britannic fluid." 

Very sweet to my ear was the continual hymn in the streets 
of Florence, in honor of Pius IX, It is the Eeman hymn, and 
none of the new ones written in Tuscany have been able to take 
its place. The people thank the Grand Duke when he does them 
good, but they know well fi-om whose mind that good originates, 
and aU their love is for the Pope. Time presses, or I would fain 
describe in detail the troupe of laborers of the lower class, march- 
ing home at nighl, keeping step as if they were in the National 
Guard, fiLUng the air, and cheering the melancholy moon, by the 
patriotic hymns sung with the mellow tone and in the perfect 
time which belong to Italians. I would describe the exlempore 
concerts in the streets, the rejoicings at the theatres, where the 
addresses of liberal souls to the people, through tliat best vehicle, 
the drama, may now be heard. But I am tared ; what I have to 
write would fill volumes, and my letter must go. I will only add 
some words upon the happy augury I draw from the wise docil- 
ity of the people. With what readiness they listened to wise 
counsel, and the hopes of the Pope that they w'ould ^ve no ad- 
vantage to Lis enemies, at a time when they were so fevered by 
the knowledge that conspiracy was at work in their midst ! That 
was a time of trial. On all these occasions of popular excitement 
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tiieir coniluct ia like music, in savb order, and with sucii uaiou of 
the melody of feeling with diserelion where fo stop ; but what is 
wonderful is tliat they acted in the same manner on that difficult 
occasioa. The influence of the Pope here is without bounds ; be 
can alwaj^ calm the crowd at once. But in Tuscany, whei'e they 
have no such idol, they listened in the same way on a very 
trying occasion. The first announcement of the regulation for 
the Tuscan National Guard terribly disappointed the people ; 
they felt that the Girand Duke, after suffering them lo demon- 
strate such truit and Joy on the feast of Ibe 12tb, did not really 
trust, on his side ; that he meant to limit them all be could. They 
felt baffled, cheated; hence young men in anger tore down at 
once the symbols of satisfaction and respect ; but the leading men 
went among the people, begged them lo be calm, and wsut till a 
deputation bad seen the Grand Duke. The people, listening at 
once to men who, they were sure, had at heart tlieir best good, 
waited ; the Grand Duke became convinced, and all ended with- 
out disturbance. If tbey continue to act thus, their hopes can- 
not be baffled. Certainly I, for one, do not think that the pres- 
ent road will suffice to lead Italy to her goal. But it is an 
onward, upward road, and the people learn as they advance. 
Now they can seek and think fearless of prisons and bayonets, 
a healthy circulation of blood begins, and the heart frees itself 
from disease. 

I earnestly hope for some expression of sympathy from my coun- 
try toward Italy. Take a good chance and do something; you 
have shown much good feeling toward the Old World in its physical 
difficulties, — you ought to do still more in iia spiritual endeavor. 
This cause is oURs, above all others ; we ought to show that we 
feel it to be so. At present there is no likelihood of war, but in 
case of it I trust the United States would not fail in some noble 
token of sympathy toward this country. The soul of our nation 
need not wait for its goverument ; these things are better done 
by individuals. I believe some in the United States will pay 
nttentioa to these words of mine, will feel that I am not a per- 
son to be kindled by a childish, sentimental enthusiasm, but that 
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1 must be sure I have seen something of Italy before speaking 
(13 I do. I have been here only seven months, but my means of 
observafion have been uncommon. I have been ardently desirous 
ta judge lairly, and had no prejudices to prevent ; beside, I was 
not ignorant of the history and literature of Italy, and had some 
common ground on which to stand with its inhabitants, and hear 
what liey have to say. In many ways Italy is of kin to us ; she 
is the country of Columbus, of Amerigo, of Cabot. It would 
please me much to see a cannon here bought by the contributions 
of Americans, at whose head should stand the name of Cabot, to 
be used by the Guard for salales on festive occasions, if they 
should be so happy as lo have no more serious need. In Tus- 
cany they are casting one to be called the " Gioberti," from a 
writer who has given a great impulse to the present movement. 
I should like the gift of America lo be called the Ameeigo, the 
CoLUMBO, or the WAS^INGTO^f. Please think of this, some of 
my friends, who still care for the eagle, the Fourth of July, and 
tb.Q old cries of hope and honor. See if there are any objections 
that I do not think of, and do something if it is well and brotherly. 
Ah! America, with all thy rich boons, (hou liast a heavy account 
to render for the talent given; see in every way tJiat thou be 
not found wanting. 
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Eeflections for tha Now Yaar. — Amerionns in Europe. — Franoe, England, 
Poland, Italy, Russia, Austria,— their Policy. — Europa toils and sti'uggles. 
— All things boJea neH- Outbreak. — The Eagle ot America, stoops to Eartli, 
and shares tha Character of the Vnlture. — Abolition. — Tha Youth of tlie 
Land. — Anticipatious of their Usefulness. 

This letter will reach the United Siates about the Ist of Jan- 
uary ; and it may not be impertinent to offer a few New-Tear's 
reflections. Every new year, indeed, confirms the old thoughfa, 
but also presents them under some new aspects. 

The American in Europe, if a thinking mind, can only become 
more American. In some i-espects it is a great pleasure to be here. 
Although we have an independent political existence, bur position 
toward Europe, as to literature and the arts, is still that of a 
colony, and one feels the same joy here that ia experienced by 
the colonist in returning to the parpat home. What was but 
picture to us becoiUies reality ; remote allusions and derivations 
trouble no more: we see the pattern of the stuff, and understand 
the whole tape&try. There is a gradual clearine up on many 
points, and many baseless notions and crude fancies are dropped. 
Even the post-haste passage of the business American through 
the great cities, escorteil by cheating couriei's and ignorant valels 
declare, unable to hold intercourse with the natives of llie couk- 
try, and passing ali his leisure hours with his countrymen, who 
know no more than himself, clears his mind of some mistakes, — 
lifts some mists fiwm his horizon. 

There are three species. First, the servile American, — a be- 
ing utterly shallow, thoughtless, worthless. He comes abroad to 
spend ills money and indulge his tastes. His olijcct in Europe 
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is to liave fashionable clothes, good foreign cookery, to know some 
titled pereons, and furnish himself with coffee-house gossip, by re- 
t^Iing which among tliose less travelled and as uninformed as 
himself he can win importance at home. I look with nnspealta- 
ble contempt on this class, — a class which has all the thought- 
lesaness and partiality of the ea^clusire classes in Euixipe, without 
any of their refinement, or the chivalric feeling which still sparkles 
among them here and there. However, though these willing serfs 
ia a free age do some little hurt^ and cause some annoyance at 
present, they cannot continue long ; our country is fated to a grand, 
independent existence, and, as its laws develop, these parasites o£ 
a bygone period must wither and drop away. 

Then there is the conceited American, instinctively bristling 
and proud of — he knows not what. He does not see, not he, 
that the history of Humanity for many centuries is likely to have 
produced results it requires some training, some devotion, to ap- 
preciate and profit by. With his great clumsy hands, only fitted 
to work on a steam-engine, he seizes the old Cremona violin, 
makes it shriek with anguish in his grasp, and then declares he 
thought it was all humbug before he came, and now he knows it ; 
that there is not really any music in these old things ; that the 
frogs in one of our swamps make much finer, for they are young 
and alive. To him the etiquettes of courts and camps, the ritual 
of the Chui-ch, seem simply silly, — and no wonder, profoundly 
ignorant as he is of their origin and meaning- Just so the legends 
whicli are the aubjecfs of pictures, the profound myths which are 
represented ia the antique marbles, amaze and revolt him ; as, 
indeed, such things need to be judged of hy another standard than 
that of the Connecticut Blue-Laws. He criticises severely pic- 
tures, feeling quite sure that his natural senses are better means 
of judgment than the rules of coanoisseura, — not feeling that, to 
see such objects, mental vision as well as fle.slily eyes aj-e needed 
and that something is aimed at in Art beyond the imitation of the 
commonest forma of Nature. This is Jonathan in the sprawling 
state, the booby truant, not yet aspiring enough to be a good school- 
boy. Yet in his folly there is meaning ; add thought and cnltnre 
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to his independence, and he will be a man of niiglit ; he is not a 
creature without liope, like tlie fliiek-skinned dandy of" the class 
Sxat specified. 

The artistes form a class by themselves. Yet among them, 
though seeldng special aims by special means, may also be found 
the lineaments of these two classes, as well as of the third, of which 
I am now to speak. 

This is that of the thinking American, — a man who, recogniz- 
ing the immense advantage of being bora to a new world and on 
a virgin soil, yet does not wish one seed from the past to be lost. 
He is anxious to gather and carry back with him every plant that 
will bear a new ciimata and new culture. Some will dwindle ; 
others wUl attain a bloom and stature unknown before. He wishes 
to gather them clemi, free from noxious insects, and to give them 
afair trial in his new world. And that he may know the conditions 
under which he may best place them in that new world, he does 
not neglect to study their history in fliia. 

Tlie history of our planet in some moments seems bo painfully 
mean and little, — such terrible bafflings and failures to compensate 
some brilliant successes, — such a crashing of the mass of men 
beneath tlie feet of a few, and these, too, often the least worthy, — 
such a small drop of hoaey to each cup of gall, and, in many cases, 
so mingled that it is never one moment in life purely tasted, — 
above all, so little achieved for Humanity as a whole, such tides 
of war and pestilence intervenmg to blot out the traces of each 
triumph, — that no wonder if the sti'ongest soul sometimes pauses 
aghast; no wonder if the many indolently console themselves 
with gross joys and frivolous prizes. Yes ! those men are worthy 
of admiration who can carry this cross faithfully through fifty 
years ; it is a great while for all the agonies that beset a lover of 
good, a lover of men ; it makes a soul worthy of a speedier ascent, 
a more productive ministry in the next sphere. Blessed are they 
who ever keep that portion of pure, generous love with which 
they began life! How blessed those who have deepened the 
fountains, and have enough to spare for tlie thirst of others ! 
Some such there are ; and, iVolliij; Ihat, with all the excuses for 
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feilure, stiil only the sight of tliose who triumph gives a meaning 
M> life or makes its pangs endurable, we must arise aud follow. 

Eighteen hundi-ed years of this Christian culture in these Eu- 
ropean kingdoms, a great tlieme never lost sight of, a mighty 
idea, aa adorable histoiy to which the liearta of men invaritJily 
cling, yet are genuine results rare as grains of gold in the river's 
sandy bed ! Where is tie genuine democracy to which the 
rights of all mea are holy ? where the child-like wisdom learning 
alltlirougb life more and more of the will of God? where the 
aversion to falsehood, in all its myriad disguises of cant, vanity, 
covetousness, so clear to be read ia all the history of Jesus of 
Nazareth ? Modem Europe ia the sequel to that history, and 
see tliis hoHow England, with its monstrous wealth and cruel 
poverty, its conventional life, aud low, practical aims ! see this 
poor France, so full of talent, so adroit, yet so shallow and glossy 
still, which could not escape from a false position with all its bap- 
tism of blood ! see that lost Poland, and this Italy bound down by 
treacherous hands in all the, force of genius I see Russia with its 
bmtal Czar and innumerable slaves ! see Austria and its royalty 
that represents nothing, and its people, who, as people, are and 
have nothing ! If we consider tlie amount of truth that has really 
been spoken out in the world, and the love that has benX in pri- 
vate hearts, — how genius has decked each spring-time with such 
splendid flowers, conveying each one enough of insti'uclJon in its 
life of harmonious energy, and liow continually, unquenchably, the 
spark of faith has striven to burst into flame and light up the 
universe, — the public failure seems amazing, seems monstrous. 

Still Europe toils and struggles with her idea, and, at this mo- 
ment, all things bode and declare a new outbreak of the fire, to 
destroy old palaces of crime I May it fertilize also many vine- 
yards ! Here at this moment a successor of St. Peter, after the 
lapse of near two thousand years, ia called " Utopian " by a part 
of this Europe, because he strives to get some food to the mouths 
of the leaner of his flock. A wonderful state of things, and which 
leaves aa the best argument against desp^r, that men do not, can- 
not despair amid such dark experiences. And thou, my Conn. 
22 
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try ! ivilt tliou not Le more true ? docs no greater success awail 
tliee ? All things Lave so conspired to teach, to aid I A new 
world, a new chance, with oceans to wall in the new thought 
agmnst interfereaee from the old ! — treasures of all kinds, gold, 
silver, corn, marble, to provide for every physical need ! A 
noble, constant, slarlike soul, an Italian, led the way to thy shores, 
and, in the Hist days, the strong, the pure, those too brave, too 
sincere, for the life of the Old World, hastened to people them. 
A generous struggle then shook off what was foreign, and gave 
the nation a glorious start for a worthy goal. Men rocked the 
cradle of its hopes, great, firm, disinterested men, who saw, who 
wrote, as the basis of all that was to be done, a statement of tlie 
rights, the inborn rights of men, which, if fully interpreted and 
acted upon, leaves nothing to be desired. 

Yet, Eagle ! whose early flight showed this clear sight of the 
sun, how often dost thou near the ground, how show the vulture 
in these later days ! Thou wert to be the advance-guard of hu- 
manity, the herald of all progress ; how often hast thou betrayed 
this high commission ! Fain would the tongue in clear, trium- 
phant accents di-aw example from thy story, to encourage the 
hearts of those who almost faint and die beneath the old oppres- 
sions. But we must stammer and blush when we speak of many 
things. I fake pride here, that 1 can really say the liberty of the 
press works well, and that checks and balances are found natu- 
rally which suf&ce to its government. I can say that the minds 
of our people are alert, and that talent has a free chance to rise. 
ThiB 13 much But dare I fuilher sty thit po'itical ambition is 
not as darkly sullied as in other countues '' Dare I say tliat men 
ot most mfiueute in political life are those who represent most 
viitue, 01 even intellectual power^ Is it eisy to find names in 
that career of which I can speak with enthusiasm ? Must I not 
confeas to i boundless lust oi gim in my pountiy ? Must I not 
concede the weikest vanity, ivhicli bristles ind blusters at each 
foolish taunt of the foreign pi ess, and admit that the men who 
miki, tlitbe undignified rejoinders seek and find popukrity so? 
Can I help ^(l ittn (lit thi i i is itt no anlidote cordially 
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adopted, which will defond even that great, rich coimtiy against tlie 
evils that have grown out of the commercial system in the Old 
Worid ? Can I say our social laws are generally better, or show 
a nobler insight into the wants of man and woman ? I do, indeed, 
say what I believe, that voluntary association for improvemect in 
these parliculara will be the grand means for my nation to grow, 
and give a nobler harmony to the coming age. But it is only of a 
small minority that I can say they as yet seriously take to heart 
these things; that they earnestly meditate on what is wanted for 
their counU'y, for montind, — for our cause is indeed the cause 
of all mankind at present. Could we succeed, really succeed, 
combine a deep religious love with practical development, the 
achievements of genius with the happiness of the multitude, we 
might believe man had now reached a commanding point in his 
ascent, and would stumble and faint no more. Then there is this 
horrible cancer of slavery, and the wicked war that has grown 
out of it. How dare I speak of these things here? I listen to 
the same arguments against the emancipation of Italy, that are 
used against the emancipation of our blacks; the same arguments 
in iavor of the spoliation of Poland, as for the conquest of Mexico. 
I find the cause of tyranny and wrong everywhere the same, — 
and lo ! my country ! the darkest offender, because with the least 
excuse ; forsworn to the high caUing with which she was called ; 
no champion of the rights of men, but a robber and a jailer ; the 
scourge hid behind her banner ; lier eyes fixed, not on the stars, 
but on the possessions of other men. 

How it pleases me here to think of the Abolitionists I I could 
never endure to be with them at home, they were so tedious, 
often so narrow, always so rabid and exaggerated in their tone- 
But, after all, they had a high motive, something eternal in their 
desire and life ; and if it was not tlie only thing worth thinking 
of, it was really something worth living and dying for, to free a 
great nation fi-om such a terrible blot, sudi a threatening plague. 
God strengthen them, and make them wise to achieve their 
purpose ! 

I please myself, loo, with rem<imboring some ardrnt souls among 
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the American youth, who I trii'it will jet exp iiid, jnd hel[i to 
give soul to the Imge, over-fed, loo hastily grown up hod) May 
they he constant! "Were man hut constint, he were perfect," 
it has heen said ; and it is true that he who could he ton'stint to 
those momenta in which he has b^en truly humin, not )}rulol, 
not mechanical, is on the suie p^lh to his peiiection and to 
effectual service of the universe 

It is to the youth that hope addresses it-elf , to those who yet 
burn with aspiration, who are not hardened in their &ins But I 
dare not expect too much of them I im not \ ei y old , yet of 
those who, in life's morning, I saw touched by tin, li^ht ot a high 
hope manj have receded. Some have become voluptuaries ; some, 
mere fimily men who think it quite life enough to win bread 
for half a lozen people, and treat them decently ; others are lost 
through indolente and vacillation. Yet some remain constant j 

I have vpJtneased mtiny a ehipwi-eck, 

Tet sHIl beat nobla hearts/' 

I have found many among the youth of England, of France, 
of Italy, also, full of high desire ; but will they have courage and 
purity to fight the battle through in the sacred, the immortal 
hand T Of some of tliem I believe it, and await the proof. If 
a few succeed amid the trial, we have not lived and loved in 

To these, the heart and hope of my countiy, a happy new year ! 
I do not know what I have written ; I have merely yielded to my 
feelings in thinking of America ; but somethmg of true love must 
be in these lines. Receive them kindly, my fi-iends ; it is, of itself, 
Bome merit for printed words to be sincere. 
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The Clira^Lla of Itiily. — Review of First ImpressioQs. — Kome in its vdrious 
Aepeots. — Tiia Pope. — CemeteiT of Santo Splrito. — Cei-emoiiles fit tho Chnp. 
els. — The Women of Italy. — Festivn] of St. Cai-lo Boiroraeo. — ■ Aa Incident 
in tlie Chapel. — English Residents in tlie Beverfhilled City. — Mrs. Trollope 
a liesident of FlorancB. — The Pope as he commniiioatea with hia People. — 
TliB Position of Affairs. — Lesser Potentates. — The Imugnmtion of the New 
Council. — Tlie Ceremonies thereto appei'tnining. — ITie American Flag in 
Kome. — A Bnll. — A Feast, and its Reverse. — The FunBml of n Councillor. 

Eome, December If, 1E47. 

This 17th diy of Dt-iembpr I u a to tee Ihe floods of sun 
li^ht UlfhsiiiT us aa they have alino t every day smce I re- 
lumed to Rome, — two months and more, — with seine thiee 
fbir dajs of lainy weather I sfiU sll the fieih uses and 
, apps eacb morning on my table thoujh both the e I expect to 
give up It Chiistmis 

This autumn is gometktng hie as iny Lountrymen 'i^y at 
home Like whai they do not sij , so I iluiys supposed they 
n eint hkp their id(,i! stindird Ceiiiinly this neathei corr 
poud^ with mine ind I begin to beheve the climate ot Italy 13 
ically wlnt it his been repieaented Shivenng heie list spring 
min air no belter thin the t-rud ea=l wi dofPir t u Bj'kn I 
h nght a!l thr piti ps lavished on 

Itii 1 O Itoi u 
would turn out to be figments of Ihe brain ; and that even Byron, 
usually accurate beyond the conception of plodding pedants, had 
deceived us when he says, you have the happiness in Italy to 
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and not, according to a view wLich exercises a withering influence 
on the enthusiasm of youth in my native land, be forced to regai-d 
each pleasant day as a taeather-hreeder. 

How delightful, loo, is the contrast between this time and the 
spring in another respect ! Then I was here, like travellers in 
general, expecting to be driven away in a short time. Like 
others, I went through the pmnful process of sighf-seeing, so un- 
natmul everywhere, so counter to the heallhfiil methods and 
true life of the mind. You rise in the morning knowing there are 
a great number of objects wortli knowing, which you may never 
have the chance to see again. You go every day, in all moods, 
under all circumstances ; feeling, probably, in seeing them, the 
inadequacy of your preparation for undei'standing or duiy receiv- 
ing them. Thb consciousness would be most valuable if one had 
time to thmk and study, being the natural way in which the mind 
is lured to cure its defects ; but you have no time ; you are always 
wearied, body and mind, confused, dissipated, sad. The objects 
are of commanding beauty or full of suggestion, but there is no 
quiet to let tliat beauty bvealhe its life into the aoul ; no time to 
follow up these suggestions, and plant for the proper harvest. 
Many persons run about Rome for nine days, and then go away ; 
they might as well expect to appreciate the Venus by throwing a 
stone at it, as hope really to see Eome in this time I stayed in 
Rom k I m wyiliipyosleio hav ng 

bee t k fh f t3 ht th ou^h so e o dro s 

realm w k bl f call yih but tl e h es and outlmea 

of tl p t th real k wl d tie recreat ve po ver nduced 

byfml I tl s..ml fts soul and substance — ill 

thetru 1 f h It — s antng a d 1 e icmT ns 

a p T t 1 ! th b f 1 e Hd T.led Is p r tual 

^ E t d y der and tho e 1 o t y to 

mak t 11 th 1 1 K ( f they ever 1 id ) bout 

gai t f th I T ti o e who travel as tl ey 

do jtl 1 lyb tl -s lo Ido ot I al tl ey 

are h is b dj t tl t te f th 1 c 
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For one, I now really live in Rome, and I begin to see and feel 
tlio real Eome. She reveala herself day by day ; slie tells me 
some of her life. Now I never go out to see a sight, hut I walk 
every day ; and here I cannot miss of some object of consummate 
inteieat to end a walk In the evenings which are long now, I 
am at leisure to follow np the mqunies sugge'fod by the day. 

Ab one becomes fwmhar, Ancient and Modem Rome, at first so 
pamfullj and discordantly jumbled toi^ther are diann apart to 
the menial vision One sees where objects and limits anciently 
were the superstiULtuies lani'-li and jou recognize the local 
habitation of 'io many thoughts "When this hegms to happen, 
fiie feels fiist truly at ease m Rome Then the old kings, the 
consuls and tnbunei, the emperors drunk with blood -ind gold, 
the wamois of eagle sight and remor ele^a beik, letuin for us, 
in] the fogatcd piOLcasion flnda room to sweep across the scene ; 
the apveti hills tower tho innumei ible temples glitter and the 
^ la Sma swarms with tiiumplnl life once more 

Ah I how joyful to see once more this Rome mstead of the 
pitiful peddling, Anglicized Rome first Mewed in unutterable 
h may from the cnpi of the lettnra, — a Rome all full of 
111 ems, lodging ho i=p= cheating chambermaids, vileit taleis de 
}laoe and fleas' A Niobe of nations mdeed' Ah' why secrelly 
the heait bh phemed did the sun omit to kill her too, when all 
th glouous lore wlitbwoie hei crown tell bene lib his ray? 
TJiank Heaven, it is possdile to nash an ay all tins dirt, aad 
( me at the maiblc yet 

Then the latei Ptpal Rome it requiies much acqu iintanee, 
muLh thought much reference to books, for the chdd ol Protestant 
Repubhcan Ameiica to w e where belong the legends illustrated 
)j intc and pictuie the sen^e of all the iidi tipesin, where it 
h IS ft united aid pontic meaning where it is broken by some 
LCidcnt of Uistoiv For all th e things — a senseless mass of 
] ngleries to the umnfirraed eye — are really growths of the 
umiwi spint struggling to develop its life and full of instruction 
for tl osc who learn to understand them 

Then Mol 1 1 Ri c — till ecfksia t il sliU dir p ed and 
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damp ill tlie shadoiy of tlie Vatican, but wbere brlglit hopes gleam 
now ami3 the ashes ! Never was a people who have had more to 
corrupt them, — bloody tyranny, and incuhus of priestcraft, the 
invasions, first of Goths, then of trampling emperors and kings, 
then of sighl^-seeing foreignera, — everything to turn them from a 
sincere, hopeful, fruitful life; and they are much coiTupfed, but 
still a fine race. I cannot look merely with a piclorial eye on 
the lounge of the Eoman dandy, the bold, Juno gait of the Roman 
Contadina. I love them, — dandies and all? I believe the 
natural expression of these fine forms will animate them yet- 
Certamly there never was a people that showed a better heart 
than they do in this day of love, of purely moral influence. It 
makes me very happy to be for once in a place ruled by a fathei-'s 
love, ajid where the pervasive glow of one good, generous heart 
is felt in every pulse of every day. 

I have seen the Pope several times since my return, and it is a 
real pleasure to see him in the thoroughfares, where his passage 
is always greeted as that of the living soul. 

The first week of November there is much praying for the 
dead here in the chapels of the cemeteries. I went to Sanlo 
Spirito. This cemetery stands high, and all the way up the 
slope was lined with beggars petitioning for alms, in every atti- 
tude and tone, (I mean tone that belongs to the professional beg- 
gar's gamut, for that ia peculiar,) and under every pretext imagi- 
nable, from the quite legless elderly gentleman to the ragged 
ruffian with the roguish twinkle in his eye, who lias merely a slight 
stitFness in one arm and one leg. I could not help laughing, it 
was such a show, — greatly to the alarm of my attendant, who 
declared they would kill me, if ever they caught me aloae ; but I 
was not afriad. Tam sure the endless Msehood in which such 
creatures live must make them very cowardly. "We enfered the 
cemetery ; it was a sweet, tranquil place, Ened with cypresses, 
and soft sunshine lying on the stone coverings where i-epose the 
houses of clay in which once dwelt joyous Eoman hearts, — for 
tlie heai-ts here do take pleasure in life. There were sevei-al 
chapels ; in one hojs were chiuiting, in others people on their 
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knees silently praying for the dead. In anotlier waa one of the 
groups ill was exhibited in SQch chapels through the first week 
of November. It represented St. Carlo Borromeo as a beautiful 
young man in a long scarlet robe, pure and brilliant as waa the 
blood of the martyrs, relieving the poor who were grouped around 
him, — old people and children, the halt, (he maimed, the blind ; 
he had called them all into the feast of love. The chapel was 
lighted and draped so as to give veiy good effect to this group i 
the spectators were mainly children and young girls, listening 
with ardent eyes, while their parents or the nuns explained to 
them the group, or told some story of the saint. It was a pretfy 
scene, only marred by the presence of a villanous-looking man, 
who ever and anon shoot the poor's box. I cannot tmdei^tand 
the bad laate of choosing him, wheu there were frati and priests 
enough of expression leas unprepossessing. 

I next entered a court-yard, where the stations, or different 
periods ia the Passion of Jesus, are painted on the wall. Kneel- 
ing before these were many persons : here a Franciscan, in 
his brown robe and cord ; there a pregnant woman, uttering, 
doubtless, some lender aspiration for the welfare of the yet unborn 
dear one ; (here some boys, with gay yet reverent air ; while all 
the while these fresh young voices were heard chanting. It 
was a beautiful moment, and despite the was saint, the ill-iavored 
friar, the professional mendicants, and my own removal, wide aa 
pole from pole, from the position of mind indicated by these 
forms, their spirit touched me, and I prayed too; prayed for the 
distant, every way distant, — for those who seem to have foi^t- 
ten me, and with me all we had in common ; prayed for the 
dead in spirit^ if not in body ; prayed for myself, that I might 



r walk (he e 



imb of my deail self" i 



qnd prayed in general for all unspoiled and loving hearts, — no 
less for all who suffer and find yet no helper. 

Gtoing out, I took my road by the cross which marks the brow 
of the Iiill. Up the ascent still wound the crowd of devotees, and 
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Ktill the beggars beset them. Amid that crowd, how many lovely, 
wurm-heai-ted women ! The women of Italy are intellecttially ha 
a low place, biU — they are miaffected ; you can see what Heaven 
meant them (o be, and I believe they will he yet the mothers of 
a great and generous race. Before me lay Rome, — how exqui- 
sitely tranquil in the sunset ! Never was an aspect that for serene 
grandeur could vie with that of Rome at sunset. 

Next day was the feast of the Milanese saiat, whose life has 
been made known to some Americans hy Manzoni, when speak- 
ing in hia popular novel of the cousin of St. Carlo, Federigo Bor- 
romeo. The Pope came in state to the church of St. Carlo, in 
the Corso, The show was munificent ; the church is not very 
large, and was almost filled with Papal court and guards, in all 
their splendid harmonies of color. An Italian child was next me, 
a little girl of four or five years, whom her mother had brought to 
see the Pope, As in the intervals of gating the child smiled and 
made signs to me, I nodded in return, and asked her name. " Vir- 
pnia," said she; "and how is the Signora named?" "Mar- 
gherita." "My name," she rejoined, "is Vii^mia GentUi." 1 
laughed, but did not follow up the cunning, graceful lead, — still 
I chatted and played with her now and then. At last, she said 
to her mother, " La Signora e molto cara," (" The Signora is very 
dear," or, to use the English equivalent, a darling,) " show her 
my two sisters." So the mother, herself a fine-looking woman, 
introduced two handsome young ladies, and with the family I was 
in a moment pleasantly intimate for the hour. 

Before me sat three young English ladies, the pretty daughters 
of a noble Earl; tlieir manners were a strange contrast to this 
Italian graciousness, best expressed by their constant use of the 
pronoun tkat. " See that man ! " (i. e. some high dignitary of 
the Charch,) "Look at that dress!" dropped constantly from 
their lips. Ah ! without being a Catholic, one may well wish 
Rome was not dependent on English sight-seers, who violate her 
ceremonies with acts tliat bespeak their thoughts full of wooden 
shoes and warming-pans. Can anything be more eadly expres- 
sive of limes out of joint than the feet lliat Mis. Ti-oUope is a rcsi- 
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ilout ill Italy ? Yes ! s!ie is fixed permanently in Florence, as I 
am told, peasioned at the rate of two thousand pounds a year to 
trail lier slime over the fruit of Italy. She is here in Home this 
winter, aad, afler having violated the virgin beauty of America, 
will have for many a year her chance to sully the imperial ma- 
tron of the civilized world. What must the English public be, if 
it wishes to pay two thousand pounds a year (o get Italy Trol- 
lo pi fled ? 

But to turn fo a pleasanter subject. When the Pope entered, 
borne in his chair of state amid the pomp of bis tiara and his white 
and gold rohes, he looked to me thin, or, as the Italians mur- 
mur anxiously at times, comumato, or wasted. But during the 
ceremony he seemed ahsorbed in his devotions, and at the end I 
think he had become exhilarated by thinking of St, Cai-lo, who 
was such another over the human race as himself, and his face 
wore a bright glow of faith. As he blessed the people, he rmsed 
his eyes to Heiiven, with a gesture quite natural : it was tlie spon- 
taneous act of a soul which felt that moment more than usual ils 
relation with things above it, and sure of support from a higher 
Power I saw him to itill cji-eater advantage a little while after, 
when ndmg on the Campi^na with a young gentleman who had 
1 pen ill, we met the Popp on foot, faking exercise. He oiten 
q ufs his Lirnage '»t the gate^ and walks in this way. He walked 
ripilly, lobed m a simple white drapery, two young priests in 
apitless purple on either side; they gave silver to the poor 
who knelt beside the wiy, while the beloved Father gave his 
benediction My companion knelt; he is not a Catholic, but 
he i(,]t thit " this hie sing would do him no harm." The Pope 
saw at once he was lU, and gave him a mark of interest, with that 
expression of melting love, the true, the only charity, which as- 
sures all who look on him lliat, were his power equal to his will, 
no living thing would ever suffer more. This expression the 
artists try in vain to catch ; all busts and engravings of him are 
caricatures ; it is a magnetic sweetness, a lambent light that plays 
over his features, and of which only great genius or a soul tender 
as his own would form an adequate image. 



by Google 



264 THINGS AND THOUGHTS liS EUKOl'K. 

The Italians have one term of praise peculiarly charaetemtic 
of their highly endowed nature. They say of such aad such, 
Ea una phisonomm simpaiica, — "He has a sympathetic expres- 
sion " ; and this is praise enough. This may be pre-emloently 
said of that of Pius IX, lie looks, indeed, as if nothing himaa 
eould be foreign to him. Such alone are the genuine kings of 
men. 

He has shown undoubted wisdom, clear-sightedness, bravery, 
and firmness; but it is, above all, his generous human heart that 
gives him his power over this people. His is a face to shame the 
selfish, redeem the sceptic, alarm tlie wicked, and cheer to new 
effort the weary and heavy-laden. "What fomi the issues of his 
life may take is yet uncertain ; in my belief, they are such as he 
does not thiak of; but they cannot fail to be for good. For my 
part, I shall always rejoice to have been here in his time. The 
working of his influence confirms my theories, and it is a positive 
treasure to me to have seen hun. I have never been pi-esented. 
Dot wishing to approach so real a presence in the path of mere 
etiquette ; I am quite content to see him standing amid the crowd, 
while the band plays the music he lias inspired. 
"Sons ot Rome, Rwake!" 

Tes, awake, and let no police-officer put you again to sleep in 
prison, as has happened to those who were called by the Marseil- 

AfiTairs look well. The king of Sardinia has at last, though 
with evident distrust and heartlessness, entered the upward 
path in a way that makes it difflcult to return. The Duke of 
Modena, the most senseless of all th^e ancient gentlemen, after 
publishing a declaration, which made bim more ridiculous than 
would the bitterest pasquinade penned by another, that he would 
fight to the deatli against reform, finds himself obliged to lend an 
ear as to the league for the customs ; and if he joins that, other 
mea3m.-es follow of course. Austria trembles ; and, in fine,-can- 
not sustain the point of Fcrrara. The king of Naples, after hav- 
ing shed much blood, ibr which he lias a ten-ible account to render, 
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(ah I Low many bid f<iu romiuces aie to tell alrtddj ibout Hie 
Calabriaa difiiculties ) till iii d the spmt fomentin^j m liis peo- 
ple ; he cannot put it down The dragon & teeth irt, sown, and the 
Irfizzaixini may be men yet ' The bvusa iff.iirs ha^e taken the 
right direcfioi Till gjod ndl ensue it olhei j.ower! ict with de- 
cent honesty and tlimk of healing the wounds of Switzerland, 
rather tlian merely of tying her down so that sht, cnnnot annoy 

In Rome, here, the new Council is inaugumted "ml elections 
liave given tokrable satisfaction Alieady, strugcltM ended in 
other places begin to be renewed here, as to gas-lights, introduc- 
tion of machinery, &c. We shall see at the end of (he winter 
how they have gone on. At any rate, the wants of the people are 
in some measure represented ; and already the conduct of those 
who have taken to themselves bo large a portion of the loaves and 
fishes on the very platform supposed to be selected by Jesua for 
a general feeding of his sheep, begins to be the subject of spoken 
as well as whispered animadversion. Torlonia is assailed in hie 
bank, Campana amid his urns or his Monte di Pieti; but these 
assaults have yet to be verified. 

On the day when the Council was to be inaugurated, great prep 
arations were made by representatives of other parts of Italy, and 
also of foreign nations friendly to the cause of progress. It was 
considered to represent the same fact as the feast of tlie 12tli of 
September in Tuscany, — the dawn of an epoch when the people 
shall find their wants and aspirations represeoted and guarded. 
The Americans showed a warm interest ; the gentlemen subscrib- 
ing to buy a flag, the United States having none before in Rome, 
and the ladies meeting to make it. The same distinguished in- 
dividual, indeed, who at Florence made a speech to prevent " tlie 
American eagle being taken out on so triflmg an occasion," with 
pimilar perspicuity and superiority of view, on the present occa- 
sion, was anxious to prevent " rash demoastrations, which might 
embroil the United States with Austria " ; hut the rash youth here 
present rushed on, ignorant how to value his Nestorian prudence, 
—fancying, hot-headed simpletons, that the cause of Freedom was 
23 
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the cause of America, and her eagle at home Tvhereyer the son 
shed a warmev i-ay, and there was reason to hope a happier life 
for man. So they hurried to buy then- silk, red, white, and 
blue, and inquired of recent orrivala how many States there are 
this winter in the Union, in order to making the proper number 
of stars. A magnificent spread-eagle was procured, not without 
difficulty, aa this, once the eyrie of the king of birds, is now a 
rookery rather, full of black, ominous fowl, ready to eat the har- 
vest sown by industrious hands. This eagle, having previously 
spread its wings over a piece of furniture where its back was sus- 
tained by the wall, was somewhat deficient in a part of its anatomy. 
But we flattered ourselves he should be held so high that no Ko- 
man eye, if disposed, could cai'p and criticise. "When lo ! just as 
the banner was ready to unfold its young glories in the home of 
Horace, Viigil, and Tacitus, an ordinance appeared prohibiting 
the display of" any but the Roman ensign. 

This ordinance was, it is said, caused by representations made 
to the Pope that the Oscurantista, ever on the watch to do mis- 
chief, meant to make this the occasion of disturbance, — as it is 
their pohcy to seek to create irritation here ; that the Neapoli- 
tan and Lombardo-Veaetian flags would appear draped witli black, 
and thus the signal be given for tumult. I cannot help thinking 
these fears were groundless ; that tlie people, on their guard, would 
have indignantly crushed at once any of these malignant efforts. 
However that may be, no one can ever be really displeased with 
any measure of the Pope, knowing his excellent intentions. But 
the limitation of the fesli^'al deprived it of the noble character of 
the brotherhood of nations and an ideal aun, worn by tliat of 
Tuscany. The Komans, chilled and disappomted, greeted their 
Councillors witli but little enthusiasm. The procession, too, was 
but a poor affair for Home. Twenty-four carriages had been lent 
by the princes and nobles, at the request of the city, to convey the 
Councillors. I found something symbolical in this. Thus will 
they be obliged to furnish fi-om their oM grandeur the vehicles of 
the new ideas. Each deputy was followed by his target and ban- 
ner. "Wlien the de[)uty for Forrara passed, many garlan^Is were 
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thrown upon his carriage, Tiiere lias been deep respect and 
sympatiiy felt for the citizens of Ferrara, (hey ha've conducted so 
well under their late trying circumstances. They contained Ihem- 
selves, knowing that the least indiscretion would give a handle 
for aggression to the enemies of the good cause. But tte daily 
occasions of irritation must have been innumerable, and they 
have shown much power of wise and dignified self-government. 

After the procession passed, I attempted to go on foot from the 
Cafe Novo, in the Corso, to St. Peter's, to see the decorations of 
the streets, but it was impossible. In that dense, but most viva- 
cious, various, and good-humored crowd, with all best will on their 
part to aid the foreigner, it was impossible to advance. So I saw 
only themseU-es; but tbat was a great pleasure. There is so 
much individuality of character here, that it is a great entertswn- 
ment to be in a crowd. 

In the evening, there was a ball given at the Argentina. Lord 
Minto was there; Prince Corsini now Si,nitor tlie Toilonias, 
in uniform of the Civic Guard, — Princess Toilom\ in a "ash of 
their colors, given her by the Civic Guard, which she waved 
often in answer to their gieetmgs But the beautiful show of the 
evening was the Trastevermi dancmg the Saltarello in their most 
brilliant costume. I saw them thus to much gieiter advantage 
than ever before. Sevei'al were nobly hand omo lad dmced 
admirably ; it was really like Pmellu 

The Saltarello enchmts me in this js really the Itah m wine, 
the Italian sun. The first tune, I saw it danced one night veiy 
unexpectedly near the Colcseum it earned me quite beyond 
myself, so that I most unamiably insisted on staying white the 
friends in my company not healel by enthusiasm like me were 
shivering and perhaps catching cold fi-om tlie dimp nirrht air I 
fear they remember it against me, nevertheless 1 cherish the 
memory of the moments wickedly stolen at their expense, for it 
is only the first time seeing such a thing that yon enjoj' a pecu- 
liar delight. But since, I love ta see and study it much. 

The Pope, in receiving the Coimeillors, made a speech, — such 
na the king of Prussia intrenched liimself in on a similar o 
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only mucli better and shorter, — implying thut lie meant only to 
improve,not to reform, and should keep things ia statu quo, aafe 
locked with the keys of St. Peter. Thia little sppech was made, 
no doubt, more to reassure czars, emperors, and kings, than fram 
the promptings of the spirit. But the fact of its necessity, aa 
weU aa the inferior freedom and spirit of the Roman journals to 
those of Tuscany, seems to say that the pontifical goyei-nmenf, 
though from the accident of this one man's accession it has taken 
the initiative to better times, yet may not, after a while, from its 
very nature, be able to keep in the -vanguai-d. 

A sad contrast to the feast of this day was presented by the 
same persons, a fortnight after, following the body of Silvani, one 
of the Councilloi-s, who died suddenly. The Councillors, the dif- 
ferent societies of Rome, a corps /rerfj bearing tapers, the Civic 
Guard with drums slowly beating, the same state cari-iagea with 
their liveried attendants all slowly, sadly moving, with torches 
and banners, drooped along the Corso in the dark night. A 
Buigle horseman, with his loug white plume and torch reversed, 
governed the procession ; it was the Prince Aldobrandini. The 
whole had that grand effect so easily given by this artist people, 
who seize instantly the natural poetry of an occasion, and with 
unanimous tact hasten to represent it. More and much anon. 
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LETTER XX. 

Borae, — Bad ffsathei-. — St. Ceoilia. — Tiie People's Proeeaslons — Takiug the 
Veil. — Festivities. — Polilieai Agitnlion. — Nobles. — Marin Louisa.— Ouie- 
cioH. — Parma. — Addvess to the new Sovereigu. — Tho New York Meeting for 
Ilaly. — Address to the Pope. 



I COULD not, in my last, content myself with praising tlie glori- 
ous iveather. I ivrote in the last day of it. Since, we have iiad 
a fortnight of rain failing incessantly, and whole days and nights 
of torrents such as are peculiar to the " cleariog-up " shower in 
our country. 

Under these circumstances, I have found my lodging in the 
Corso not only has its dai'k side, but is all dark, and that one in 
the Piazza di Spagne would have been better for me in this re- 
spect ; there on llieae days, the only ones when I wish to stay at 
home and write and study, I should have had the light. Now, if 
I consulted the good of my eyes, I should have the lamp lit on 
fii-st rising in the morning. 

" Every sweet must have its bitter," and the exchange from the 
brilliance of the Italian heaven to weeks and months of rain and 
such black cloud, la unspeakably dejecting. For myself, at the 
end of this fortnight without exercise or light, and in such a damp 
atmosphere, I And myself without strength, without appetite^ 
almost without spirits. The life of the Germao scholar who 
studies fifteen hours out of the twenty-four, or that of the Spiel- 
berg prisoner who could live through ten, fifteen, twenty years of 
dark prison with, only half an hour's exercise in the day, is to me 
a mystery. How can the brain, tie nerves, ever support it? 
We are made to keep in motion, to drink the air and light ; to me 
23 <« 
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these are needed to make lift) supportable, t!ie physical state is so 
difRcult and full of pains at any rate. 

I am sorry for those who have arrived just at this time 
hoping to enjoy Ihe Christmas festivities. Eveiythicg was spoiled 
by the weather. I went at half past ten to San Luigi Francese, 
a church adorned with some of Domenichino's finest frescos on 
the life and death of St. Cedha. 

This name leads me to a little digression. In a letter to Mr. 
Phillips, the dear friend of our revered Dr. Channlng, I asked 
him if he remembered, what recumbent statue it was of which Dr. 
Cbanning was wont to speak as of a sight that impressed him 
more thin inything else in Eome. He sswd, indeed, his mood, 
ind the unexpectedness in seeing this gentle, saintly figure lying 
tlieie as if death had just struck her down, had no doubt mneh 
influence upon him ; but still he believed the work had a peculiar 
holiness in its expression. I recognized at once the theme of his 
desciij tion ((he name he himself had forgotten) as I entered the 
other evening the lonely church of St. Cecilia in Trastevere. 
As in his case, it w as twilight : one or two nuns were at their 
devotions, and there lay the figure lu its grave -dotbes, with an 
an 'ft gentle =0 holy, as if she had only ceased to pray as the 
hind of the mnrdt,rcr struck her down. Her gentle limhs seemed 
instinct still with soft, sweet life ; the expression was not of the 
heroine, the martyr, so much as of the fender, angelic woman. I 
could well understand the deep impression made upon his mind. 
The expression of the frescos of Domeiiichino is not inharmoni- 
ous with the suggestions of this slatue. 

Finding the Mass was not to be^n for some time, I set out for 
tlie Quirinal to see the Pope return from that noble church, Santa 
Maria Ma^iore, where he officiated tiiis night. I reached the 
mount just as he was returning. A few torches gleamed before 
his door ; perhaps a hundred people were gathered together 
round the fountsun. Last year an immense multitude waited for 
him there to express their affection in one grand good-night; the 
change was occasioned partly by the weather, partly by other 
causes, of which I shall speak by and by. Just as be returned, 
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the moon looked palely out from amid the wet clouds, and shone 
upon the fountain, and the noble figures ahove it, and the long 
white cloalss of tlie Guardia Nobile who followed his carriage on 
horseback ; darker objects could scarcely he seen, except by the 
flickering light of the torches, much blown bj the wind. I then 
returned to San Luigi. The effect of the night service there was 
■very fine ; tliose deiaib which often have such a glaring, mean 
look by day are lost sight of in the niglil, and the unity of impres- 
sion fi-om the service is much more undisturbed. The music, too, 
descriptive of that era which promised peace on earth, good-will 
to men, was very sweet, and thepasforale particularly soothed the 
heart amid the crowd and pompous ceremonial. But here, too, 
the sweet had its bitter, in the vulgar vanity of the leader of the 
orchestra, a trait too common in such, who, not content with mai-k- 
ing the time for the musicians, made his stick heard in the remot- 
est nook of the church ; so that what would have heen sweet 
music, and flowed in upon the sou!, was vulgarized to make you 
remember the performers and their machines. 

On Monday the leaders of the Guarfia Civica paid their re- 
Bpecta to the Pope, who, in receiving them, expressed his con- 
stantly increasing satisfaction in having given this institution to 
his people. The same evening there was a pixfcession with 
torches to the Quirina], to pay the homage due to the day (Feast 
of St. John, and name-day of the Pope, Giovanni Maria Mastai) ; 
but all the way the rmn continually threatened to extinguish the 
torches, and the Pope could give hut a hasly salute under an 
umbrella, when tlie heavens were ag^n opened, and such a cata- 
ract of water descended, as drove both man and beast to seek the 
Dearest shelter. 

On Sunday, I went to see a nun fake the veil. She was a 
person of high family ; a princess gave her away, and the Car- 
dinal Ferreti, Secretary of State, officiated. It was a much less 
effective ceremony than I expected fi-om the descriptions of travel- 
lers and romance-writers. There was no moment of throwing on 
the black veil ; no peal of music ; no salute of cannon. The nun, 
an elega-Uly dressed woman of five or six and twenty, — pretty 
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enougb, but ivliose quite worldly air gave the idea that it was 
one of those avrangemenCs made because no suitable esfabiish- 
ment coidd otherwise be given her, — came forward, knelt, and 
prayed ; her confessor, in that atrained, unnatural whine too com- 
mon among preachers of all churches and all countries, praised 
himself for having induced ber to enter on a path which would 
lead her fettered steps "fTOm palm to palm, from triumph to 
triumph," Poor thing ! she looked as if the domestic olives and 
poppies were all she wanted ; and lacking these, tares and worm- 
wood must be her portion. She was then taien behind a grating, 
her hair cut, and her clothes exchanged for the nun'a vestments; 
the black-robed sisters who worked upon her looking like crows 
or ravens at their ominous feasts. AU the while, the music played, 
first sweet and thoughtful, then triumphant strains. The effect 
on my mind was revolting and painful to the last degree. Were 
monastic seclusion always voiuntaiy, and could it be ended when- 
ever the mind required a change back from seclusion to common 
life, I should have nothing to say against it ; there are positions 
of the mind which it suits exactly, and even characters that might 
choose it all through life; certainly, to the brokeu-hearted it pre- 
sents a slielter that Protestant communities do not provide. But 
where it is enforced or repented of, no hell could be worse ; nor 
can a more terrible responsibility be incun-ed than by him who 
has persuaded a novice that the snares of the world are less dan- 
gerous than the demons of solitude, 

Festivities in Italy have been of great importance, since, for a 
century or two back, the thought, the feeling, the genius of the 
people have had more chance to expand, to express themselves, 
there than anywhei-e else. Now, if the march of reform goes 
forward, this will not be so ; there will be also speeches made 
freely on public occasions, without having the life pressed out of 
them by the censorship. Now we hover betwixt the old and the 
new ; when the many reasons for the new prevail, I hope what 
is poetical in the old wffl not be lost. The ceremonies of New 
Year are before me ; but as I shall have to send tliia letter on 
New-Yeav's diiy, I cannot describe them. 
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The Koim^iis begin now to talk of the mad gajeties of Carnival, 
and the Opera is open. They have hegun with "Attila," as, in- 
deed, there is little hope of hearing in Italy other music than 
Verdi's. Great applause waited on the following words : — 

" EZIO (THE ROMAN LEADER). 
'■ E gittati la mia sorte, 

Pronto £0110 ad ogni guct'i'a, 
S' io cnrdfl, codi'^ (fa forte, 
£ 11 mla noma I'ester^. 

" Noa veiri 1' umata terra 
Svener lenta e farri a brniio, 
Sopra 1' ullinio Romano 
Tutta Italia plangeii." 
" My lot is fixed, audi eland ready for every conflict. If I must fall, I shall 
fidl as a brave man, and ray fame mill enrvive. I shall not see my beloved 
country fall to pieces and slowly perish, and over the last Roman all Italy 
will woep." 

And at Hues of which the following is a translaiion : — 

"O hiave man, whose mighty power can raise thy country IWini euch dire 
distress, fiom the Inimcrfal hills, radiant with glory, let the shades of our 
aniosJois ai se; oh! only one day, one Instant, ai'ise to look upon us ! " 

It was an Italian who sung this strain, though, singularly 
enough, heie in the heart of Italy, so long reputed the home of 
musie, three principal parte were filled by persons bearing the 
ioieign names of Ivanoff, Mitrovich, and Nissren. 

Naples continues in a state of great excitement, which now 
pervades the upper classes, as several young men of noble families 
have been arrested ; among them, one young man much beloved, 
son of Prince Terella, and who, it is said, was certainly not present 
on the occasion for which he was arrested, and that the measure 
was taken because he was known to sympathize strongly with the 
libera! movement. The nobility very generally have not feared 
to go to tlie house of his father to express their displeasure at the 
arrest and interest in the young man. The ministry, it is siud, 
are now persuaded of the necessityofa change of measures. The 
king alone remains inflexible in his stupidity. 

Tlie stars of Bonaparte sind Eyron show again a conjimclion, 
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by the almost simullaneous announeemi^nt of changes ia the lot 
of women with whom they were so intimately connected; — the 
Archduchess of Parma, Maria Louisa, is dead ; the Countess 
Guiccioli is married. The Countess I have seea sevei-al times ; 
she still looks young, and retina the charms which by the contem- 
poraries of Byroa she is reputed to hare had ; they never were 
of a very high order ; her best expression is that of a good heart. 
I always supposed that Byron, weary aad sick of the world such 
as he had known it, became attached lo her for her good dispo- 
sition, and sincere, warm tenderness for him ; the sight of her, 
and the testimony of a near relative, confirmed this impression. 
Tliis friend of hers added, that she had tried very hai-d to remaia 
dei'Oted to the memory of Eyroo, but was quite unequal to the 
part, being one of those affectionate natures that must have some 
one near with whom to he occupied ; and now, it seems, she has 
resigned herself publicly to abandon her romance. However, I 
fancy the manes of Byron remain undisturbed. 

We all know the worthless character of Maria Louisa, the 
indifference she showed to a husband who, if he was not her own 
choice, yet would have been endeared to almost any woman, as 
one fallen from an immense height into immense misfortune, and 
as the father of her child. No voice from her penetrated lo cheer 
his exile: the unhappiness of Josephine was well avenged. And 
that child, the poor Duke of Eeichstadt, of a character so interest- 
ing, and with obvious elements of greatness, withering beneath the 
mean, cold influence of his grandfather, — what did Maria Louisa 
do for him, — she, appointed by Nature to be bis inspiring genius, 
his protecting angei ? I felt for her a most sad and profound con- 
tempt last summer, as 1 passed through her oppressed dominion, 
a little sphere, in which, if she could not save it from the usual 
effects of the Austiian rule, she might have done so mach private, 
womanly good, — might have beea a genial heart to wai-m it, — 
and where she had let so much ill be done. A journal announces 
her death in these words : "The Archduchess is dead; a woman 
who miffhe have oceupietl one of the noblest positions in the history 
of the age " ; — and there makes expressive pause. 
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Parma, passing from bad to worse, Mis into 1h& Lands of the 
Duke of Modena ; and the people and magistracy have made an 
address to their new ruler. The address has received many 
thousand signatures, and seems quite sincere, except in the as- 
sumption of good-will in the Duke of Modena ; and this is merely 
an insincerity of etiquette. 
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LETTER XXI. 

Xhs Pupa's Ikeeptionof the New Officars. — They kiss his Font. — Vespers at 
thE GoBii — A Poor Youth in Home seeking a Pstrou. — Euiiioi's of Disluib- 
ances. — Thdr Cause, — Eepreseutatlona to tlie Pope. — Kis Conduct in tUe 

Affair An Italian Consul for tha United States. — Catholicism. — ■ The Pop- 

olarityoftlis Pope. — His Deposition of a Censor. — The Policy of the Pope 
in his Domestic not equal to that of his Public Life. — His Opposition to Protes- 
tant Reform. — Latter from Joseph Mazzini to the Pontiff. — Reflections on it, 

lioniB.Jnnunry 10, 1843. 

In the fii'&t morning of this New Year I sent o£F a letter which 
must then be mailed in oi'der to reach tlie steamer of the 16sh. 
So far am I fram home, that even steam does not come nigh to 
anniLilate tlie distance. 

This afternoon I went to the Quirinal Palace lo see the Pope 
receive the new municipal officci-s. He was to^ay in his robes 
of white and gold, with his usual corps of attendants in pure red 
and white, or violet and white. The new officers were in black 
velvet dresses, with broad white collars. They took the oaths of 
office, and then actually kissed his foot. I had supposed this was 
never really done, but oaly a very low obeisance made ; the act 
seemed to me disgusUngly abject. A Heavenly Father does not 
ivant his ehildreu at his feet, but in his arms, on a level with bis 

After this was over the Pope went to the Gesti, a very rich 
church belonging to the Jesuits, to ofHeiate at Vespers, and we 
followed. The music was beautiful, and the effect of the church, 
with its riehly-paioted dome and alfar-pieee in a blaze of lights 
while the assembly were in a sort of brown darkness, was very 
(inc. 

A number of Americans there, new airivals, kept requesting m 
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the midst of the music to know wlien it wouid begiu. " Whj, 
this is if," some one at last had the patience to answer; "yon are 
hearing Vespers now." « What," they replied, " is tliere no ora- 
tion, no speech ! " So deeply rooted in the American mind is the 
idea that a sermon is the only real worship ! 

This church is indelibly stamped on my mind. Coming to 
Rome this lime, 1 saw in the diligence a young man, whom his 
uncle, a priest of the convent that owns this church, had sent for, 
intending to provicle him employment here. Some slight cireum- 
stances tested the character of this young man, and showed it 
what I have ever found it, singuhu-ly honorable and consoienlious. 
He was led to show me his papers, among which was a letter 
from a youth whom, witli that true benevolence only possible to 
the poor, because only they can mate great sacrifices, he had so 
benefited as to make an entire change in his prospects for life. 
Himself a poor orphan, with nothing but a tolerable education at 
an orphan asylum, aad a friend of his dead parents to find him 
employment on leaving it, he had felt for this young man, poorer 
and more uninstructed than himself, had taught him at his leisure 
to read and write, had then collected fi-om friends, and given him- 
self, till he had gathered together sixty francs, pi-ocuring also 
for his proUgS a letter from monks, who were fi-iends of his, to 
the convents on the road, so that wherever there was one, the 
poor youth had lodging and food gratis. Thus armed, he set 
forth on foot for Eome ; Piiicenza, their native place, aflTirding 
little hope even of gaining bread in the present distressed state 
of that dominion. The letter was to say that he had arrived, and 
been so fortunate as to find employment immediately in the studio 
of Bonzoni, the sculptor. 

The poor patron's eyes sparkled as I read the letter. " How 
happy he is!" siud he. "And does he not spell and write well? 
I waa his only master." 

But the good do not inherit the earth, aad, less fortunate than 
gi, German© on his arrival found his uncle ill of the 
11 fever. He came to see me, much agitated. " Can it be, 
•ina," says he, "tliiit Coil, who has taken my father and 
24 



by Google 



278 THINGS AND THOUGUTS IN EtlROPE. 

mother, will also take from me tlia only protector I have left, and 
just a3 I arrive in this strange plane, too ?" Aiter a few days 
he seemed more tranquil, and told me that, thongh he had felt 
as if it would console hiia and divert his miad to go to some 
places of entertainment, he had forhome and applied the money 
to iiaTe masses said for his uacle. " I feel," he said, " as if God 
would help me." Alaa ! at that moment tlie uncle was dying. 
Poor Gcrmano came next day with a receipt for masses said for 
the soul of the departed, (his simple faith in these being appar- 
ently indestructible,) and amid his fears he said: "The Fathers 
were so unkind, they were hardly willing to hear me speak a 
woi-d ; they were so afraid T should he a burden to them, I sliall 
never go there again. But the most cruel thing was, I offered 
them a acudo (dollar) to say six masses for the soul of my poor 
uncle; they said they would only say five, and must have seven 
biuoechi (cents) more for that." 

A few days after, 1 happened to go into their chureh, and found 
t tl onged wl le a p eacl e panting, sweating, leaning half out 
of the pulp { w» exl o t ^ bis hearers to " imitate Christ." 
W h unspeak'*! le hsg« 1 1 gized on this false shepherd of those 

lo 111 J t so failed their duty to a poor stray lamb, 
Tl e r chu I s so r eh m ornaments, the seven baiocchi wei'e 
hardly nee lei to bun 1 t Their altar-piece is a very imposing 
compo ton ly an artLt of Kome, still in the primeof his powers. 
Capalt It epre ents the Circumcision, with the cross and six 
V ng angels u the background ; Joseph, who holds the child, 
the p est, and all tl e figures n the foreground, seem intent npon 
the barhaio s r fe except Mary the mother ; her mind seems to 

si forw rd nto the fut re, and understand the destiny of her 
child; she sees the cross, — she sees the angels, too. 

Now I have mentioned a picture, let me say a word or two 
about Art and artists, by way of parenthesis in tliis letter so much 
occupied with political affairs. We lau^l 1 1 ttle here at some 
words that come from your city o thp ul lect of Art. 

"We hear that the landscapes pa t 11 le slow a want of famil- 
iarity with Nature ; .artists need fo et to A erica and see her 
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again. Eul, friends, Nature wears a different face in Italy from 
what she does in America. Do you uot want to see iier Italian 
fece ? it is very glorious ! We thought it was the iuna of Art to re- 
produce all forma of Nature, and that you would not be sorry to 
have transcripts of what you haye not always round you. Ameri- 
can Art is not necessarily a reproduction of American Mature. 

Hicks has made a charming picture of familiar life, which those 
who cannot believe ia Italian daylight would not tolerate. I am 
not sure that all eyes are made in the same manner, for I have 
known those who declare they see nothing remarkable in these 
skies, these hues ; and always complain when they ai-e repro- 
duced in picture. I have yet seen no picture by Cropsoy on an 
Italian subject^ but his aketehea from Scotch scenes are most 
poetical and just presentations of those lakes, those mountains, 
with theb mourning veils. He is an artist of great promise. 
Cranch has made a picture for Mr. Ogden Haggerty of a fine 
mountain-hold of old Colonna story, I wish he would write a 
ballad about it too ; there is plenty of material. 

But to return to the Jesuits. One swallow does aot make a 
summer, nor am I — who have seen so much hard-heartedness and 
barbarous greed of gain in all classes of men — so foolish as to at- 
tach undue importance to the demand, by those who have dared to 
appropriate peculiarly to themselves the sacred name of Jesus, 
from a poor orphan, and for the soul of one of their own order, of 
" seven bsuoochi more.'' But I have always been satisfied, from 
Ibe very nature of their institutions, that the current prejudice 
against them must be correct. These institutions are calculated 
to bai-den the hearty and destroy entirely that truth which is tlie 
conservative prindple in character. Their influence is and must 
be always against the free pi-ogress of huiuanity. The more I 
see of its working, the more I feel how pernidoua it is, and were 
I a European, to no object should I lend myself with more ardor, 
than to the extirpation of this cancer. True, disband tiie Jesuits, 
there would still remain Jesuitical men, but singly they would 
have infinitely less power to work mischief 

The influence of tlie Oscuranlist foe has shown itself more and 
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more plainly in Eome, ciuiing the last four or five weeks. A false 
mii-acle ia devised : the Madonna del Popolo, (who has her hand- 
some house very near me,) has cured a paralytic youth, (who, in 
fact, was never diseased,) and, appearing to him in a vision, takes 
occasion to criticise severely the measures of the Pope. Euiuors 
of tumult in one quarter are circulated, to excite it in anotlier. 
Inflammatory liandbills are put up in the night. But the Romans 
thus tar resist all intrigues of the foe to excite tliem to bad con- 
On New-Year's day, however, success was near. The people, 
as usual, asked permission of the Governor to go to the Quirinal 
and receive the benediction of tlie Pope. This was denied, and 
not, as it might truly have been, because the Pope was unwell, but 
in the most ungracious, irritating manner possible, by saying, " He 
is fired of these things: he is afraid of disturbance." Then, the 
people being naturally excited and angry, the Governor sent 
word to the Pope that there was excitement, without ietling him 
know why, and had the guards doubled on the posts. The most 
absui-d rumors were circulated among the people that the cannon 
of St. Angelo were to be pointed on them, &c. But they, with 
tliat singular discretion which they show now, instead of rising, aa 
their enemies had hoped, went to ask counsel of their lately ap- 
poittted Senator, Corsini. He went to the Pope, found him ill, 
entirely ignorant of what wai going on, and much distressed when 
he heard it. He declared that the people should be satisfied, 
and, since they had not been allowed to come to him, he would 
goto them. Accordingly, the next day, though rainy and of a 
aearcliing cold like that of a Scotch mist, we had all our win- 
dows thrown open, and the red and yellow tapestries hung out. 
He passed through the principal parts of the city, the people 
throwing themselves on their knees and crying out, " Holy 
Father, don't desert us I don't forget us ! don't listen to our ene- 
mies 1" The Pope wept often, and replied, "Fear nothing, my 
people, my heart is yours." At last, seeing how ill he was, they 
begged him to go in, and he returned to the Quirinal ; the present 
Tribune of the People, as far as rule in the heart is concerned, 
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Cieeronacohio, following his carriage, I shall give some account 
of this man in anotlier letter. 

For the moment, the difficulties are healed, as they wil! be 
whenever the Pope directly shows himself to the people. Then 
his genei'ous, affectionate heart will always act, and act on them, 
dissipating the clouds which others have been toiling lo darten. 

la speaking of the intrigues of these emissaries of t!ie power of 
darkness, I will mention that there is a report here that they are 
trying to get au Italian Consul for the United States, and one in 
the employment of the Jesuits. This rumor seems ridiculous ; 
yet it is true tliat Dr. Beecher's j)anic about Catholic influence 
in the United States is not quite unfounded, and that there is con- 
siderable hope of eslabhshing a new dominion there. I hope the 
United States will appoint no Italian, no Catliolic, to a consulship. 
The representatire of the United States should be American ; ouv 
national character and interests are peculiar, and cannot he fitly 
represented by a foreigner, unless, like Mr. Ombrossi of Florence, 
he has passed part of Ins youth in tlie United States. It would, 
indeed, be well if our government paid attention to qualification 
for the office in the candidate, and not to pretensions founded on 
partisan service ; appointing only men of probity, who would not 
stain the naiional honor in the sight of Europe. It would he 
wise also not to select men entirely ignorant of foreign manners, 
customs, ways of thinking, or even of any language in which 
to commnnicate with foreign society, making the country ridic- 
ulous by all sorts of blunders ; but 't were pity if a sufficirat 
number of Americans could not bo found, who ai-e honest, ha\e 
some knowledge of Europe and gentlemanly tact, and are able 
at least to speak French. 

To return to the Pope, aitbough the shadow tliat lias fallen on 
his popularity is in a great measure the work of his enemies, yet 
there is real cause for it too. Ilia conduct in deposing for a time 
one of the Censors, about the banners of the 15th of December, 
his spee«h to the Council the same day, his extreme displeasure at 
the sympathy of a few pereons with the triumph of the Swiss Diet, 
because it was a Protestant tritimph, and, above all, his spceeli 
24* 
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to the Consistory, so deplorably weak ia thought and absolute in 
manner, show a man less strong against domestic than foreign 
foes, instigated by a generous, humane heart to advance, but fet- 
tered by tlie prejudices of education, and terribly afraid to be or 
eeem to be less the Pope of Eome, in becoming a reform prince, 
and fatlier to the faUierless. I insert a passage of this speech, 
which seems to say that, whenever there shall be collision between 
the priest ^nd the leformer, the priest sh^ ttiumph — 

" Another subjitt there is which profoundly afflieta and harasses 
oui mind It la not ceitamly unknown to you, Venerible Breth- 
ren that many piiemies ol Cs^hohc trutli ha^ e, in our times 
especiallj, duected then effoita by the di-^ue to plite cprtam 
monstrous offeptmgs of opinion on a par villi the docfrine of 
Chiist, or to bluid them theiewilh, seeking to pripigate more 
and more that impiou= system of indifference toMatd all idigion 
wh'»tever 

"And lately some have been tound, dreadtul to narrate ! who 
have offered such an insult to our name and Apostolic dignity, as 
slanderously to represent us participators in their folly, and favor- 
era of thit most iniquitous system above named. These have been 
pleased to infer from the counsels (certainly not foreign to the 
sanctity of the CathoUc religion) which, in certain afiaii-s per- 
taining to the civil exercise of the Pontific sway we had benignly 
embiaced for the increase of public prosperity an 1 good and al o 
from the pardon bestowed in clemency upon ce ta pe ons s b- 
ject to tliat sway, in the very beginning of our Po t flcate thit 
we had such benevolent sentiments toward eve y le p on of 
persons as to believe that not only the sons of tl Church but 
others also, remmning aliens from Catholic unity, are alike m the 
way of salvation, and may attain eternal life. Words are wanting 
to us, from horror, to repel this new and atrocious calumny against 
us. It is true that with intimate affection of heart we love all 
mankind, but not otherwise than in the charity of God and of oiir 
Lord Jesus Christ, who came to seek and to save that which had 
perished, who wisheth that all men should be saved and come to 
a knowledge of the truth, and who sent hia disciples through 
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tlie whole world to preach the Gospel to every ci'eature, declaring 
that those who should believe and he baptized should be saved, but 
those who should not believe, should be condemned. Let those 
therefore who seek salvation come to the pillar and support of the 
Troth, which is the Church, — let them come, tliat is, to the true 
Churcli of Clmst, which possesses in its bishops and the supreme 
head of all, the Eoman Pontiff, a never-interrupted succession of 
Apostolic authority, and which for nothing has ever been more 
zealous than to preach, and with all care preserve and defend, the 
doctrine announced as the mandate of Christ by his Apostles ; 
which Church afterward iuereased, from the time of the Apostles, 
in the midst of every species of difficulties, and flourished through- 
out the whole worid, radiant in the splendor of miracles, ampMed 
by the blood of martyrs, ennobled by the virtues of confessors 
and virglua, corroborated by the testimony and most sapient writ- 
ing of the fathei's, — as it still flourishes tliroughout all lands, 
refulgent in perfect unity of the sacraments, of faith, and of holy 
discipline. We who, though unworthy, preside in this supreme 
chair of the Apostle Peter, in which Christ our Ijord placed the 
foundation of his Church, have at no time abstained from any 
cares or (oils to bring, through the grace of Christ himself, those 
who are in iguorance and error to tliis sole way of truth and sal- 
vation. Let those, whoever they be, that are adverse, remem- 
ber that heaven and earth shall pass away, but nothing can ever 
perish of the words of Christ, nor be changed in the doctrine which 
the CathoMe Church received, to guard, defend, and publish, from 

" Kext to this we cannot but speak to you. Venerable Brethren, 
of the bitterness of sorrow by which we were affected, on seeing 
I ^t t few davs s ee, n thi ou fair c ty, the fortress and centre 
f the Citl ol c rel g on t proved possible to find some — very 
i V nde 1 i d velln„h fraut men — who, laying aside the 
erj en e o I uman j and to the extreme disgust and indigna- 
on of otl er c zen ot Ih s to vere not withheld by horror 
f om t u plun" o[ e !y and p bl ly over the most lamentable 
t n I ly d o tl Helvetic people; which 
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trulj fatal war we sori-ow over fiom the depths of our heart, as 
well conaiilLring tli' blood shed by that nation, the slaughter of 
brothers, the atiociou=, daily recuiriiig, and fatal discords, hatreds, 
and diasensions (which uauilly redound among nations in conse- 
quence especially of civil wars), as the detriment which we leam 
the Cathohc religion has suffered, and fear it may yet suffer, in 
consequence of this, and, tmaliy, the deplorable acts of sacrilege 
committed m the lirst conflict, which our soul shrinks from nav- 

It IS probably on account of these fears of Pius IX. lest he 
should be a called a Protestant Pope, that the Koman journals 
thus far, in translating the American Address to the Pope, have 
not dared to add any commeat. 

But if the heart, the instincts, of this good man have been be- 
yond his Hiinking powers, tliat only shows him the providential 
agent to work out aims beyond his ken. A wave has been set 
in motion, which cannot stop till it casts up its freight upon the 
shore, and if Pius IX. does not suffer hhnself to be surrounded 
by dignitaries, and see the signs of the times through the eyes of 
others, — if he does not suffer the knowledge he had of general 
society as a simple prelate to become incrusted by the ignorance 
habitual to princes, — he cannot fail long to be a most important 
agent in fashioning a new and better era for this beautiful injured 

I will now give aaother document, which may be considered 
as representing the view of what is now passing falcen by the 
democratic party called " Young Italy." Should it in any other 
way have reached the United States, yet it will not come amiss to 
have it translated for the Tribune, as many of your readers may 
not otherwise have a chance of seeing this noble document, one of 
the milestones in the march of thought. It is a letter to the 
Most High PontifF, Pius IX., from Joseph Mazzini. 

" London, Eth September, 1S4T. 
"Most Holy Father, — Permit an Italian, who has studied 
your every step for some months back with much hopefulness, to 
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address to yoa, in the midst of the ipplau e often fii too servile 
and unworthy of you, which reaouni near you some iiee and 
profoundly sincere words. Take to lead them ■wme momenta 
from your infinite cares. From % simplp indiTiJuil animated by 
holy intentions may come, sometimes a gieat counsel, and I 
write to you with so much love with go much emotion of my 
whole soul, with so much failh in the deat uy of my countij 
which may be revived by your mean-i that my thought, ought 
to speak tnitb. 

"And first, it is needful, Most Holy Fatlier thit I should siy 
to you somewhat of myself. My name his probably leiched 
your ears, but accompanied by iJl the tilummei by all the 
errors, by all the foohsh conjectuiea, which the policp by sjstem 
and many meu of myparty through w mt of knowledge or poverty 
of intellect, have heaped upon it I am not a subvertei not i 
communist, nor a man of blood nor a hifer nor mtolerant nor 
exclusive adorer of a system, or of a torm imagined by my mind. 

I adore God. and an idea nhich seems to me of God, Ilaiy an 

jiigel of moi-ai unity and of progressive civilization for the nations 
of Europe. Here ajid everywhere I have written the best I 
know how against the vices of materialism, of egotism, of reac- 
tion, and against the destructive tendencies which contaminate 
many of our party. If the people should rise in violent attack 
against tlie selfishness and bad government of their rulers, I, 
while rendering homage to the right of the people, shall be 
jmong the liret to prevent the excesses and the vengeance 
which long slavery has prepared. I believe profoundly in a 
religious principle, supreme ^ove all social ordinances ; in a di- 
liiie order, which we ought to seek lo realize here on earths 
in a law, in a providential design, which we all ought, according to 
our powers, to study and to promote, I believe in the mspiration 
of my immortal soul, in the teaehing of Humanity, which shouts 
to me, through the deeds and words of all its saints, incessant prog- 
ress for all through the work of all my brothers toward a com- 
mon moral amelioration, toward the fulfilment of the Divine Law. 
And in the great history of Humanity I have studied flie his' 
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toiy of Iti'.l a 1 h fo d tl ere Eome tvi e d e tresa of the 
world, — first tl rou^h the Enpe or later tl ougli the Popes. 
I Lave foa d there that every a anif estat on of It h in. life haa 
also been a man festat o of Fn opean I f e an 1 that always 
when Ilaly fell tl e moral n ty of Euro[ e began to fill apart in 
analysis, in doubt m anarcl v I bel eve n yet a otl er manifesta- 
liori of the laJao ilea nil bele e tl at -i otl er European 
world ought to be revealed trom the Efemal City, that had the 
Capitol, and has the Vatican. And this faith has not abandoned 
me ever, through years, poverty, and griefs whicli God alone 
knows. In tliese few words lies all my being, all the secret of 
my life. I may err in the intellect, but the heart has always 
remained pure. I have never lied through fear or hope, and I 
speak to you as I should spealt to God beyond the sepulchre. 

" I believe you good. There is no man this day, I will not say 
in Italy, but in all Europe, more powerful than you ; you then 
have, most Holy Father, vast dutie<i. God measures th^e ac- 
cording to the means whn,}i he has grwted (o hia creatures. 

"Europe la in a tremendouo lit-is of doubta aud desires. 
Through the work of tune, aecelerited by jour predecessors of 
the hieratehy of the Church, faith la dead, Catholicism is lost in 
desjoti^-m, Piotestantum is lost la ■morchy Look around you; 
you will hnd superotitious and hypoentea, but not believers. The 
iafellect travels in a void. The bad adore calculation, physical 
good; the good pi"ay aud hope; nobody believes. Kings, govern- 
ments, the ruling classes, combat for a power usurped, illegiti- 
mate, since it does not represent the worship of truth, nor disposi- 
tion to sacrifice one's self for the good of all ; the people combat 
because they suffer, because they would fain fake their turn to 
enjoy ; nobody fights for duty, nobody because the war agtunst 
evil and falsehood is a holy war, the crusade of Gtod. We have 
no more a heaven ; hence we have no more a society. 

" Do not deceive yourself. Most Holy Father; this is the pres- 
ent state of Europe. 

" But humanity cannot exist without a heaven. Tiie idea of 
society ia only a consequence of the idea of religion. Wo shall 
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have then, soonei oi later, rdi'ion ml heaveu. We shall have 
these not in the kmg9 md flie privileged classes, — their very 
condition excludes love, the soul of ill religions, — but in the 
people The spirit from God descends on many gathered to- 
gether m his name. The people have suffered for ages on tlie 
cross, and God will bless them with a faith. 

" You can. Most Holy Father, hasten that moment. I will not 
tell you my individual opinions on the religious development 
which is to come ; these are of little importance. But I will say 
to you, that, whatever be flie destiny of the creeds now existing, 
you can put yourself at the head of this development. If God 
wills that such creeds should revive, yoa can make tbem revive ; 
if God wills tliat they should be transformed, that, leaving the 
foot of the cross, dogma and worship should be purified by rising 
u atep nearer God, the Father and Educator of the world, you 
cj.li put yourself between the two epochs, and guide tlie world 
t.i the conquest and the practice of religious truth, extirpating 
.1 hafeful egotism, a barren negation. 

" God preserve me from tempting you with ambition ; that 
would be profanation. I call you, in the name of lie power 
which God has granted you, and has not granted withonfc a reason, 
to fuliii the good, the regenerating European work, I call you, 
atler so many i^es of doubt and corruption, to be apostle of Etei-- 
nal Truth. 1 call you to make yourself the 'serrant of all,' 
to sacriflce yourself, if needful, so that ' the will of God may be 
done on the earth as it is in heaven ' ; to hold yourself ready 
to glorify God in victory, or to repeat with resignation, if yon 
must fail, the words of Gregory VII : ' I die in exile, because I 
have loved justice and hated iniquity.' 

" But for this, to fulfil the mission which God eonfldea to you, 
two things are needful, — to be a believer, and to unify Italy. 
Without the first, yon will fall in the middle of the way, aban- 
doned by God and by men; without the second, you will not 
have the lever with which only you can effect great, holy, and 
durable things. 

" Be a believer ; abhor to be king, politician, statesman. Make 
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no compromise with error ; do not confaminate yourself witli cii- 
plomac}', make no compact with fear, with expediency, with, the 
false doctrines of a kgalitij, which is merely a fdsehood iuTeBted 
when faith failed. Take no counsel except from God, from the 
inspirations of your own heart, and from the imperious necessity 
of rehuilding a temple to truth, to justice, to faith. Self-col- 
lected, in enthusiasm of love for humanity, and apart fi-om eveiy 
liuman regard, ask of Gtod that he will teach you the wayj then 
enter upon it, with the faith of a conqueror on your brow, with 
the irrevocable decision of the martyr in your heart ; look neither 
to the right hand nor the left, but straight before you, and up to 
heaven. Of everj object that meeta you on the way, ask of your- 
self: 'Is this just or unjust, true or false, law of man or law 
of God?' Proclaim aloud the result of your examination, and 
act accordingly. Do not say to yourself: ' If I apeak and work 
in such a way, the princes of the earth will disagi-ee ; the am- 
bassadors will present notes and protests ! ' What are the quai-- 
rels of seltishness in princes, or their notes, before a syllable of 
the eternal Evangelists of God ? They have' had importance till 
now, because, though phantoms, they had nothing to oppose them 
but phantoms ; oppose to them the reality of a man who sees 
the Divine view, unknown to them, of human affairs, of an immor- 
tal soul conscious of a high mission, and these will vanish before 
you as vapors accumulated in darkness before the sun which rises 
in the east. Do not let youi-self be affrighted by intrigues; the 
creature who fulfils a duty belongs not to men, but to God. 
God will pratect you ; God will spread around you such a halo 
of love, that neither the perfidy of men irreparably lost, nor the 
suggestions of hell, can break through it. Give to tlie world a 
spectacle new, unique: you will have results new, not to be fore- 
seen by human calculation. Announce an ei-a; declare that 
Humanity is sacred, and a daughter of God ; that alJ who violate 
her riglits to progress, to association, are on the way of error ; that 
in God is tlie source of every government ; that those who are 
best by intellc<:t and heart, by genius and virtue, must be the 
guides of the people. Bless those who suffer and combat ; blame, 
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reprove, those who cause sufferiug, witliout regard to the name 
they bear, the rank that invests them. The people Tvill adore m 
j'ou the hest interpreter of the Divine design, and your conscience 
will give yon rest, strength, and ineffable comfort. 

"Unity Italy, yonr conntiy. For this yon have no need to 
work, but to bless Him who works through yon and in your name. 
Gather round you those who best represent the national party. 
Do not beg alliances with princes. Continue to seek the alli- 
ance of our own people ; say, ' The unity of Italy ought to be a 
fact of the nineteenth century,' and it will suffice; we shall work 
for you. Leave our pens free ; leave free the circulation of ideas 
ill what regards this point, vital for us, of the national unity. 
Treat the Austrian government, even when it no longer menaces 
your territory, with the reserve of one who knows that it governs 
by usurpation in Italy and elsewhere ; combat it with words of a 
just man, wherever it contrives oppressions and violations of the 
rights of others out of Italy. Require, in the name of the God of 
Peace, the Jesuits alUed with Austria in Switzerland to withdraw 
from that country, where their presence prepares an inevitable 
and speedy effusion of the blood of the citizens. Give a word of 
sympathy which shall become public to tlie first Pole of Galicia 
who comes into your presence. Show us, in fine, by some fact, 
that you intend not only to improve the physical condition of your 
own few subjects, but that you embrace in your love the twenty- 
four millions of Italians, your brothers ; that you believe them 
calied by God to unite in family unity under one and the same 
compact ; that you would bless the national banner, whei-ever it 
should be raised by pure and incontaminate hands ; and leave the 
rest to us. We will cause lo rise around you a nation over whose 
free and popular development you, Uving, shall preside. We will 
found a government unique in Europe, which shall destroy the 
absurd divorce between spiritual and temporal power, and in 
which yoH shall he chosen to represent the prindple of which the 
men chosen by the nation will make the application. We shall 
know how to translate into a potent fact the instinct which palpi- 
tates through all Italy. We will excite for you active support 
25 
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among the iiatioaa of Europe ; we ivill find you friends even in tlie 
ranks of Aiistria ; we alone, because we alone have unity of design, 
believe id the truth of our principle, and have never betrayed it. 
Do not fear excesses from the people once entered upon tbis way; 
the people only commit excesses when left to their own impubes 
without any guide whom they respect. Do not pause before the 
idea of becoming a cause of war. War exists, everywhere, 
open or latent, but near breaking out, inevitable; nor can human 
power prevent it. Nor do I, it must be said frankly. Most Holy 
Father, address to you these words because I doubt in the least 
of our destiny, or because I believe you the sole, the indispensable 
means of tbe enterprise. The unity of Italy is a work of God, — 
a part of the design of Providence and of all, even of those who 
show themselves most satisfied with local improvements, and who, 
less sincere than I, wish to make them means of attaining their 
own aims. It will be fulfilled, with you or without you. But 
I address you, because I believe you worthy to take the ini- 
tiative in a woi-k so vast ; because your putting yourself at 
the head of it would much abridge the road and diminish the 
dangers, the injury, the blood ; because with you the confiict 
would assume a religious aspect, and be freed from many dangere 
of reaction and civil errors ; because might be attained at once 
under your banner a political result and a vast moral result ; be- 
cause the revival of Italy under the tegis of a religious idea, of a 
standard, not of rights, but of duties, would leave behind all the 
revolutions of other countries, and place her immediately at the 
head of European progress ; because it is in your power to cause 
that God aud the people, terras too often fatally disjoined, should 
meet at once in beautiful and holy harmony, to direct the fate of 
nations. 

" If I could be near you, I would invoke from God power to 
convince you, by gesture, by accent, by fears ; now I can only 
confide to the paper the cold corpse, as it were, of my thought ; 
nor can I ever have the certainty that you have read and medi- 
tated a moment what I write. But I feel an imperious necessity 
of fulfdling this duty toward Italy and you, and, whatsoever you 
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may think of it, I shall find myself more in peace with my con- 
Bcience for having thus addressed you. 

" Believe, Most Holy Father, in the feehngs of veneration and 
of high hope which professes for you your most devoted 

"Joseph Mazzini." 

Whatever may be the impression of the reader as to the ideas 
and propositions contained in this document,* I think he cannot 
fail to be struck with its simple nobleness, its fervent truth. 

A thousand petty interruptions have prevented my completing 
this letter, till, now the hour of closing the mail for the steamer is 
so near, I shall not have time to look over it, either to see what I 
have written or make slight corrections. However, I suppose it 
represents the feelings of the last few days, and shows that, with- 
out having lost any of my confidence in the Italian movement, the 
office of the Pope in promoting it has shown narrower limits, and 
sooner than I had expected. 

This does not at all weaken my persona! feeling toward this 
excellent man, whose heart I have seen in his face, and can never 
doubl. It was necessaiy to be a great thinker, a great genius, to 
compete with the difficulties of his position. I never supposed he 
was that ; I am only disappointed that his good heart has not car- 
ried him on a little farther. "With regard to the i-eception of the 
American address, it is only the Roman press that is so timid ; 
the pruate expressions of pleasure have been very warm ; the 
If ihana iiy, " The Americans are indeed our brothers." It re- 
mams to be seen, when Pius IX. receives it, whether tlie man, 
the reformmg prince, or the Pope is uppermost at that moment, 

• This letter was printed in Pai'is to be oircnlated in Italy. A prefatory tioto 
ETgnod by a frie&d of Mazzini's, states that the origiaa] was known to liuve reached 
the hands of the Pope. Ths hope ia exprBssed that the pnblication of this tetter, 
though without the authority of its writer, will yet not displease him, as those 
who are deceived as to his plans and motives will tiius !eam his true purposea 
and feelings, and ths letter will one day aid the historian who seeks fo know wh:^ 
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Tho CGi-eraoiiles succeeding Epiphnny. — Tlis Denth of Torlonin, and its pre- 
disposing Causes. — Funeral Honors. — A striking Gontnist in the DeoeaBe o( 
the Cardinal Prince Mnssimo. — The Pope and his Officers of State. — The 
Cardinal Bofondi. — STmpathetio Excitements through Italy. — Sicily in full 
iDSUrrection — The King of Sioiiy, Prince Mettaraicb, aod Louis Philippe.— 
A Eumor aa to tile Parentage of the Bng of Hie French — Eome : Ave Haria. 
— Life iu theEtemalCity. — The Bambino. — Catholicism! its Gifte and its 
Worldngs.-The Church of Ara Cteli. — EshibiUon of the Bamhino. — Bygone 
Superstition and Living Eealitj. — The Soul of Catholioism has flail. — Befiec- 

tions. — Eahibition by the Collega of the Propaganda Eseroises in nil 

Langnagaa — DistnrbsDoes and their Causes. — TliCMghts, — Blessing Ani- 
mals — Accounts from Pavia. — Austria. — The King of Nnples. — Raraora 
from other Parts of Eiiropa. — France. — GuiKOt. — Appearances and Appra- 
hensions. 



I THINK I dosed mj' last letter, without h&\ 1 1 time to 
speak of the ceremoaies that precede and foil w Epipliony 
This month, no day, scarcely aa hour, has passed unmoiked by 
some showy spectacle or some exciting piece of neui 

On the last day of the year died Don Carlo Toilon a biother 
of lie backer, a man greatly beloved and regretted The publii, 
felt this eyent the more that its proximate cause n as in attack 
made upon his brother's house by Paradisi, now imjtjsoned la 
the Castle of St. Angelo, pending a law process for proof of his 
accusations. Don Carlo had been ill before, and the piintul agi 
tation caused by these circumstances decided his fate. The public 
had been by no means displeased at this inquiry into the conduct 
of Don Alessandro Torlonia, belieying that his assumed munifi- 
cence is, in this case, literally a robbery nf Peter (o pay Paul, 
and that all lie gives to Eome is taken from Koino. But i' 
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Bympatliized no less with the affectionate indignafion of his 
brother, too good a man to be made the confidant of wrong, or 
liave eyes for it, if such exist. 

Thus, in the poetical justice which does not fail to be done in 
the prose narrative of life, while men hastened, the moment a cry 
was raised against Don Alessandro, to echo it back with aU kinds 
of imputations both on himself and his employees, every man 
held his breath, and many wept, when the mortal remsuna of Don 
Carlo passed ; feeling that in him was lost a benefactor, a brother, 
a simple, just man. 

Don Carlo was a Knight of Malta ; yet with liim the celibate 
life had not hardened the heart, but only left it free oq all sides 
to general love. Not less than half a dozen pompous funerals 
were given in his honor, hy his relatives, the brotherhoods to 
which he belonged, and the battalion of tlie Civic Guard of which 
he was commander-ia-chief. But in his own house the body lay 
in no other state than that of a simple Franciscan, the oi-der to 
which he first belonged, and whose vow he had kept through half 
a century, by giving all he had for the good of others. He lay 
on tlie ground in the plain dark robe and cowl, no unfit subject 
for a modern picture of little angels descending to shower lilies 
on a good man's corpse. The long files of armed men, the rich 
coaches, and liveried retinues of the princes, were little observed 
m comparison nith mote than a hundred oiphan girls whom his 
libetalily had sustained and who followed the bier l 
robes and long ivhite vpih ';ptnt likp in the diik i 
trumpets ■nail, an 1 soft melaneholv music f om the binds bioke 
at times the roll of the mufHed drum the hymns ot the 
Church were chanted and Yollejs of muaketrj dii haiged m 
honoi of the departed but much more musical w^s the whisper 
in which the crowd as paased hia mortnl fiane lold inccdotes oi 
his good deeds 

I do not know whpn I hue pa'iscd moie con olatoiy moneiits 
than in tLe stieets one evLUing dm ng this pomp and pictur 
cique =liow — fii ojiLP not emj tj of all meaning 11 lo the 
pic enf time icc gn 7at^ fl it ^cjI «1 eh j hi u in fl hnmn 
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being, iiieradkaljle by all ill. uiid promises that our poor, iiijui-ed 
nature shall rise, and bloom again, from present corruption to 
immortal purity. If Don Carlo Lad been a thinker, — a man 
of strong intellect, — he might liave devised means of using 
his money to more radical advantage than simplj- to give it in 
alms; he had only a kind human beart, but from that heart 
distilled a balm which made all men bless if, happy in finding 
cause to bless. 

As in the moral little books with which our nureeries are 
entertained, followed another death in violent contrast. One of 
those whom the new arrangements deprived of power and the 
means of unjust gain was the Cardinal Prince Massimo, a man a, 
little younger than Don Carlo, but who had passed his forty 
years in a very different mancer. He remonstrated; the Pope 
was firm, and, at last, is said to have answered wili sharp reproof 
for the past The C'ardina] contained himself in the audience, 
but, going out, literally suffocated with the rage he had suppressed. 
The bad blood his bad heart had been so long making rushed to 
his head, and he died on his return home. Men laughed, and 
proposed that all the widows he had deprived of a maintenance 
should combine to follow his bier. It was said boys hissed as 
that bier passed. Now, a splendid suit of lace being for sale in 
a shop of the Corso, everybody says : " Have you been to look at 
the lace of Cardinal Massimo, who died of rage, because he could 
no longer devour the public good'*?" And this is ihe last echo 
o( his requiem. 

TJie Pope is anxious to have at least well-intentioned men 
in places of power. Men of much ability, it would seem, are not 
lo be had. His last piime minister was a man said to have 
energy, good dispositions, but no thinking power Thi, Ciidinil 
Eofondi, whom he has taken now, is said to be a man of SL^lce 
any ability; there being few among thp new Councillon the 
public can name as fitted for important ttu&t In consolation we 
must remember that the Chancellor Otenstiera found nothing 
more worthy of remark to show his son than 1^ how littk wi-j 
ttom fhe world could be governed. W i i t h [ tl c l men 
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of straw will sei-ve as thatch to keep out tliu rain, and not he 
exposed to the assaults of a devouring flame. 

Tet that hour may not he distant. The disturbances of the 
1st of January here were answered by similar exciteiMfUts in 
Leghorn and Genoa, produced by the same hidden and malig- 
nant foe. At the same time, fJie Austrian government in Milan 
organized an attempt to rouse the people to revolt, with a view 
to arrests, and other measures calculated to stiSe the spirit of in- 
dependence they know to be latent there. In this iniquitous 
attempt tliey murdered eighty persons ; yet the cilazeus, on their 
guard, refused them the desired means of ruin, and they were 
forced to retractions as impudently vile as their attempts had 
been. The Viceroy proclaimed that "he hoped the people 
■would confide in him as he did in them " ; and no doubt they 
will. At LeghoiTi and Genoa, the wiles of the foe were baffled 
by the wisdom of the popular leaders, as I trust they always will 
be; but it is Heedful daily to expect these nets laid in the path 
of the unwary. 

Sicily is in fuU insurrection ; and it ia reported Naples, but 
this is not sure. There was a report^ day befoi-e yesterday, that 
the poor, stupid king was already here, and had taken cheap 
chambers at the Hotel d'Allemagne, as, indeed, it is smd he has 
always a turn for economy, when Le cannot live at the expense 
of his suffering people. Day before yesterday, every carriage 
that the people saw with a stupid-looking man in it they did not 
know, they looked to see if it was not the royal runaway. But 
11. was their wish was father to that thought, and it lias not as yet 
tafeen body as fact. In like manner they report this week the 
death of Prince Mettemich; but I believe it is not sure he is 
dead yet, only dying. With him passes one great embodiment 
of ill to Europe. As for Louis Philippe, he seems reserved to 
^ve the world daily more signal proofs of his base apostasy to 
the cause that placed him on the throne, and that heartless self- 
ishness, of which his face alone bears witness to any one that has 
a mind to read it. How the French nation could look upon that 
face, while yet flushed with the hopes of the Three Days, and put 
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him on the throne as represenfative of those liopos, I cannot con- 
ceive. There is !i Ktoiy current in Italy, that he is really the child 
of a man ih'st a barher, afterwards a police-officer, and was sub- 
alituted at nurse for the true heir of Orleans ; and the vulgarity 
of form in his body of limbs, power of endurance, greed of gain, 
and hard, cunning intellect, so unlike all traits of the weak, 
but more " genteel " Bourbon race, might well lend plausibility 
to such a fable. 

But to return to Eome, ivliere I hear the Ave Maria just 
pinging. By the way, nobody pauses, nobody thinks, nobody 



is but a figment of the poet's fancy. 

To return to Eome: what a Eome! the fortieth day of rain, 
aad damp, and abominable reeking odors, such as blessed cities 
swept by the sea-breeze —- bitter sometimes, yet indeed a friend 

— never know. It has been dark all day, though the lamp has 
only been lit half an hour. The music of the d)iy has been, first 
the atrocious arias, which last in the Corso till near noon, though 
certainly less in virulence on rainy days. Then came the wicked 
organ-grinder, who, apart from the horror of the noise, grinds ex- 
actly the same obsolete abominations as at home or in England, 

— the Copenhagen Walta, "Home, sweet home," and all that! 
The cruel chance that both an English iny-lady and a Councillor 
flora oni, of the provinces li^e oppo'iitt keeps him constintly 
before mv nmdow, hoping baiocihi Within, the three pet dogs 
of my I-uidladi, bereft of then walk, unible to employ then 
miseiible legs ind eyes, exercise them elves b\ l continual 
barking whit.h is answered by all the digi m the neighbor 
hood An uichin retuimn^ from the laundress delighted with 
the SI mphony, laj 8 down his white bundle m the guttpr se^ts 
himself on the cuib stone, tnd attempla an imitation of the 
music of ctts IS a tiibute to the conceit. The donr bell nn^3 
Chi h? " Who is it ? " cries the handmaid, willi unweariable sense 
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lessness, as if any one would answer, Rogue, or Enemy, instead of 
the traditionary Atnico, M'iend. Can it be, perchance, a letter, 
news of home, or some of the many friends who have neglected so 
long to write, or some ray of hope to break the clouda of the 
difficult Future ? Far from iL Enter a man poisoning me at 
once with tlie smell of the worst possible cigars, not to be driven 
out, insisting I shall look upon frightful, ill-cut cameos, and woi-se- 
designed mosaics, made by some friend of his, who works in a 
chamber and will sell so cheap, Man of ill-odors and meanest 
smile I I am no Countess to be fooled by you. For dogs they 
were not even — dog-cheap. 

A faint and misty gleam of sun greeted fte day on which there 
was the fexiat to the Bambino, the most venerated doll of Eorae. 
This is the fimous image of the infant Jesus, reputed to be made 
of wood fron ■» t ee of P lestine, and which, beiug taken away 
from its present abode — the church of Aia Cfeli, — returned 
by itself, mak g the bells ring as it sought admittance at the 
door. It is f! IS h h ns carried in extreme cases to the bedside 
of the sick. It 1 is r ce ed more splendid gifls than any other 
idol. An o pi an by my s de, now struggling with ditKculties, 
showed me on i breast a splendid jewel, which a doting grand- 
mother thoi g] t no e 1 kely to benefit her soul if given to the 
Bambino, than if turned into money to give her gi-andchildren 
education and prospects in life. The same old lady lefl her vine- 
yard, not to these children, but to her confessor, a well-endowed 
Monsigrior, who occasionally asks this youth, bis godson, to din- 
ner I Children so placed are not quite such devotees to Cathol- 
icism as the new proselytes of America; — they are not so 
much patted on tiie head, and things do not show to them under 
quite the same s Iver veil 

The church of Ara C eh is on or neai the site of t!ie temple 
of Cipitolne JoM which ceifainlysaw notl mg more idolatrous 
tfan these eeremomes Foi about a week tlieBimbno is ex 
hibited in an illuminated chapel in the aims of a splendidly 
dressed Midonni, djll Behinl a Innapirency repiLsent^ tiie 
ph iheil- Ij I 1 J t lie 1 I H the 1 lib ^ n noun el 
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and, above, God the Father, wiih many angels iiailing the 
event. A pretty part of this ejchibition, which I was not so 
fortunate as to hit upon, though I went twice c 
the children making little Bpeeches m honor of the 
Many readers will remember some account of this in Andersen's 
" IfflproYvisatore." 

The last time I went was the grand feast in liouor of the Bam- 
bino, The church was entirely full, mosUy with Contadini and 
the poorer people, absorbed in their devotions; one man near me 
never raised his head or stirred from his knees to see anything ; 
he seemed in an anguish of prayer, either from repentance or 
anxietj'. I wished I could have hoped the ugly little doll could 
do him any good. The noble stair which descends from the great 
door of this churcli to the foot of the Capitol, — a stair made from 
fragments of the old imperial time, — was flooded wifii people; 
the street below was a rapid river also, whose waves were men. 
The ceremonies began with splendid music from the organ, peal- 
ing sweetly long and repeated invocations. As if answering to 
this call, the world came in, many dignitaries, tbe Conservafori, 
(I think conservatives are the same everywhere, official or no,) 
and did homage to the image ; then men in white and gold, with 
the candles they are so fond here of burning by daylight, as if the 
poorest artificial were better than the greatest natural light, up- 
lifted high above themselves the baby, with its gilded robes and 
crown, and made twice the tour of the church, passing twice the 
column labelled "From the Home of Augustus," while the band 
played — what? — the Hymn to Pius IX. and "Sons of Eome, 
awalte I " Never was a crueller comment upon the irreconcilable- 
ness of these two things. Eome seeks to reconcile reform and 
priestcrafl. 

But her eyes are shut, that they see not. O awake indeed, 
JEiomans ! and you will see that the Christ who is to save men is 
no wooden dingy effigy of bygone superstitions, but such as Art 
has seen him in your better mood, — a Child, living, full of love, 
prophetic of a boundless future, — a Man acquainted with all 
sorrows tliat rend the heart of all, and ever loving uiiiii with sym- 
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pathy and faith deatli could not quentli, — that Christ lives and 
may be sought ; burn your doll of wood. 

How any one can remain a Catholic — I mean who has ever 
been aroused to think, and is not biassed by the partialities of 
childish yeai-s — after seeing Catholicism here in Italy, I cannot 
conceive. There was once a soul in the religion while the blood 
of its martyrs waa yet fresh upon the ground, but that soul was 
always too much encumbered with the remains of pagan habits 
and customs : tliat soul is now quite fled elsewhere, and in the 
splendid eatafaleo, watched by so many white and red-robed 
snuff-taking, sly-eyed men, would they let it be opened, nothing 
would be found but bones ! 

Then the College for pi-opagating all tbis, tiie most venerable 
Propaganda, baa given its exhibition in honor of the Magi, wise 
men of the East who came to Christ I was there one day. In 
conformity with the general spirit of Rome, — strangely inconsist- 
ent in a country where the Madonna is far more frequently and de- 
voutly worshipped than God or Christ, in a city where at least as 
many female s^uts and martyrs are venerated as male, — there 
was no good pla^e for women W sit. Ail the good seats were for 
the men in the area beiow, but in the gallery windows, and from the 
organ-loft, a few women were allowed to peep at what was going 
on. I was one of these exceptional characters. The exercises 
were m all the different languages under the sun. It would have 
been exceedingly interesting to hear them, one after the other, 
each in its peculiar cadence and inflection, but much of tlie indi- 
vidual expression was taken away by tliat general false academic 
tone which is sure to pervade such exhibitions where young men 
speak who have aa yet nothing to say. It would have been differ 
ent, indeed, if we could have heard natives of all those countries, 
who were animated by real feelings, real wants. Still it was in- 
teresting, particularly tlie language and music of Kurdistan, and 
the full-grown beauty of the Greek after the ruder dialects. 
Among those who appeared to the best advantage were several 
blacks, and the majesty of the Latin hexameters was confided to 
a fuJl-blooded Guinea negra, who acquitted himself better than 
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any other I heard. I observed, tuo, the perfectly geiitleuiaJiJy 
appearance of these young men, and that they had nothing of 
that Cuffy swagger by which those freed from a servile state try 
to cover a painful consciousnesa of their position in our eountry. 
Their air was self-possessed, quiet and free beyond that of most 
of tfie whites. 

Jaiinary 23, 2 o'clock, P. M. 

Pour, pour, pour again, dark as nighf, — many people eoming 
in to see me because they don't know what to do with themselves. 
I am very glad to see them for the same reason ; this atmosphere 
is so heavy, I seem to carry the weight of the world on my head 
and feel unfitted for every exertion. As to eating, that is a by- 
gone thing; wine, coffee, meat, I have resigned; vegetables are 
few and hard to have, except horrible cabbage, in which tlie Eo- 
mans delight. A little rice still remains, which I take with pleas- 
ure, remembering it growing in the rich fields of Lorabardy, so 
green and full of glorious light. That light fell still more beau- 
tiful on the tall plantations of hemp, but it is d.mgerous just at 
present to think of what is made from hemp. 

This week all the animals are being blessed,* and they get a 
gratuitous baptism, too, tlie while. The iambs one morning were 
taken out to the church of St- Agnes for this purpose. The littie 
companion of my travels, if he sees this letter, will remember how 
often we saw her with her lamb in pictures. The horses are 
being blessed by St, Anionio, and under his harmonizing influence 
are afterward driven through the city, twelve and even twenty iu 
hand. They are harnessed into light wagons, and men run beside 
them to guai-d against accident, iu case the good influence of the 
Saint should fail. 

This morning came the detaib of infamous attempts by the 
Austrian police to exasperate the students of Pavia. The way is 
to send persons to smoke cigars in forbidden places, who insult 
those who are obliged to tell them to desist. These traps seem 
particularly shocking when laid for fiery and sensitive young men. 

*OHe ofEomc'3 singular cU5!OHi3. — Kn. 
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They aiicceeded : the students were lured into combat, aiid a num- 
ber left dead and wounded ou both sides. The Universily is shut 
up ; the inhabitants of Pavia and Milan Lave put on mourning ; 
even at the theatre they wear it. The Milanese ivill not walk in 
that quarter where the blood of their fellow-citizens has been so 
waatonly shed. They liave demanded a legal iuvestigation of the 
conduct of the officials. 

At Piacenaa similar attempts have been made to excite the 
Italians, by smoking in tlieir faces, and crying, " Long live the 
Emperor!" It is a worthy homage to pay to the Austrian crown, 
— this offering of cigars and blood. 



This moniing authentic news is received from Naples. The 
king, when assured by his own brother that Sicily was in a state 
of irresistible revolt, and that even the women quelled the troops, 
— showering on them stones, furniture, boiling oil, such means of 
warfare as the household may easily furnish to a thoughtful ma- 
tron, — had, first, a stroke of apoplexy, from which the loss of a 
good deal of bad blood relieved him. His mind apparently hav- 
ing become clearer thereby, lie has offered his subjects an amnesty 
and terms of reform, which, it is hoped, will arrive before his 
troops have begun to bombard the cities in obedience to earlier 
orders. 

Comes also to-day the news that the French Chamber of Peers 
propose an Address to the King, echoing back all the false- 
hoods of his speech, including those upon reform, and the enor- 
mous one that " the peace of Europe is now assured " ; but that 
some members have worthily opposed tliis address, and spoken 
truth in an honorable manner. 

Also, that tJie infamous sacrifice of the poor little queen of 
Spain puts on more tragic colors ; that it is pretended she has 
epilepsy, and she is to be made to renounce the throne, which, in- 
deed, has been a terrific curse to her. And Heaven and Earth 
liave looked calmly on, while the king of France has managed 
ill! this ivJih the most unnatural of motlirars, 
■2G 



by Google 



Thia morning comes tlie plan of the Address of the Chamber of 
Depttties to the King : it contains some passages that are keenest 
satire upon him, as also some remarl« whidi have been made, 
some words of truth spoken in tlie Chamber of Peers, that must 
have given him some tn mge'i of nervous shame as he read. M. 
Guizot's speech on the aftaua of Switzerltud shows his usual 
shabbiness and falsehood Suiply ne\er pnme minister stood in 
so mean a position as he one like Metternioh seems noble and 
manly in comparison ; foi if there i" a cruel atheisticjl treacher- 
ous policy, there needs not at least continual evasion lo avoid 
declaring in words what is so glaringly manifest in fact. 

There is news that the revolution has now broken out in 
Naples; that neither Sicilians nor Neapolitans will trust the 
king, but demand his abdication ; and that his had demon, Cocio, 
has fled, carrying two hundred thousand ducats of gold. But in 
particulars this news is not yet sure, though, no doubt, there is 
truth at the bottom. 

Aggressions on the part of the Austrians continue in the North. 
The advocates Tommaso and Manin (alight thus reflected on the 
name of the last I>oge), having dared to declare formally tiie 
necessity of reform, are thrown into prison. Every day the 
cloud swells, and the next fortnight is likely to bring important 
tidings. 
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CnpleasHntneBs of a Eomiin Winter. — Frograsa of Events in Euiope, wid 
their Effect upon ItnJy. — Tlia Ctimival. — EaJQ intemipta tbe Gayely. ~ Ee- 
joicings for the Kevolutiona of Franca and Austria. — Transports of the People. 
— OblationB to the Cause of Liberty. — Castle Fuaano. — The Weather, Glad- 
aomeness of Nature, and Oie Pleasure of Thought. 

Eome, March 28, 1648. 

It is long since 1 have written. My tealth entirely gave way 
beneath the Roman winter. The rain mas constant, commonly 
falling in torrents from the 16th of December lo the IDth of 
Mareh. Nothing could surpass the dirt, the gloom, the desolation, 
of Eome. Let no one fency he has seen her who comes here 
only in the winter. It is an immense mistake to do so. I can- 
not sufficiently rejoice that I did not first see Ilaly in the winter. 

The climate of Eome at this time of extreme damp I have 
found equally exasperating and weakening. I have had constant 
nervous headache without strength to bear it, nightly fever, want 
of appetite. Some constituLions bear it better, but the complaint 
of weatnesa and extreme dejection of spirits is general among 
foreigners in the wet season. The English say they become 
acclimated iiv>two or three years, and cease to suffer, though never 
so strong as at home. 

Now this long dark dream — to me the most idle and moat 
suffering season of my life — seems past. The Italian heavens 
wear ^ain their deep blue ; the sun shines gloriously ; the mel- 
ancholy lustres are stealing again over the Campagna, and hun- 
dreds of larks sing unwearied above its ruins. 

Nature seems in sympathy with the great events that are trans- 
iiirlng, — with the emotions which are swelling the hearts of men. 
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The luuriiiiig suii is gieeted by the trumpets of the Euman le- 
gions marching out once more, now not to oppress but lo de- 
fend. The still's loi k d heir jubilees over the good 
news which niglitly h h m xim their brothers of Lom- 
bardy. This week h'js nobler, sweeter feeling, of a 
better hope and fait mi Ro n ler greatest days ever knew. 
How much has hap I wrote ! Fii-st, the victorious 
resistance of Sicily d on of Naples. This has led 
us yet only to half-m n these have been of great 
use to the progres T Neapolitans will probably 
have to get rid at la. p rowned head who is at pres- 
ent their puppet; bu h b with him has led to the wiser 
sovereigns granting h co ns, which, if eventually inad- 
equate to the want tal w 11 be so useful, are so needed, to 
educate her to seek b m forms of administration. 

In the midst of al la k carae the play of Camiva!, 

in which there was m h es t felt than usual, but euough 

to dazzle and captivate a stranger. One thing, however, has 
been omitted in the description of the Roman Carnival ; i. e. that 
it rains every day. Almost every day came on violent rain, just 
as the tide of gay masks was f^rly engaged in the Corso, This 
would have been well worth bearing once or twice, for the sake of 
seeing the admirable good humor of this people. Those who had 
l^d out all their savings in the gayest, thinnest dresses, on car- 
riages and chairs for the Corso, found themselves suddenly 
drenched, their finery spoiled, and obliged to ride and sit shiver- 
ing all the afternoon. But they never murmured, never scolded, 
never slopped throwing their flowers. Their strength of consti- 
tution is wonderful. While I, in my shawl and boa, was coughing 
at the open window from the moment I inhaled the wet sepulchral 
air, the servant-girls of the house had taken off their woolien 
gowns, and, arrayed in white muslins and roses, sat in the drenched 
street beneath the drenching rain, quite happy, and have suffered 
nothing in consequence. 

The Romans renounced the Moccoktti, ostensibly as an ex- 
prossiou of sympathy for the sufferings of the Milanese, but really 



by Google 



DETIIRONEJIEN'T OP LOUIS PHILIPPE. 305 

because, at that time, there was great disturbance about the Jea- 
iiits, and the government feared that ditflcultiea would arise Li the 
excitement of the evening. But, since, we have had this enter- 
tainment in honor of tlie revolutions of Prance and Austria, and 
nothing could be move beautiful. The fun usually consists in all 
the people blowing one another's lights out. We had not this ; all 
the little tapers were left to blaze, aad the long Corso swarmed 
with tall five-fliea. Lights crept out over the surface of all the 
houses, and such merry little twinkling lights, laughing and flick- 
ering with each, slightest movement of tliose who held them ! Up 
and down the Corso they twinkled, they swarmed, they streamed, 
while a surge of gay triumphant sound ebbed and flowed beneath 
that glittering surface. Here and thei'e danced men carrying 
aloft iiwccoli, and clanking chains, emblem of the tyrannic power 
now vauquished by the people; — the people, sweet and noble, 
who, in the intoxication of their joy, were guilty of no rude or 
unkindly word or act, and who, no signal being given as usual for 
the termination of their diversion, closed, of their own accord and 
with one consent, singing the hymns for Pio, by nine o'clock, and 
retired peacefully to their homes, to dream of hopes tliey yet 
scarce understand. 

This happened last week. Tlie news of the dethronement of 
Louis Philippe reached us just after the close of the Carnival. It 
was just a year from my leaving Paris. I did not tliiak, as I 
looked with such disgust on the empire of sham he had estab- 
lished in France, and saw the soul of the people imprisoned and 
held fast as in an iron vice, that it would burst its chsuns so soon. 
Whatever be the result, France has done gloriously ; she has de- 
clared that she will not be satisfied with pretests while there are 
facts in the world, — that to stop lier march is a vain attempt, 
though the onward path be dangei-ous and difficult. It is vain to cry, 
Peace I peace ! when there is no peace. The news from France, 
in these days, sounds ominous, though stili ^ague. It would ap- 
pear that the political is being merged in the social struggle : it is 
well. Whatever blood is to be shed, whatever altars cast down, 
those tremendous problems jiubt be solved, whatever be the 
2fi* 
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cost 1 Th it co>t caonot ta. 1 to break many a baiik, many a Leart, 
ia Europe, bt.'bre the good can bud again out of a mighty corrup- 
tion. To ■you people of Amenci, it may perhaps be given to 
look on and leain in tim*' for a pie\entive wisdom. Tou Biay 
learn the real metning of the worda Featernity, Equai itt : 
you may, despite the apes of the pjit who strive to tutor you, 
learn the needs of a true demoLriLy Tou may ia lime learo to 
reverence, learn to guard, the true aristocracy of a nation, the 
only really nobles, — the Laboring Classes. 

And Metternich, too, is crushed ; the seed of the woman has 
had his foot on the seqient. I have seen the Austrian arms 
dragged through the streets of Rome and burned in the Piazza 
del Popolo. The Italians embraced one another, and cried, Mi- 
racolo .' Providen^a / the modern Tribune Ciceronacchio fed the 
flame with faggots ; Adam Mickiewicz, the great poet of Poland, 
long exiled from his country or the hopes of a country, looked on, 
while Polish women, exiled too, or who perliaps, like one nun 
who is here, had been dmly scourged by the orders of a tyrant, 
brought little pieces that bad been scattered in the street and threw 
them info the flames, — an offering received by the Itahans with 
loud plaudits. It was a ti-ansport of the people, who found no 
way to vent their joy, but the symbol, the poesy, natural to the 
Italian mind. The ever-too-wise " upper classes " regret it, and 
the Germans choose to resent it as an insult to Genaany ; but it 
was nothing of the kind ; the insult was to Ihe prisons of Spiel- 
berg, to those who commanded the massacres of Milan,- — a base 
tyranny little congenial to tlie native German heart, as the true 
Germans of Gei-many are at this moment showing by their 
resolves, by their stru^lea. 

When the double-headed eagle was pulled down from above 
the lofty portal of the Palazzo di Venezia, the people placed 
there in its stead one of white and gold, inscribed with the name 
Alta Italia, and quick upon the emblem followed the news 
that Milan was fighting against her tyiant**, — that Venice had 
driven theni out and freed from their pri^onif the courageous 
Protoslants in favor of truth, Tomma=o and Manin, — that ILv 



by Google 



OBLATIONS TO THE CAUSR OF LIBEKir. S07 

nin, descendant of the last Doge, had raised the republican ban- 
ner on the Place St, Mark, — and that Modena, that Parma, 
were driving out t!ie unfeeling and irobecile creatures who had 
mocked Heaven and man by the pretence of government tliere. 

With indescribable rapture these tidings were received in Home. 
Men were seen dancing, women weeping with joy along the street. 
Tiie youth rushed to enroll themselves in regimenfa to go to the 
frontier. In the Colosseum their names were received. Father 
Gavazzi, a ti-uly patriotic monk, gave them the cross to cany on 
a new, a better, because defensive, cnisade. Sterbini, long exiled, 
addressed them. He said : " Romans, do you wish to go ; do you 
wish to go with all your hearts? If eo, you may, and those wlic 
do not wish to go themselves may give money. To those who 
will go, the government gives bread and fifteen baiocchi a day." 
The people eried: " We wish to go, but we do not wish so much ; 
the government is very poor ; we can live on a paul a day." The 
princes answered by giving, one sixty thousand, others twenty, 
iifteen, ten tliousand dollars. The people responded by giving at 
the benches which are opened in the piazzas literally everything ; 
street-pedlers gave the gains of each day; women gave every 
ornament, — from the splendid necklac* and bracelet down to the 
poorest bit of coral ; servant-girls gave five pauls, two pauls, even 
half a paul, if they had no more. A man all in rags gave two 
pauls. " It is," said he, " all I have." " Then," said Torloaia, 
" take from me this dollar." The man of rags thanked him warmly, 
and handed that also to the bench, which refused to receive it. 
" No I that must stay with you," shouted all present. These are 
the people whom the traveller accuses of being unable to rise 
above selfish considerations ; — a nation rich and glorious by 
nature, capable, like all nations, all men, of being degraded by 
slavery, capable, as are few nations, few men, of kindling into pure 
flame at the touch of a ray from the Sun of Truth, of Life. 

The two or three days that followed, the troops were marohing 
about by detachments, followed always by the people, to the Ponle 
MoUe, often farther. The women wept ; for the habits of the 
Romans are so domestic, that it seemed a groat filing to have 
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their sons and lovera gone even for a few months. The English 
— or at least those of the illiberal, bristling nature too often met 
here, which casts out its porcupine quills againat everything lite 
enthusiasm (of the more generous Saxon blood I know some 
noble examples) — laughed at all this. They have said that this 
people would not tight ; when the Sicilians, men and women, did 
80 nobly, they said: " 0, the Sicilians are quite unlike the Ital- 
ians ; you will see, when the stru^le comes on in Lombardy, 
they cannot resist the Austrian force a moment" I sa d That 
force is only physical; do not you think a sentiment can u a q 
them ? " They replied : " All stuff and poetry ; it will f d tl e 
moment their blood flows." When the news eame that 1 M 1 
ese, men and women, flght as the Sicilians did, tbeysa 1 W U 
the Lombards are a better race, but these Komans aie ^ood for 
nothing. It is ft farce for a Eoman to try to walk even ; they 
never walk a mile; they will not be able to support the first 
day's march of thirty miles, and not have their usual min&stra 
to eat either." Kow the troops were not willing to wait for the 
government to make the necessary arrangements for their march, 
80 at the first night's Station — IMonterosi — they did not find food 
or bedding; yet the second night, at Civita Castellana, they were 
so well alive as to remain dancing and vivaing Pio Nono ia the 
piazza till after midnight. No, Gentlemen, soul is not quite noth- 
ing, if matter he a clog upon its transports. 

The Americans show a bettei-, warmer feeling than they did ; 
the meeting in New York was of use in instructing the Ameri- 
cans abroad ! The dinner given here on "Washington's birthday 
was marked by fine expressions of sentiment, and a display of 
talent unusual on such occasions. There was a poem from Mr. 
Story of Boston, which gave great pleasure; a speech by Mr. 
Hillard, said to be veiy good, and one by Eev. Mr. Hedge of 
Baagor, exceedingly admired for the felicity of thought and image, 
and the finished beauty of style. 

Next week we shall have more news, and I shall try to write 
and mention also some interesting things want of tim.e obliges me 
to omit in this letter. 
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April 1. 

Yestei'diiy I passed at Ostia and Castle Fusano. A million 
birds sang ; the woods teemed with blossoms ; the eod grew 
greeo hourly over the graves of the mighty Past ; the surf 
rushed in on a fair shore; lie Tiber majestically retreated to 
carry inland her sliare from the ireaaures of the deep ; the sea- 
breezes burnt my face, but revived my heart, I felt the calm 
of thought, the sublime hopes of the future, nature, man, — so 
greal^ though so little, — so dear, though incomplete. Eetuming 
to Kome, I find the news pronounced official, that the viceroy 
Banieri has capitulated at Verona ; that Italy is free, independent, 
and one. I trust this will prove no April-foolery, no premature 
news ; it seems too good, too speedy a realizatjon of hope, to have 
come on earth, and can only be answered in the words of the 
proclamation made yesterday by Pius IX. : — 

" The events which these two months past have seen rush after 
one another in rapid succession, are no human work. Woe to 
him who, in this wind, which shakes and tears up alike the lofty 
cedars and humble shrubs, hears not the voice of God ! Woe to 
human pride, if to the iault or merit of any man whatsoever It 
refer these wonderful changes, instead of adoring the mysterious 
designs of Providence." 
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LETTER XXIV. 

Affairs in Italy. — The Provisional GoTernment of Milan. — Address to Iha 
German Nation. — Brotherliood, and the ludependenoe iif Italy. — The Fro- 
visiona,! Government tq the Natioas Bubjeot to the Rale of the House of Ana- 
tritt. — Eefleotioas on these Movements — LamarUne. — Beningsr. — SEclile- 
wicz m Florence; Enthusiastio Eecoption; styled the Dante of Folaiidi his 
Address before ttia Florentines, — Exiles returning. — Mazani. — The FosiUon 

of Fius IX His Dereliction from the Cause of Freedom and of Progress.— 

The AfGiir of the Jesuits. — His Course in various Matters.— Languago of 
the People. — The Work I>^uu by Napoleon vutually finished — The Loss of 
Pins IX. for the Moment o great one. —The Besponsibllity of Events lying 
Vfholly with the People. — Hopes and Prospects of the Future. 

Rome, April 19, 1848. 

In closing my last, I hoped to have some decisive intelligence 
to impart by this time, 83 to the fortunes of Italy. But though 
everything, bo far, tarns in her favor, there has been no decisive 
battle, no final sti-oke. It pleases me mueh, as the news 
comes from day to day, that I passed so leisurely last summer 
over that part of Lombardy now occupied by the opposing forees, 
that I have in my mind the feces both of the Lombard and Aus- 
trian leaders. A number of the present members of the Provis- 
ional Grovernment of Milan I knew while there; they are men 
of twenly-eight and thirty, much more advanced in thought than 
the Moderates of Eome, Naples, Tuscany, who are too much 
fettered with a bygone state of things, and not on a par in thought, 
knowledge, preparation for the great future, with the rest of tlia 
dvilized world at this moment The papers that emanate from 
the Milanese government are far superior in tone to any that 
have been uttered by the other states. Their protest in favor of 
their rigtts, their addresses to the Germans at large and the coun- 
tries under the dominion of Austria, are full of nobleness and 
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s sufficiently great for the use of the coming age. These 
addresses I translate, thinkiDg they may not in other form reach 
America. 

"TiiF. Pkovisiokal Government or Milan to the Ger- 
man Nation, 

" We hail you as brothers, valiant, learned, generous Germans ! 

" This salutation from a people juat risen after a terrible strug- 
gle to self-consciousness and to the exercise of its rights, ought 
deeply to move your magnanimous hearts. 

" We deem ourselves worthy to utter that great word Brother- 
hood, which effaces among nations the traditions of all ancient 
hate, and we proffer it over the new-made graves of our fellow- 
citizens, who have fought and died to ^ve us the right lo proffer 
it without fear or shame. 

" We call brothers men of all nations who believe and hope in 
the improvement of the human family, and seek the occasion to 
further it; but you, especially, we call brothers, you Germans, 
with whom we have in common so many noble sympathies, — 
the love of the arts and higher studies, the delight of noble con- 
templation, — with whom also we have much correspondence in 
our civil destinies. 

"With you are of first importance the interests of the great 
country, Germany, — with us, those of the great countiy, Italy. 

"We were induced to rise in arms agmnst Austria, (we mean, 
not the people, but the government of Austria,) not only by the 
need of redeeming ourselves from the shame and grief of thirty- 
one years of the most abject despotism, but by a dehberate re. 
solve to talie our place upoo the plane of nations, to unite with 
our brothers of the Peninsula, and take rank with them under 
the great banner raised by Pius IX., on which is written, Tde 
Ikdependence of Italy. 

"Can you blame us, independent Germans? In blaming us, 
you would sink henealh your history, beneath your most honored 
and recent declarations. 

" We have chased the Austrian from our soil ; we shall give 
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ourselves no repose till we have chased him from all parts of 
Italy. To this enterprise we ai-e all swom ; for this fights our 
army enrolled in every part of the Peninsula, — an army of hroffi- 
ers led by the king of Sardbia, who prides himself on heing llie 
sword of Italy. 

" Aod the Austrian is not more our enemy than youi-s. 

" The Austrian — we speak still of the government, and not 
of the people — has always denied and contradicted the interests 
of the whole Grerman nation, at the head of an assemblage of races 
differing in language, in customs, in institutions. When it was 
in his power fo have corrected the errors of time and a dynastic 
policy, by assuming the high mission of uniting them by great 
morai interests, he preferred to arm one against the other, and to 
corrupt them aU. 

" Fearing every noble instinct, hostile to every grand idea, 
devoted to tlie material interests of an oligarchy of princes 
spoiled by a senseless education, of ministers who had sold 
their consciences, of speculators who subjected and sacrificed 
everytliing to gold, the only mm of such a government was to 
sow division everywhere. What wonder if everywhere in Italy, 
as in Germany, it reaps harvests of hate and ignominy. Yes, of 
hate! To this the Austrian has condemned us, to know hate and 
its deep sorrows. But we are absolved in the sight of God, and by 
the insults which have been heaped upon us for so many years, 
the unwearied efibrls to debase us, the destruction of our villages, 
the cold-blooded slaughter of our aged people, our priests, our 
women, our children. And you, — you shall be the first fo ab- 
solve us, you, virtuous among the Germans, who certainly have 
shared our indignation when a venal and lying press accused us 
of being enemies to your great and generous nation, and we could 
not answer, and were constrained to devour in silence the shame 
of an accusation which wounded us to the heart. 

" We honor you, Germans ! we pant to give you glorious evi- 
dence of this. And, as a prelude fo the friendly relations we 
hope to form with your governments, we seek to alleviate as 
much as possible the pains of captivity lo some ollicei's and 
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Boliliei-s beloiigiDg to various states of the Germanic Confederation, 
who fouglit in tiie. Austrian army. These we wish to send back 
to yon, and are occupied by seeking the means to effect this pur- 
pose. We honor you so much, that we believe you capable of 
preferring to the honds of race and language the sacred titles of 
misfortune and of right. 

" Ah ! answer to our appeal, valiant, wise, and generous Ger- 
niaus ! Clasp the hand which we offer you with the heart of a 
brother and friend ; hasten to disavow every appearance of com- 
plicity with a government which the massacres of Galicia and 
Lombardy have blotted from the list of civilized and Christian 
governments. It would be a beautiful thing for you to give this 
example, which will be new in Mstory and wortliy of tliese miracu- 
lous times, — the example of a strong and generous people casting 
aside other sympathies, other interests, to answer the invitation of 
a regenerate people, to cheer it in its new career, obedient to the 
great principles of justice, of humanity, of uivil and Christian 
brotherhood." 

" The Provisional Goveeniient op Milan to the Nations 
sobject to the eule of the house of austria. 

" From your lands have come three armies which have brought 
war into ours ; your speech is spoken by those hostile bands who 
come to us with fire and sword ; nevertheless we come to you as 
to brothers. 

" The war which calls for our resistancee is not your war ; you 
are not our enemies : you are only instruments in tlie hand of our 
foe, and tliis foe, brothers, is common to ua all. 

" Before God, before men, solemnly we declare it, — our only 
enemy is the government of Austria. 

" And that government which for SO many years has labored 
to cancel, in the races it has subdued, every vestjge of nation- 
ality, which takes no heed of their wants or prayers, bent only on 
serving miserable interests and more miserable pride, foment- 
ing always anlJpatliies conformably with the ancient maxim of 
tyrants. Divide and govern^ — this government has constituted 
27 
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itself the adversary of every generous thought, the ally and patron 
of all ignoble causes, tlie government declared by the whole civil- 
ized world paymaster of the executioners of Galicia. 

"This government, after having pertinaciously resisted the 
legal expression of moderate desires, — after having defied with 
ludicrous hauteur the opinion of Europe, has found itself in its 
metropolis too weak to resist an insurrection of students, and 
has yielded, — has yielded, malting an assignment on lime, and 
throwing to you, brothers, as an alms-gift to the importunate beg- 
gar, the promise of institutions which, in these days, are held es- 
sential conditions of life for a civilized nation. 

" But you have not confided in His promise ; for the youth of 
Vienna, which feels the inspiring breath of this miraculous time, 
is impelled on the path of progress ; and therefore the Austrian 
government, uncertain of itself and of your dispositions, took its 
old part of standing still to wait for events, in the hope of turning 
them to its own profit, 

'■ In the midst of this it received tlie news of our glorious invo- 
lution, and it thought to have found in this the best way io escape 
from its embaiTassment, First it concealed that news ; then 
made it known piecemeal, and disfigured hy hypocrisy and hatred. 
"We were a handful of rebels tliirating for German blood. "We 
make a war of stilettos, we wish the destruction of all Germany. 
But for us answers the admiration of all Italy, of all Europe, even 
the evidence of your own people whom we ai-e constr^ned to hold 
prisoners or hostages, who will unanimously avow that we have 
shown heroic courage in the fight, heroic moderation in victory. 

" Yes ! we have risen as one man against the Austrian govern- 
ment, to become again a nation, to make common cause with our 
Italian brothers, and the arms which we have assumed for so 
great an object we shall not lay down till we have attained it. 
Assailed by a brutal executor of brutal orders, we have com- 
bated in a just war; betrayed, a price set on our heads, wounded 
in the most vital parts, we have not transgressed the bounds of 
legitimate defence. The murders, the depredations of the hostile 
band, irritated against us by most wicked arts, have escitcd our 
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Lun'or, but never a reprisal. The soldier, his arms once laid 
dovvn, was for us only an unfortunate. 

"But behold how tbe Austrian government provokes you 
against us, and bids you come against us as a crusade ! A crusade ! 
The parody would be ludicrous if it were not so cruel. A crusade 
against a people which, in the name of Christ, under a banner 
blessed by the Vicar of Christ, and revered by all the nations, 
fights to secure its indefeasible rights. 

" Oh ! if you form against us this crusade, — we have already 
shown the world what a people can do to reconquer its liberty, 
its iniJependence, — we will show, also, what it can do to preserve 
them. If, almost unarmed, we have put to flight an army inured 
to war, — surely, brothers, that army wanted faith in the cause for 
ivhich it fought, — can we fear that our courage will grow faint 
:ifler our triumph, and when aided by all our brothers of Ilaly ? 
Let the Austrian government send against us its threatened bat- 
talions, they wiU find in our breasts a barrier more insuperable 
than the Alps. Everything will be a weapon to us ; from every 
villa, from every field, from every hedge, will issue defenders of 
file national cause ; women and children will fight like men ; men 
will centuple their sti-engtii, their courage ; and we %vill all perish 
amid the ruias of our city, before receiving foreiga rule into this 
land which at last we call ours. 

" But this must not he. Tou, our brothers, must not permit it 
to he ; your honor, your interests, do not permit it. Will you tight 
in a cause which you most feel to be absurd and wicked ? You 
sink to the condition of hirelings, and do you not believe that the 
Austrian government, should it conquer us and Italy, would turn 
against you the arms you had furnished for the conquest ? Do 
you not believe it would act as after the struggle with Napoleon ? 
And are you not terrified by the idea of finding yourself in con- 
flict with all civilized Europe, and constrained to receive, to feast 
as your ally, the Autocrat of Russia, that perpetual terror to the 
improvement and independence of Europe ? It is not possible for 
the house of Lorraine to forget its traditions ; it is not possible 
that it should resign itself to live tranquil in the atmospheiv of 
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Liberty. You can only constrain it by sustaining yourself, with 
the Germanic and Slavonian nationalities, and with this Italy, 
which longs only to see the nations haimonize with that resolve 
which she has finally taken, that she may never more be torn in 
pieces, 

" Think of us, brothers. This is for you and for us a question 
of lifo and of death; it is a question on which depends, perhaps, 
the peace of Europe. 

"For ourselves, we have already weighed the cliances of the 
struggle, and subordinated them all to this final resolution, that 
we will be free and independent, with our brothers of Italy, 

" We hope that our words will induce you to calm counsels ; if 
not, you will find us on the field of battle generous and loyal ene- 
mies, as now we profess ourselves your generous and loyal 

(Signed,) " Casati, President, Bokkomeo, 



DUKINI, 


P. T.JTTA, 


Stkiget.li, 


GlULINI, 


Beretta, 


GUEREIEEI, 


Gbappi, 


POREO, 


TUKKOKI, 


MOKRONI, 


Rezzokico, 


Ab. Anelli, 


Cab DONER A, 


COKBENTi, See.-i 



These are the names of men whose hearts glow with that gener- 
ous ardor, the noWe pi'oduct of difficult times. Into their hearts 
flows wisdom from on high, — Ihoughfa great, magnanimous, broth- 
erly. They may not all remain true to this high vocation, but, at 
any rate, tliey will have lived a period of true life. I knew some of 
these men when in Lombardy ; of old aristocratic families, with all 
the refinement of inheritance and education, they are thoroughly 
pervaded by principles of a genuine demociwy of brotherhood 
and justice. In the flower of their age, they have before them a 
long career of the noblest usefulness, if this era follows up its 
present promise, and they are ffuthful to their present ereed, and 
ready to improve anij extend it. 
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E^ery day produces these remarkable documents. So many 
years as we have been suffocated and poisoned by the atmosphere 
of falsehood in official papers, how refreshing is the tone of noblo 
sentiment in Lamai-tine ! What a real wisdom and pure dignity 
in the letter of B^i'anger! He was always absolutely true, — an 
oasis in the pestilential desert of Humbug ; but the present time 
allowed him a fine occasion. 

The Poles have also made noble manifestations. Their great 
poet, Adam Mickiewicz, has been here to earoU the Italian Pcles, 
publish the declaration of faith in which tiiey hope to re-enter and 
re-establish their country, and receive the Pope's benediction on 
their banner. In their declaration of fiuth are found these three 
articles : — 

" Every one of the nation a citizen, — every citizen equal Jn 
rights and before authorities, 

" To the Jew, our elder brother, respect, brotherhood, aid on the 
way to his etenial and terrestrial good, entire equality in pohtical 
and civil rights. 

" To the companion of life, woman, cifizeaship, entire equality 
ofrighlf." 

This last expression of just thought the Poles ought to initiate, 
for what other nation has had such truly heroic women ? Women 
indeed, — not childi-en, servants, or playthings, 

Mickiewicz, with the squadron that accompanied him from 
Rome, was received with the greatest enthusiasm at Florence. 
Deputations from the clubs and journals went to his hotel and 
escorted him to the Piazza del Gran Ddca, where, amid an im- 
mense (jsncourse of people, some good speeches were made. A 
Florentine, with a generous forgetfulness of national vanity, ad- 
dressed bim as llie Dante of Poland, who, more fortunate tbaa 
the great baid and seer of Italy, was likely to return to his 
country to leap the harvest of the seed he had sown. 

"O Djnte of Poland! who, like our Alighieri, hast received 

fiom Heaven sovereign genius, divine song, but from earth suf- 

feun^ and exile — more happy than our Alighieri, thou hast re^ 

aeq 1 1 1 T Lountry ; already thou art meditating on Ihe sacred 

27* 
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harp the patriotic hymn of resforation and of viclory. The pil- 
grims of Poland have heroine the warriors of fheir nation. Long 
live Poland, and f he hrotherhooJ of nations ! " 

When this address was finished, the great poet appeared on 
the balcony to answer. The people received him with a tumult 
of applause, followed by a profound silpnce, as they anxiously 
awaited his voice. Those who are acijuainfed with the powerful 
eloquence, the magnetism, of Mickiewicz as an orator, will not be 
surprised at ihe effect produced hy this speech, Ihough delivered 
in a foreign language. It is the force of truth, the great vitality 
of hia presence, that loads his words with such electric power. 
He spoke as follows : — 

" People of Tuscany ! Fi'iends ! Brothere ! We receive 
your shouts of sympathy in the name of Poland ; not for us, but 
for our counlry. Our country, ihough distant, claims from you 
this sympathy by its long martyrdom. The glory of Poland, its 
only glory, truly Christian, is to have suffered more tlian all the 
nations. In other countri^ Ihe goodness, ihe generosity of heart, 
of some sovereigns protected the people; as yours has enjoyed 
the dawn of the era now coming, under Ihe protection of your 
excellent prince. [Viva Iveopold II. !] Eut conquered PoUnd, 
slave and victim of sovereigns who were her sworn enemies and 
executioners, — Poland, abandoned by the governments and the 
nations, lay in ^ony on her solitai'y Grolgofha. She was beheved 
slain, dead, buried. ' We have slain her,' shouted the despots ; 
'she is dead I' fNo, no) long live Poland ij 'The dead cannot 
rise again,' replied the diplomatists ; * we may now be tranquil.' 
£A universal shudder of feeling in the ciowd.] There came a 
moment in which the world doubted of Ihe mercy and justice of 
the Omnipotent. There was a moment in which the nations 
thought that the earth might he for ever abandoned by God, and 
condemned to the rule of the demon, its ancient lord. The na- 
tions forgot that Jesus Christ came do«a from heaven to give 
hheity and peace to Ihe earth. The nations had forgotten all this. 
But God la just. The voice of Pius IX. roused Italy. [Long 
live Pius IX.!] The people of Paris have driven out the gi'cal 
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traitor against the cause of the nations. [Bravo! Viva the 
people of Paris !] Very soon will be heard the voice of Poland. 
Poland will rise again ! [Tos, yes ! Poland will rise again IJ 
Poland will call to life all the Slavonic races, — the Croats, the 
Dalmatians, the Bohemians, the Moravians, the Illyvians. These 
will form the bulwark against the tyrant of the Norlli. [Great 
applause.] They will close for ever the way against the barba- 
rians of the North, — destroyers of liberty and of civilization. 
Poland is called to do more yet : Poland, as crucified nation, is 
risen again, and called to serve her sister nations. The will of 
God is, that Christianity shotdd become in Poland, and through 
Poland elsewhere, no more a dead letter of the law, hut the living 
law of states aad civil associations ; — [Great applause ;] — that, 
Christianity should be manifested by acts, lie sacrifices of gen- 
erosity and liberality. This Christianity is not new to you, Floren- 
tines i your ancient republic tnew and has acted upon it : it is time 
that the same spirit should make to itself a larger sphere. The 
will of Gtod is that the nations should act towards one another as 
neighbors, — as brothers. [A tumult of applause.] And you, 
Tuscans, have to-day done an act of Christian brotherhood. Ee- 
ceiving thus foreign, unknown pilgrims, who go to defy the great- 
est powera of the earth, you have in us saluted only what is in us 
of spiritual and immortal, — our failli and our patriotism. [Ap- 
plause.] We thank you ; and we will now go into the church 
to thank Gtod." 

"All the people then followed the Poles to the church of Santa 
Criic^ where was sung the Benedictm Dominus, and amid the 
memorials of the greatness of Italy collected in that temple was 
foiled more strongly the chain of sympathy and of wnion between 
two nations, sisters in misfortune and in glory." 

This speech and its reception, literally translated from the 
journal of the day, show how pleasant it is on great occasions to 
be brought in contact with iLis people, so full of natural eloquence 
and of lively sensibility to what is great and beautiful. 

It is a glorious time too for the exiles who return, and reap even 
a raomiinfary fruit of their long sorrows. Slaz^ini lias been able 
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to return from liis seventeen years' exile, during whicli tliere was 
no hour, night or day, that the thought of Ilaly was banished from 
his heart, — iio possible effort that he did not pake to achieve the 
emancipation of hia people, and with it the progress of mankind, 
lie returns, like Wordsworth's greit man, " to see what he fore- 
saw." He will see his predictions accomplishing yet for a long 
time, for Mazzini has a mind i\r in advance of his times in 
general, and his nation in particular, — a mind that will be best 
revered and underotood when tlif ' illustrious Gioberti " shall be 
remembered as a pompous veiboae charlafan, with just talent 
enough to catch the echo from the advancing wave of his day, but 
without any true sight of the ivants of man at this epoch. And 
yet Mazzini sees not all : he aims at political emancipation ; but 
he sees not, perhaps would deny, the bearing of some events, 
which even now be^n to work their way. Of this, more anon ; 
but not to-day, nor in the small print of the Tribune. Suffice it 
to say, I allude to that of which the cry of Communism, the sys- 
tems of Fourier, &c,, are but foremnners. Mazzini sees much 
already, — at Milan, where he is, he lias probably this day re- 
ceived the intelligence of the accomplishment of his foi-esight^ im- 
pHed in his letter to the Pope, which angered Italy by what was 
thought its tone of irreverence and doubt, some six months since. 

To-day is the 7th of May, for I had thrown aside this letter, 
begun the 19th of April, from a sense that there was something 
coming that w^ould supersede what was then to say. This some- 
thing has appeared in a form that will cause deep sadness to good 
hearts eveiywhere, Grood and loving hearts, that long for a 
human form which they can revere, will be unprepared and for 
a time must suffer much from the final dereliction of Pius IX. to 
the cause of freedom, progress, and of the war. He was a fair 
image, and men went nigh to idolize it ; this they can do no more, 
though they may be able to find excuse for his feebleness, love 
his good heart no less than before, and draw instruction fi-om 
the causes that have produced his failure, more valuable than his 
success would have been. 
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Pius IS., no one can doubt who has looked on him, has a good 
and pure heart ; but it needed also, not only a strong, but a great 

" To comjn-ehend las imi(, and to Ihe same 
Keep faithful, with a Binglaaess of um." 

A highly esloeraed friend in the United States wrote to express 
distaste to some observations in a letter of mine to the Tribune 
on first seeing the Pontiff a year ago, observing " To say that 
he had not the expression of great intellect was uncalled /or." 
Alas ! far £roia it ; it was an observation that rose inevitably 
on knowing something of the task before Pius IX., and the hopes 
he had excited. The problem he had to solve was one of such 
difficulty, that only one of those minds, tlie rare product of ages 
for the redemption of mankind, could be equal to its solution. 
The question that inevitably rose on seeing liim was, " la he such 
a one?" The answer was immediately negative. But at the same 
time, he had such an aspect of true benevolence and piety, that a 
hope arose that Heaven would act through him, and impel him 
to mea.sures wise beyond his knowledge. 

This hope was confirmed by the eahmiess he showed at the 
time of the conspiracy of July, and the occupation of Perrara by 
the Austrians. Tales were (old of simple wisdom, of instinct, 
which he obeyed in opposition to the counsels of all his Cardinals. 
Everything went on well for a time. 

But tokens of indubitable weakness were shown by the Pope 
in early acts of the winter, in the removal of a censor at the sug- 
gestion of others, in his speech to the Consistory, in his answer to 
the first address of the Council. In these he declared that, when 
there was conflict between the priest and the man, he always 
meant to be the priest ; and that he preferred the wisdom of the 
past to that of the future. 

Still, times went on bending his predeterminations to the call 
of the moment. He acted wiseiier than he intended ; as, for in- 
stance, three weeks after declaring he would not give a constitu- 
tion to his people, he gave if, — a sop to Cerberus, indeed, — a poor 
vatnpcd-up thing tliat will by and by have fo give place to some- 
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thing more legitimate, but which servi-.d its purpose at the timo 
as declaration of riglics for the people. "When the news of the 
revolution of Vienna arrived, the Pope himself cried Viva Pio 
Noiw! and this ebullition of truth in one so humble, though op- 
posed to iiis formal declarations, was received by Iiis people with 
that immediate assent whicii truth commaads. 

The revolution of Lombardy followed. The troops of the line 
wei« sent thither; the volunteers rushed to accompany them. 
In the streets of Rome was read the proclamation of Charles 
Albei-t, in which he styles himself the servant of Italy and of 
Pius IX. The priests preached the war, and justly, as a cru- 
sade ; the Pope blessed their banners. Nobody dreamed, or had 
cause to dream, that these movements had not his full sympathy; 
and his name was in every form invoked as the chosen instru- 
ment of God to inspire Italy to throw off the oppressive yoke of 
the foreigner, and recover her rights in the civilized world. 

At the same time, however, the Pope was seen to act with 
great blindness in the affair of the Jesuits. The other states of 
Italy drove them out by main force, resolved not to have in the 
midst of the war a foe and spy in the camp. Rome wished to do 
the same, but the Pope rose in then- defence. He talked as if 
they were assailed as a Teligious body, when he could not fail, like 
everybody else, to be aware tliat they were dreaded and hated 
solely as agents of despotism. He demanded (hat they should 
be assailed only by legal means, when none such were available. 
The end was in half-measures, always the worst possible. He 
would not entirely yield, and tlie people would not at all. The 
Order was ostensibly dissolved ; but great part of the Jesuits 
really remain here in disguise, a constant source of irritation and 
mischief, which, if still greater difficulties had not arisen, would of 
itself have created enough. Meanwhile, in the earaestness of the 
clergy about the pi-etended loss of the head of St. Andi-ew, in tie 
ceremonies of the holy week, which at this juncture excited no 
real interest, was much matter for thought to the calm observer 
as to the restlessness of the new wine, the old bottles being heard 
to crack on every side, and hour by hour. 
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Thus affiiirs went on (lom day to day, — the Pope kissing the 
foot of the brazen Jupiter and blessing palms of straw at St. 
Peter's ; the Oircolo Romtmo erecting itself into a kind of Jaco- 
bin Club, dictating pi'Oj'rammes tor an Italian Diet-General, and 
chooEing committees to provide for the expenses of the war ; the 
Civic Guard arresting people who tried to make mobs as if famish- 
ing, and, being searched, were found well provided botli with anaa 
and money ; the ministry at their wits' end, with their trunks 
packed up ready to be off at a moment's warning, — when the re- 
poi't, it is not yet known whether true or false, that one of the 
lioman Civic Guard, a well-known artist eogaged in the war of 
Lonibardy, had been taken and hung by the Austriana as a 
brigand, roused the people to a sense of the position of their 
friends, and they went to the Pope to demand that be should 
take a decisive stand, and declare war against the Austrians. 

■ The Pope summoned, a consistory ; the people wwted anxiously, 
for expressions of his were reported, as if the troops ought not to 
have thought of leaving the frontier, while every man, woman, and 
child in Eome knew, and every letter and bulletin declared, that 
all their thought was to render active aid to the cause of Italian 
independence. This anxious doubt, however, had not prepared 
at all for the escess to which they were to be disappointed. 

The speech of the Pope declared, that he had never any thought 
of the great results which had followed his actions { fliat he had 
only intended local reforms, such aa had previously been sug- 
gested by the potentates of Europe ; that he regretted the rai'suse 
which had been made of his name; ajid wound «p by lamenling 
over the war, — dear to every Italian heart as the best and holiest 
cause in which for ages they had been called to embark their 
hopes, — as if it was something offensive to the spirit of religion, 
and which he would fain see hushed up, and its motives smoothed 
out and ironed over. 

A momentary stupefaction followed tliis astounding perform- 
ance, succeeded by a passion of indignation, in which the words 
traitor and imbecile were associated with the name that had been 
so dear to his people. This again yielded to a settled grief: they 
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felt tliut lie ivaa betrayed, but no fj-aitor ; timid and weak, but still 
a Bovei-ejgn whom they had adored, and a man who had brought 
them much good, which could not be quite destroyed by his wish- 
ing to disown it. Even of this fact they had no time to stop and 
thick ; the necessity waa too imminent of obviating the worst con- 
sequences of this ill ; and the first tliought waa to prevent the 
news ka^'ing Home, to dishearten the provinces and army, before 
they had fried to persuade the Pontiff to wiser resolves, or, if this 
could not be, to supersede his power. 

I caonot repress my admiration at the gentleness, cleamesa, and 
good sense with which the Roman people acted under these most 
difficult circumstances. It was astonishing to see the clear under- 
standing which animated the crowd as one man, and the decision 
with which they acted to effect their purpose. Wonderfully has 
this people been developed within a year 1 

The Pope, besieged by deputations, who mildly but fli-mly 
showed him that, if he persisted, the temporal power must be 
placed in other hands, his ears filled with reports of Cardinals, 
" such venerable persons," as he pathetically styles ihem, would 
not yield in spirit, thoogh compelled to in act. Afler two days' 
struggle, he was obliged to place (he power ia the hands of the 
persons moat opposed to him, and nominally acquiesce in their 
proceedings, while in his second proclamation, very touching from 
the sweetness of its tone, he shows a fixed misunderstanding of the 
cause at issue, which leaves no hope of his ever again being more 
than a name or an efflgy in their affairs. 

His people were much affected, and entirely laid aside their 
anger, but they would not he blinded as to the trutli. While 
gladly returning to their accustomed liabits of affectionate homage 
toward the Pontiff, theh- unanimous sense and resolve ia thus ex- 
pressed in an able pamphlet of the day, such as in eveiy respect 
would have been deemed impossible to the Eome of 1847 : 

" From (he last alloculion of Pius result two facts of extreme 
gi-avity; — the entire separation between the spiritual and tem- 
poral power, and the express refusal of the Pontiff to he chief of 
an Italian Republic. Bat far from drawing hence reason fur dis- 
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couragemcnt and gi'icf, who looks well at the destiny of Italy may 
bless Providence, which breaks or changes the instniment when 
the work is completed, and by secret and Lnsoi'nfable ways conducis 
us to the iulfiiment of our desires and of our hopes. 

" If Pius IX. refuses, the Italian people does not therefore draw 
back. Nothing reinaius to the free people of lialy, except to 
unite in one constitutioaai kingdom, founded on the largest basis ; 
and if the chief who, by our assemblies, shall be called to the 
highest honor, either declines ov does not answer worthily, the 
people will take care of itself. 

" Italians 1 down with all emblems of privafe and partial inter- 
ests. Let lis unife «nder one single banner, the tricolor, and if be 
who has carried it bravely thus far lets it fall from his hand, we 
will take it one from the other, twenty-four millions of us, and, til] 
the ]a*t of us shall have perished under the banner of our redemp- 
tion, the stranger shall not return into Italy. 

" Viva Italy ! viva the Ilalian people I " * 

These events malse indeed a crisis. The work begun.by Na- 
poleon is finished. There will' never more be really a Pope, but 
only t]ie effigy or simulacrum of one. 

The loss of Pius IX. is for the moment a great one. His 
name had real moral weight, — was a trumpet appeal to senti- 
ment. It is not the same with any man that is left. There is 
not one that can be truly a leader in the Eoman dominion, not 
one who has evea great intellectual weight. 

The responsibility of events now lies wholly with the people, 
and that wave of thoaght which has begun to pervade them. 
Sovereigns and statesmen will go where they are carried ; it is 
probable power will be changed continually from hand to hand, 
and government bccjjine, to all intents and purposes, representative. 
Italy needs now quite to throw aside her stupid king of Naples, 
who hangs like a dead weight on her movements. The king of 



* ClOEB of " A CommHnt by Pio Angolo Fiaroi 
[. apDkan in tlia Secret Consistory of 20tli April, 
tycaroftiie Redemption of Italy. 
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Sardinia and tlie Grand Duke of Tuscany will be trasted while 
tbey keep their present course ; but who can feel sure of any 
sovereign, now that Louis Philippe has shown himself so mad 
and Pius IS. so hlind ? It seems as if fate was at work to be- 
wilder and cast down the dignities of the world and democralize 
society at a blow. 

In Kome there is now iio anchor except the good sense of tlie 
people. It seems impossible that collision should not arise be- 
tween him who retains the name hut not the place of sovereign, 
and the provisional government which calls itself a ministry. Tlie 
Count Mamiani, its new head, is a man of reputation as a writer, 
but untried as yet as a leader or a statesman. Should agitations 
arise, the Pope can no longer calm them by one of his fatherly 

All lies in the future ; and our best hope must be that the 
Power which has begun so great a work will find due means to 
end it, and make the year 1850 a year of Irue jubilee to Italy ; a 
year not merely of pomps and tributes, but of recognized rights 
and intelligent joys ; a year of real peace, — peace, founded not 
on compromise and the lying etiquettes of diplomacy, but on 
truth and justice. 

Then this sad disappointment in Pius IX. may be forgotten, or, 
while all that was lovely Mid generous in his life is prized and 
reverenced, deep instruction may be drawn from his errors as to 
the inevitable dangers of a priestly or a princely environment, 
and a higher knowledge may elevate a nobler commonwealth than 
the world has yet known. 

Hoping this era, I remain 'at present hei-e. Should my hopes 
be dashed to the ground, it will not change ray faith, but the 
struggle for its manifestation is to me of vital interest. My 
friends write to urge my return ; they talk of our country as the 
land of the future. It is so, but that spirit which made it all it is 
of value in my eyes, which gave all of hope with which I can 
sympathize for that future, is more alive here at present than in 
America. My counfry is at present spoiled by prosperity, stupid 
with the lust of gain, soiled by crime in its willing perpetuation of 
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slavery, shamed by au unjastwar, noLle Benliment much forgotten 
even by individuals, the aims of politicians selfish or petty, the 
literature frivolous and venal. In Europe, amid the teachings of 
adversity, a nobler spirit is strugghng, — a spirit which cheers 
and animates mine, I hear earnest words of pure faith and love. 
I see deeds of brotherhood. This is what makes nwj America. I 
do not deeply distrust my country. She is not dead, but in ffiy 
time she sleepeth, and the spirit of our fathers flames no more, 
but lies hid beneath the ashes. It will not be so long ; bodies 
cannot live when the soul gets too overgrown with gluttony and 
folsehood. But it is not the making a President out of the 
Mexican war that would make me wish to come back. Here 
things are before my eyes worth recording, and, if I cannot help 
this work, I would gladly ho its historian. 

Jfay 13. 
Returning from a little tour in the Alban Mount, where eveiy- 
thing looks so glorious this glorious spring, I find a temporary 
quiet The Pope's brothers have come to sympathize with him ; 
the crowd sighs over what he has done, presents him with great 
bouquets of flowers, and reads anxiously the news from the north 
and the proclamations of the new ministry. Meanwhile the 
nightingales sing ; every tree and plant is in flower, and the 
sun and moon shine as if paradise were already re-established on 
earlli. I go to one of the villas to dream it is so, beneath the 
pale light of the stars. 
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Boview of the Course of Pins IX. — Mnmiani, — The People's disappointed 
Hopes. — The Monumenta in Milan, Maples, etc. — The King of Kaples and 
Ilia Troops, — Calamiijes of Uio Wsr. — The Italian People. — Cliarlea Albert. 
— DeductiODB. — Snmmer among the Mountains of Italy. 

Rome, Docembof 2, 1843. 

I have not writCeD for six months, and withm that time what 
changes have fakea place on this side " the great water," — changes 
of how great dramatic interest hiBtorically, — of bearing infinitely 
important ideally ! Easy is the descent in ill. 

I wrote last when Pius IX. had taken the fii-st stride on the 
downward road. He had proclaimed himself the foe of further 
refoim measures, when he implied that Italian independence waa 
not important in his eyes, when he abandoned the crowd of heroic 
yonfh who had gone to the fl.eld with his benediction, to some 
of whom his own hand had given crosses. All the Popes, his 
predecessors, had meddled with, most frequently instigated, war; 
cow came one who must carry out, literally, the doctrines of the 
Prince of Peace, when the war was not for wrong, or tlie aggran- 
dizement of individuals, but to redeem national, to redeem human, 
rights from the grasp of foreign oppression. 

I said some cried " traitor," some " imbecile," some wept, but 
in the minds of all, I believe, at that time, grief was predomi- 
nauL They could no longer depend on him they had thought 
their best friend. They had lost their father. 

Meanwhile his people would not submit to tlie inaction he urged. 
They saw it was not only ruinous to themselves, but base and 
treacherous to tlie rest of Italy. Tlicy said to the Pope, " This 
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cannot be ; you must fullovv up the pledges you have given, or, 
if you will not act to redeem them, you must have a ministry that 
will." The Pope, after he had once declared to the coiiti'ary, 
ought to have persisted. He Bhould have said, "I cannot thus 
belie myself, I cannot put my name to acta I have just declared 
to be against my conscience." 

The ministers of the people ought to have seen that the posi- 
tion they assumed was utt«i'ly untenable ; that they could not 
advance with an enemy in the background cutting off all supplies. 
But some patriotism and some vanity exhilarated them, and, tfie 
Pope having weakly yielded, they unwisely began their impos- 
eible task. Mamiani, their chief, I esteem a man, under all cir- 
cum^itaiioes, unequal to such a position, — a man of rhetoric 
merely. But no man could have acted, unless the Pope had 
resigned his temporal power, the Cardinals been put under 
sufficient check, and the Jesuits and emissaries of Austria driven 
fi-om their lurking-places. 

A sad scene began. The Pope, — shut up more and more in 
his palace, the crowd of selfish and insidious advisei-s darkening 
round, enslaved by a confessor, — he who might have been the 
liberator of Buffering Europe permitted the moat infamous treach- 
eries to he practised in his name. Private letters were written 
to the foreign powers, denying the acts lie outwardly sanctioned ; 
the hopes of the people were evaded or dallied with ; , the Chamber 
of Deputies permitted to talk and pass measures which they 
never could get funds to put into execution ; legions to form and 
manmuvre, but never to have the arms and clothing they needed. 
Again and again the people went to the Pope for satisfaclioa. 
They got oaly — benediction. 

Thus plotted and tlius worked the scarlet men of sin, playing 
fiie hopes of Italy off and on, while their hope was of the miser- 
able defeat consummated by a still worse traitor at Milan on the 
6tli of August. But, indeed, what could be expected from the 
" Sword of Pius IX.," when Pius IX. himself Lad thus failed 
in his high vocation. The king of Naples bombarded his city, 
and set on the Liizzaroni to rob iind miirdpr the subjects lie had 
28 » 
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delud. ■! by his pretended gift of the Constitution. Pius pro 
claimed that he longed to cmbra^'e all the princes of Italy, He 
talked of peace, when all Lneiv for a ji^eat part of the Italians 
there was no longer hope of peace, except ia the sepulchre, or 
freedom. 

The taunting manifestos of Weldcn are a snfficient comment 
on the conduct of the Pope. "As the government of his Holiaess 
ia too weali to control his subjects," — '■ As, singularly enough, a 
great number of Romans are found fighting against us, contrary 
to the expressed will of their prince," — such were the excuses 
for invasions of the Pontifical dominions, and the robbery and in- 
sult by which they were accompanied. Such invasions, it was 
said, made hia Holiness very indignant ; he remonstrated against 
these ; but we find no word of remonstrance against the tyranny 
of the king of Naples, — no word of sympathy for the victims of 
Lombardy, the sufferings of Verona, Vieenzo, Padua, Mantua, 
Venice. 

In the affairs of Europe there are continued signs of the plan 
of the retrograde party to effect similar demonstrations in different 
places at the same hour. The loth of May was one of these 
marked days. On that day the king of Naples made use of the 
insurrection he had contrived to excite, to massacre hia people, 
ajid find an excuse for recalling his troops from Lombardy. The 
same day a simihir crisis was hoped in Kome from the declara^ 
tions of the Pope, but that did not work at the moment exactly 
as the foes of enfranchisement hoped. 

However, the wounds wei'e cruel enough. The Roman volun- 
teers received the astounding news that they were not to expect 
protection or countenance from their prince ; all the army stood 
aghast, that they were no longer to flght in the name of Pio. It 
had been so dear, so sweet, \a love and really reverence the head 
of their Clmreh, so inspiring to find their religion for once in 
aocoi-dimce with the aspii-ations of the soul ! They were to be 
deprived, too, of the aid of the disciplmed Neapolitan troops and 
their artillery, on which they had counted. How cunningly nil this 
was conl-ived to cause dissension and dismay may easily be peen. 
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■ Tlie Keapolilan (ieiieral Pepe nobly refused to oliey, and called 
ou the troops to remain with him. They wavered ; but they are 
a pampered army, personally much attached lo (lie king, who 
pays them well aad indulges them at the expense of hia people, 
that they may be hia support against that people when in a throe 
of nature it rises and strivej for its rights. For the same reason, 
the sentiment of patriotism was httle diffused among them in com- 
parison with tlie other troops. And tlie alternative presented was 
one in which it required a very clear sense of higher duly to act 
against habit. Generally, after wavering awhile, lliey obeyed 
and returned. The Roman States, wbich had received them 
witli so many testimonials of affection and honor, od their retreat 
were not slack to show a correspondent aversion and contempt. 
Tte towns would not suffer their passage; the hamlets were un- 
willing to serve them even with Are and water. They were filled 
at once with shame and rage ; one officer killed himself, unable to 
bear it ; in the um-efleeting minds of the soldiers, hate sprung up 
for the rest of Italy, and especially Rome, which will make them 
admirable tools of tyranny in case of civil war. 

Tliis was the first great calamity of the war. But opart from 
the ti-eachcry of the king of Naples and the dereliction of the 
Pope, it was impossible it should end thoroughly well. The peo- 
ple were in earnest, and have shown themselves so ; brave, and 
able to bear pni ation No one should dare, after the proofs of 
the summer, to reitei-ate the taunt, so unfriendly frequent on for- 
eign lips at the beginnmg of the contest, that the Italian can boast, 
shout, and fling garland-., but not acl. The Italian always showed 
himself noble and biave, even in foreign service, and ia doubly 
so in the cause of his country. But efficient heads were wanting. 
The princes were not in earnest ; they wei-e looking at expediency. 
The Grand Duke, timid and prudent, wanted to do what was safest 
for Tuscany; his ministry, "Moderate" and prudent, would have 
lilted to win a great prize at small risk. They went no fariher 
than the people pulled them. The king of Sardinia had taken 
the first hold step, and the idea that treachery on his part was 
premedilafed cannot be sustained ; it arises from Ihc cxlraordi- 
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nary aspect of his measures, and the knowledge tliat he is not in- 
capable of treachery, as he proved in early youth. But now it 
was oa!y his selfishness that worked to the same results. He 
fought and planned, not for Italy, but the bouse of Savoy, which 
his Bitlbis and Giobertis had so long been prophesying was to 
reign supreme in the new great era of Italy. These prophecies 
he more than half believed, because they chimed with his ambi- 
tioua wishes ; but he had not soul enough fo realize them ; he 
f rusted only in his disciplined troops ; he had not nobleness enough 
to beliere he might rely at alt on the sentiment of the people. 
For his troops he dared not have good generals ; conscious of 
meanness and timidity, he shrank from the approach of able and 
earnest men ; he was inly afrsud they would, in helping Italy, take 
her and themselves out of his guardianship. Antonini was in- 
sulted, Garibaldi rejected ; other experienced leaders, who had 
rushed to Italy at the first trumpef^ound, could never get em- 
ployment from him. As to his generalship, it was entirely inad- 
equate, even if he had made use of the first favorable moments. 
But his first thought was not to strike a blow at the Austriana 
before they recovered from the discomfiture of Milan, but to use 
the panic and need of his assistince to mduce Lombardy and Ven- 
ice to annex themselves to hio kmgdom He did not even wish 
seriously to get the better till this was done and when this was 
done, it was too late. The Ausfiian army was recruited, the 
generals had recovered their spints, \nd were burning to retrieve 
and avenge their past defeat, Tlie conduct of Charles Albert had 
been shamefully evasive in the first mouths. Tiie account given 
by Fraaaini, when challenged in the Chamber of Deputies at 
Turin, might be summed up thus : " Why, gentlemen, what would 
you have ? Every one knows that the army is in excellent con- 
dition, and eager for action. Tliey are often reviewed, hear 
speeches, and sometimes get medals. We take places always, if 
it is not difficult. I myself was present once when the troops ad- 
vanced ; our men behaved gallantly, and had the advantage in 
the first skirmish; bat afterward the enemy pointed on us artillery 
from the heights, and, naturally, we retired. But as to supposing 



by Google 



333 

that his Msyesty Chai-les Albert is indifferent to the success of 
Italy ift the war, that is absurd. He is ' the S word of Italy ' ; he is 
the most magnanimous of princes ; he is seriously occupied about 
the war ; many a day I have been called into his tent to talk it 
over, before he was up in the morning !" 

Sad was it that the heroic Milaji, the heroic Venice, the heroic 
Sicily, should lean on such a reed as this, and by hurried acts, 
equally unworthy as unwise, sully the glory of their shields. 
Some names, indeed, stand out quite fi-ee from this blame. Maz- 
zini, who kept up a combat against folly and cowardice, day by 
day and hour by hour, with almost supernatural strength, warned 
the people constantly of the evils which their advisers were draw- 
ing upon them. He was heard then only by a few, but in this 
" Italia del Popolo " may be found many prophecies exactly ful- 
filled, as those of " the golden-haired love of Phiebus " during 
the struggles of Ihum. He himself, in the last sad days of Milan, 
compai-ed his lot to that of Cassandra. At all events, his hands 
are pure from that ill. What could be done to arouse Lom- 
bardy he did, but the " Moderate " party unable to wean them- 
selves from old habits, the pupils of the wordy Gioberti thought 
there could be no safety unless under the mantle of a prince. 
They did not foresee that he would run away, and throw that 
mantle »n the ground. 

Tommaso and Manin also were clear in their aversion to these 
measures ; and with them, aa with all who were resolute in prin- 
ciple at that time, a great influence has followed. 

It is said Charles Albert feels bitterly the imputations on his 
courage, and says they are most ungrateful, since he has exposed 
the lives of himself and his sons in the combat Indeed, there 
ou"-ht to be made a distinction between personal and menial com-- 
age. The former Charles Albert may possess, may have too much 
of what this still aristocratic world calls "the feelings of a gentle- 
man " to shun exposing himself to a chance shot now and then. 
An entire want of mental courage he has shown. The battle, deci- 
sive against him, was made so by his giving up the moment fortune 
turned against him. It is shameful to hear so many say this re- 
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suit was ineTitaijIe, jiist because tiie material advaniages were in 
favor of the Austrians. Pray, was never a battle won against 
material odcis ? It is precisely such that a good leader, a noble 
man, may expect to win. Were the AustJiana driven out of 
Milan because the STdanese had that advantage ? The Austrians 
would agaia liave suffered repulse from them, but for the baseness 
of this man, oa whom they had been cajoled into relying, — a base- 
ness that deserves the pillory; and on a pillory wiU the "Mag- 
nanimous," as he was meanly caUed in face of the crimes of his 
youth and the timid selfishness of Ida middle age, staod ia the 
sight of posterity. He made use of his power only to betray 
Milan ; he took from the citizens all means of defence, and then 
gave them up to the spoiler ; he promised to defend them " to the 
last drop of his blood," and sold them the next minute ; even 
the paltry terms he made, he has not seen maintained. Had the 
people slain him in their rage, he well deserved it at their hands; 
and all his conduct since show how righteous would have been 
that sudden vei-dict of passion. 

Of all thb great drama I have much to write, but elsewhere, in 
a more full form, and where I can duly sketch the portraits of 
actors little known in America. The materials are over-rich. 
I have bought my right in tliem by much aymp^hetic suffering; 
yet, amid the blood and tears of Italy, 't is joy to see some glori- 
ous new birtlis. The Italians are getting cured of mean adulation 
and hasty boasts ; they are learning to prize and seek realities; 
the effigies of straw are getting knocked down, and living, grow- 
ing men talte their places. Italy ia being educated for the future, 
her leaders are learning that the time is past for trust in princes 
and precedents, — that there is no hope except in truth and God ; 
her lower people are learning to shout less and think more. 

Though my thoughts have been much with the public in this 
struggle for life, I have been away from it during the summer 
months, in the quiet valleys, on the lonely mountains. There, 
personally undisturbed, I have seen the glorious Italian summer 
wax and wane, — the summer of Southern Italy, which I did not 
tee last year. On tlic mountains it was not too hot for me, and I 
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enjoyed the great luxuriance of vegetation. I had the ailvanLage 
of having visited the scene of the war minutely last summer, so 
that, in mind, I could follow every step of the campaign, wEile 
around me were the glorious reiica of old tunes, — the crumbling 
thealre or temple of the Roman day, the bird's-nest village of the 
Middle Ages, on whose purple height h th and moon 

of Italy in changeless lustre. It was gr pi a. 1 me to 
watch the gradual growth and change f tl is o differ- 

ent from ours. Last year I had not 1 i= f h quiet ao- 
quaintance. Now I saw (he fields first d 1 th carpets of 
green, enamelled richly with the red popj y ai d bl m-flower, 
— ill that sunshine how resplendent ! Then swelled the fig, tlie 
grape, the olive, the ahnond ; and my food was of these products 
of this rich clime. For near three months I had grapes every 
day ! the last four weets, enough daily for two persons for a cent ! 
l';xquisite salad for two persona' dinner and supper cost but a 
cent, and all other products of the region were in the same pro- 
portion. One who keeps still in Italy, and lives as the people do, 
may really have much siinple luxury for very little money; 
though both travel, and, to the inexperienced foreigner, life in 
the cities, are expensive. 
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Thoughts of Ihe ItKUan Race, the Ssanons, and Gome. — Clinnges. — The DcatI: 
ofthsMiniBtarKossi. — ThaCharchof Sun Lnigl dei Francesi. — St. Cecilia 
and tha DBmeniohJno Chapel. — The Piazza del Popolo. — The Troops : I're- 
paratoiyMovenienta toward tha Qnirina]. — The Demonstration on tlie Palace. 

— The Cburoh: its Position and Aims. — The Pope's Flight, &c. — Social Lire. 

— Don Tirlone. — Tlie New Year. 

Komo, December 2, ISiS. 

KoT till I saiv the snow on tlie mountains grow rosy in tlie 
autumn sunset did I turn my stepa again toward Rome. I was 
very ready to return. After tliree or four years of constant ex- 
citement, this six months of seclusion had been welcome ; but cow 
I felt tbe need of meeting other eyes beside tliose, so bright and so 
shallow, of the Italian peasant. Indeed, I left what waa most pre- 
cious, but which I could not take with me;* still it was a compen- 
sation tbat I was again to see Home, — Rome, that almost killed 
me with her cold breath of last winter, yet still with that cold 
breath whispered a tale of import so divine. Rome so beautiful, >o 
great! her presence stupefies, and one has to withdraw to prize 
the treasures she has given. City of the soul! jes, it is that; 
the very dust magnetizes ywu, and thousand spells have been 
chaining you in every careless, eveiy murmuring moment. Yes! 
Rome, however seen, thou must be still adored ; and every hour 
of absence or presence must deepen love witli one who haa known 
what it is to repose in thy arms. 

Repose ! for whatever be the revolutions, tumults, panics, 
hopes, of the present day, still the temper of life here is repose. 
The great past enfolds us, and the emotions of the moment cannot 

bar 5, 1848, and was nccessnrily loft 
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Iiere greatly di&turb tliat impression. Fiom the wild sliout ai.d 
throng of the streets the setting sun recaliB us as it rests on 
a hundred domes and temples, — rests on the Catnpagna, whose 
grass is rooted in departed human greatness. Bui-ial-place so 
full of spirit that death itself seems no longer cold ! let me 
rest here, too ! Rest here seems possible ; meseems myriad 
lives still linger here, awaiting some one great summons. 

The rivers had buret Ibeir bounds, and beneath tlie moon tlie 
fields round Home lay one sheet of silver. Eatering the gate 
■wbde the baggage was under examination, I walked to tLe en- 
trance of a villa. Far stretched its overarching shrubberies, its 
deep green bowers ; two statues, with foot advanced and uplifted 
finger, seemed to greet me ; it was near the scene of great revels, 
great splendors in the old tirae ; there lay the gardens of Sallust, 
where were combined palace, theatre, library, bath, and villa. 
Strange things have happened since, the most attractive part of 
wnieh — the secret heart — lies buried or has fled to animate 
other forms ; for of that part historians have rarely given a hint 
more than they do now of tlie truest life of our day, which refuses 
to be embodied by the pen, craving foi-ms move mutable, more 
eloquent than tJie pen can give. 

I found Eome empty of foreigners. Most of the English have 
fled in affright, — the Germans and French are wanted at home, — 
the Czar has recalled many of his younger subjects ; he does not 
like the schooling they get here. That lai^e pai't of the popula- 
tion which lives by the visits of foreigners was suffering very 
mucli, — trade, industry, for every reason, stagnant. The people 
were every moment becoming more exasperated by the impu- 
dent measures of the Minister Kossi, and their mortification at 
sedng Eome represented and. betrayed by a foreigner. And what 
foreigner ? A papil of Guizot and Louis Philippe. The news 
of the bombardment and storm of Vienna had jtist reached Eome. 
Zucchi, the Minister of War, at once left tlie city to put down 
over-free manifestations in the provinces, and impede the entrance 
of tlie troops of the patriot chief. Garibaldi, info Bologna, From 
the provinces canio soldioiy, called by Ro?fji to keep oi-der at the 
20 
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opeaing of the Chamber of Deputiea. lie reviewed them iii the 
face of the Civic Guard ; the press began to be resti'aijed ; men 
were arbitrarily seized and sent out of the Itingdom. The public 
indignation rose to its height ; tlie cup overflowed. 

The 15th was a beautiful day, and I had gone out for a long 
walk. Eetuming at night, the old Padrona met me with her 
usual smile a little clouded. " Do you know," said slie, " that tho 
Minister Eossi has been killed ? " No Eoman said murdered. 

"Killed?" 

" Yes, — with a thrust in the hack. A wicked man, surely ; 
but is that the way to punish even the wicked ? " 

"I cannot," observed a philosopher, "sympathize under any 
circumstances with so immoral a deed ; but surely the manner of 
doing it was gi-eat." 

The people at large were not so refined in their comments as 
eitiier the Padrona or the philosopher ; but soldiers and populace 
alike ran up and down, singing, " Blessed the hand that rids the 
earth of a tyrant." 

Certainly, the manner was " groat." 

The Clianiber was awaiting tlie entrance of Rossi. Had ho 
lived to enter, he would have found the Assembly, without a sin- 
gle exception, ranged upon the Opposition benches. His carriage 
approached, attended by a howling, hissing multitude. He smiled, 
affected unconcerD, but must have felt relieved when his horses 
entered the courtyard gate of the GanceUerict. He did not know 
he was entering the place of his execution. The horses stopped ; 
he alighted in the midst of a crowd ; it jostled him, as if for the 
purpose of insult; he turned abruptly, and received as he did so 
the fatal blow. It was dealt by a resolute, perhaps experienced, 
hand ; he fell and spoke no word more. 

Tlie crowd, as if all previously acqufuuled with the plan, as no 
doubt most of them were, issued quietly from the gate, and passed 
through the outside crowd, — ita membei-a, among whom was he 
who dealt the blow, dispersing in all directions. Por two or 
three minutes this outside crowd did not know that anytliinf; 
special had happened. When they did, the news was at the mo- 
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ment received in sileiice. The soldiers in wliom Kossi bad trunted, 
whom he Iiad hoped to flatter and bribe, stood at their posts and 
said not a woi-d. Neither they nor any one asked, " Wbo did 
this ? "Where is he gone ? " The sense of the people certdnly 
waa that it was an act of summary justice on an offender whom 
the laws could not reach, but they feit it to be indecent to shout 
or exult on the spot where he was breatting his last. Home, so 
long supposed the capital of Christendom, certainly took a veiy 
pagan view of this act, and the piece represented on the occasion 
at the theatres was "The Death of Nero." 

The next morning I went to the Church of St. Andrea dclla 
Valle, where waa to be performed a funeral service, with fine 
music, in honor of the victims of Vienna ; for this they do here 
for the victims of every place, — "victims of Milan," "victims of 
Paris,'" "victims of Naples," and now "victims of Vienna." But 
to-day I found the church closed, the service put off, — Eome was 
thinking about her own victims. 

I passed into the Bipetfa, and entered the Church of San Luigi 
dei Frances!. The Eepublican flag was flying at the door ; the 
young saci-istan said the fine musical service, which this church 
gave formerly on St. Philip's day in honor of Louis Philippe, 
would now be transferred to the Repubhcan anniversary, the 25th 
of February. I looked at the monument Chateaubriand erect- 
ed when here, to a poor girl who died, last of her family, having 
seen all the others perish round her. I entered the Domeuiehino 
Chape!, and gazed anew on the magnificent represenfations of 
the Life and Death of St. Cecilia. She and St. Agnes are my far 
vorite saints, I love to think of those angel visits which her hus- 
band knew by the fragrance of rosea and lilies left behind in the 
apartment. I love to think of his visit to the Catacombs, and all 
that followed. In one of the pictures St. Cecilia, as she stretches 
out her arms toward the suffering multitude, seems as if an immor- 
tal fount of purest love sprung from her heart. It gives very 
strongly the idea of an inexhaustible love, — the only love that 
is much worth thinking about. 

Leaving the church, I passed along toward the Fkizzn del Po 
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polo. " Yellow Tiber iBse," but cot high enougli to cituse " dis- 
tress," as he does when in a swelling mood. I heard tlie drams 
beating, and, entering the Piazza, I found the troops of the hne 
already assembled, and the Civic Guard marching in by platoons, 
each batlalion saluted as it entered by trumpets and a fine strain 
from the band of the Carbineers. 

I climbed the Pincian to see better. There is no place so fine 
for anything of this kind as the Piazza del Popolo, it is so full of 
light, so fair and grand, the obelisk and fountain make so fine a 
centre to all kinds of groups. 

The object of the present meeting was for the Ciyie Guard and 
troops of the line ta give pledges of sympathy preparatory to go- 
ing to the Quirinal to demand a change of ministry and of meas- 
ures. The flag of the Union was placed in front of the obelisk ; 
all present saluted it ; some officials made addresses ; the tram- 
pels sounded, and all moved toward the Qwirinal. 

Nothing could be gentler than the disposition of those composing 
the crowd. They were resolved to be played with no longer, but no 
threat wm uttered or thought. They believed that the court would 
be convinced by the fe-te of Rossi that the retrograde movement it 
had attempted ivaa impracticable. They knew the retrograde 
party were panic-struck, and hoped to use the occasion to free the 
Pope from its meshes. All felt that Pius IX. had fallen irrevo- 
cably from his high place as the friend of progress and father 
of Italy ; but sljll he was personally beloved, and still his name, 
so often shouted in hope and joy, had not quite lost itspresHffe, 

I returned to the liouse, which is very near the Quirinal. On 
one side I could see the palace and gardeas of the Pope, on the 
other the Piazza Earberini and street of the Four Fountains. 
Presently I saw the carriage of Prince Eai'berini drive huraedly 
into his court-yard gat«, the footman signing to close it, a discharge 
of fire-arras was heard, and the drums of the Civic Guard beat to 

The Padrona ran up and down, crying with every round of 
Bhot, "Jesu Maria, they are killing the Pope! O poor Holy 
Father ! — Tito, Tito," (out of the window to her husband,) " what 
is the matter ? " 
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Tile lord of creation disdained to reply. 

" O Signora ! prny, pray, ask Tito what is llie matter ? " 

I did so. 

" I don't know, Signora ; nobocly knows." 

" Wliy don't you go on the Mount and see ? " 

" It would be an imprudence, Signora; nobody will go." 

I was just thinking to go myself, whea I saw a poor man home 
by, badly wounded, and heard Ihat the Swiss were fii-iog on the 
people. Their doing so was the cause of whatever violence there 
was, and it was not much. 

The people had assembled, as usual, at the Quirinal, only with 
more form and solemnity than usual. They had taken with them 
several of the Chamber" of Deputies, and they sent an embassy, 
headed by Galetti, who had been in the late ministry, to state 
their wish^. They received a peremptory negative. They then 
insisted on seeing the Pope, and pressed on the palace. The 
Swiss became alarmed, and fired from the windows and from the 
roof. They did this, it is said, without orders ; but who could, at 
the time, suppose that ? If it had been planned to exasperate the 
people to blood, what more could have been done ? As it was, 
very little was shed ; but the Pope, no doubt, felt great panic 
He heard the report of fire-arms, — heard that they tried to burn 
a door of the palace. I would lay my life that he could have 
shown himself without the slightest danger ; nay, that the ha- 
bitual respect for his presence would have prevailed, and hnshed 
all tumult. He did not think so, and, to stilt it, once more degrad- 
ed himself and injui-ed his people, by making promises he did not 
mean to keep. 

He protests now against those promises as extorted by violence, 
— a Bliange plea indeed for the representative of St. Peter! 

Eome is all fulJ of the effigies of those over whom violence had 
no power. There was an early Pope about to be thrown into the 
Tiber; violence had no power to make him say what he did not 
mean. Delicate girls, men in the prime of hope and pride of 
power, — they were all alike about that. They could die in boil- 
ing oil, roasted on coals, or cut to pieces ; but they could not say 
20* 
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what tliey did nol mean. These formed the, true Church ; it was 
these who had power to disseminate the religion of him, the Prince 
of Peace, who died a bloody death of torture between sinners, be- 
cause he never could say what he did not meaa. 

A little church oufsicle the gate of St. Sebastiao commemorates 
the following affecting tradition of the Church. Peter, alarmed at 
the persecution of the Christians, had gone forth to fly, when in 
this spot he saw a bright figure in his path, and recognized his 
Master travelling toward Rome. " Lord," he sfud, " whither 
goest thou ? " "I go," replied Jesus, " to die with my people." 
Pel«r comprehended the reproof. He felt that he must not a 
fourth time deny his Master, yet hope for salvation. He returned 
to Eome to offer his life in attestation of his faith. 

The Eoman Catholic Church has risen a monument to the 
memory of such facts. And has the present head of that Church 
quite failed 1k) understand their monition ? 

Not all the Popes have so fdled, thongh the majority liave been 
intriguing, ambitious men of the world. But even the mob of 
Eome — and in Eome there is a true mob of unheeding cabbage- 
sellers, who never had a thought before beyond contriving how 
to satisfy their animal instincts for the day — said, on hearing the 
protest, " There was another Pius, not long since, who talked in 
a very different style. When the French threatened him, he 
said,. ' You may do with me as you see fit, but I caanot consent 
to act against my coavictions,' " 

In fact, the only dignified course for the Pope to pursue was fo 
resign his temporal power. He could no longer hold it on his 
own terms ; but to it he clung; and the counsellors around him 
were men to wish him to regard that as the first of duties. When 
the question was of waging war for the independence of Italy, 
they regarded him solely as the head of tlie Church ; but when the 
demand was to satisfy the wants of his people, and ecclesiastical 
goods were threatened with taxes, then he was the prince of the 
state, bound to maintain all the selfish prerogatives of bygone 
days for the benefit of his successors. Poor Pope ! how has his 
mind been torn to pieces in these later days 1 It moves compas- 
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81011. Thire can be no doubt that all his natural impulses m'o 
generaus and kind, and in a more private slation be would have 
died beloved and honored ; but to this he was unequal ; he baa 
ButFered bad men to surround him, and by their misrepresentations 
and insidious suggestions at last entirely to cloud his mind. I be- 
lieve he really thinks now the Progress movement tends to anar- 
chy, blood, and all that looked worat in the first Preach revolution. 
However that may be, 1 cannot forgive him some of the circum- 
stances of this flight. To fly to Naples ; to throw himself in the 
arms of the hombardmg monarch, blessing him and thanking his 
soldiery for preserving that part of Italy from anarchy ; to pro- 
teat that all his promises at Eome were null and void, when he 
thought himself in safety to choose a commission for governing in 
his absence, composed of men of princely blood, but aa to charac- 
ter so null that everybody laughed, and said he chose those who 
could best be spared if they were kiOed ; (but they all ran away 
directly ;) when Kome was thus left without any government, to 
reftise to see any deputation, even the Senator of Eome, whom he 
had so gladly sanctioned, — these are the acts either of a fool or 
a foe. They are not his acts, to be sure, but he is respoosible; he 
lets them stand as such in the face of the world, and weeps and 
prays for their success. 

No more of him! His day is over, lie has been made, it 
seems unconsciously, an instrument of good his regrets cannot de- 
stroy. Nor can. he be made so important aa instrument of il!. 
These acts have not had the effect the foes of fi'eedom hoped. 
Rome remained quite cool and composed ; all feit that they liad 
not demanded more than was their duty to demand, and were 
willing to accept what might follow. In a few days all began to 
say : " Well, who would have thought it ? The Pope, the Car- 
dinals, the Princes are gone, and Eome is perfectly tranquil, and 
one does not miss anything, except that there are not so many 
rich carriages and liveries." 

The Pope may regret too late that he ever gave the people a 
chance to make this refleclJon. Yet the best fruits of the move- 
ment may not ripen for a long time. It is a movement which re- 
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quires radical measures, ulear-siglited, resolute men : these lastj aa 
yet^ do not show themselves in Eonie, The new Tuscan ministry 
has three men of supeiior force in various ways, — Montanelli, 
Guerazzi, D'Aguila ; such are not as yet to be found in Eome. 

But should she fall this time, — and she must either advance 
with decision and force, or fall, since to stand still is impossi- 
ble, — the people have learned much ; ignorance and servility of 
thought are lessened, — the way is paving for final triumph. 

And my coutttry, what does she ? Tou have chosen a new 
President from a Slave State, representative of the Mexican war. 
But he seems to he honest, a man that can be esteemed, and is 
one really known to the people, which is a step upward, after 
having sunk last time to choosing a mere tool of party. 

Pray send here a good Ambassador, — one that has experience 
of foreign life, that he may act with good judgment, and, if possi- 
ble, a mail that has knowledge and views which extend beyond 
the cause of party politics in the United States, — a man of unity 
in principles, but capable of understanding vai-iety in forms. And 
send a. man capable of prizing the luxury of living in, or 
knowing Home ; the office of Ambassador is one that should 
not be thrown away on a person who cannot prize or use it. 
Another century, and I might ask to be made Ambassador 
myself, ('t is true, like other Ambassadors, I would employ 
clerks to do the most of the duty,)' but woman's day has not 
come yet. They hold their clubs in Paris, but even Geoi-ge 
Sand will not act with women as they ai-e. They say she 
pleads they are too mean, too treacherous. She should not 
abandon them for thai, which is not nature, but misfortune. How 
much 1 shall have to say on that subject if I live, which I desire 
not, for I am very tired of the battle with giant wrongs, and 
would like to have some one younger and stronger arise to 
say wliat ought to be sfud, still more to do what ought to be done. 
Enough ! if I felt these things in privileged America, the cries 
of mothers and wives beaten at night by sons and husbands 
for their diversion after drinking, as I have repeatedly heard 
them these past months, — the excuse for falsehood, ''I dare not 
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tell my husband, he would be ready to kill me," — have sharp- 
ened my perception as to the ills of woman's conditiou and the 
remedies that must he applied. Had I but genius, had I hut 
energy, to t«ll what I know aa it ought to be toM ! God grant 
them me, or some other more worthy womaa, I pray. 

Bon Tirhne, the Punch of Eome, baa just come in. This 
number represents the fortress of Gaeta. Outside hangs a cage 
containing a parrot {pappagc^o), the plump body of the bird 
surmounted by a noble large head with benign face and Papal 
head-dress. He sits on the perch now with folded wings, but the 
cage door, in likeness of a portico, shows there is convenience to 
come forth for the purposes of benediction, when wanted. Out- 
side, the king of Naples, dressed as Harlequin, plays the oi^ac 
for instruction of the bii-d (unhappy penitent^ doomed to penance), 
and, grinning with sharp teeth, observes : " He speaks in my way 
now." In the badtground a young Republican holds ready the 
match for a barrel of gunpowder, but looks at his watch, waiting 
the moment to ignite it. 

A happy New Tear to my country ! may she he worthy of the 
privileges she possesses, while others are lavishing their blood to 
win them, — that is all that need be wished for her at present. 
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Borne. — The Carnival: the MoocolBtti. — Tlie Eomsm Cliaraeter. — Ths Ptpo'a 
Fiight. — Tba Assembly. — Ths People. — The Pope's Misteke. — Ilia Mini- 
faalo; its Tone and Eifcct. — Daatniction of the Temporal Domiuion of the 
Church. 

Eonie, Evening ofFeb. 20, 1S4S. 
It is said yoti cannot tlioroughly know any place tin you hai'e 
both summered and wintered in it; but more than one summer 
and winter of experience seems to be needed for Home. How 
I fretted last winter, during the three mouths' rain, and sepulchral 
chill, and far worse than sepulchral odors, which accompanied it! 
I thought it was the jnyariable Roman winter, and that I should 
never he able to stay here during another ; so took my room only 
by the month, thinking to fly so soon as the rmn set in. And lo ! 
it has never rained at all ; but there has been glorious sun and 
moon, unstained by cloud, always ; and these last days have been 
as warm as May, — the days of the Carnival, for I have just 
come in from seeing the Moceoletti. 

The Eepublican Carnival has not been as splendid as the Papal, 
the absence of dukes and princes being felt ia the way of coaches 
and rich dresses ; there are also fewer foreigners than usual, many 
having feared to assist at this most peaceful of revolutions. But 
if less splendid, it was not less gay ; the costumes were many and 
fanciful, — flowers, smiles, and fun abundant. 

This is the first time of my seeing the true Moccohtti ; last 
year, in one of the first triumphs of democracy, they did not blow 
out the lights, thus turning it into an illumination. The efiect of 
the swarms of lights, little and large, thus in motion ali over the 
fronts of the houses, and up and down the Corso, was exceedingly 
pretty and fairy4il;e ; but that did not make up lor the loss of that 
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wild, innocent gayety of ivliicU this people aloiic is capable after 
childhood, and which never shines out so much as on this occasion. 
It is astonishing the variety of tones, the Uvely satu^ and touut of 
which the words <Sfenia moccolo, serna mo, are susceptible from 
their tongues. The scene is the best burlesque on the life of the 
" respectable " world that can be imagined. A ragamufftn with a 
little piece of candle, not even lighted, thrusts it in your face with 
an air of far greater superiority than he can wear who, dressed in 
gold and velvet, erect in his carriage, holds aloft his light on a 
tall pole. In vain his security ; while he looks down on the crowd 
to taunt the wretches senja mo, a weak female hand from a cham- 
ber window blots out his pretensions by one flirt of an old hand- 
kerchief. 

Many handsome women, otherwise dressed in white, wore the 
red liberty cap, and the noble though somewhat coai-se Roman 
outline beneath this brilliant red, by the changeful glow of mil- 
lion lights, made a tine effect. Men looked too vulgar in the 
liberty cap. 

How I mourn that my little companion E, never saw these 
things, that would have given him such store of enchanting 
reminiscences for all his after years ! I miss him always on such 
occasions ; formerly it was through him that I enjoyed them. He 
had the child's heart, had tlie susceptible fancy, and, natui-ally, a 
fine discerning sense for whatever is individual or peculiar, 

I missed him much at the Fa.ir of St. Eustachlo. This, like 
the Carnival, was last year entirely spoiled by constant rain. I 
never saw it at all before. It comes in the first days, or rather 
nights, of January. All the quartei- of St. Eustaohio is turned 
into one toy-shop ; the stalls are set out in the street and brightly 
lighted up. These are fuU of cheap toys,— prices varymg from half 
a cent up to twenty cents. The dolls, which are dressed as husband 
and wife, or sometimes grouped m families, are the most grotesque 
rag-babies tViat can be imagined. Among the toys are great quan- 
tities of whiafles, tin trurapefs.and little tambourines ; of these every 
man, woman, and child has bought one, and is usmg it to make a 
noise. This extempore concert begins about ten o'clock, and lasts 
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till midnight ; the delight of the numeroua diiidren that form part 
of Ite orchestra, the good-humored familiarity without the least 
touch of rudeness in the crowd, the lively effect of the light upoB 
the toys, and the jumping, shouting figures that, exLifait Item, 
make this tlie pleasantest Saturnalia. Had you only been there, 
E., to guide me by the hand, blowing the trumpet for both, and 
spying out a liundred queer thin^ in nooks that entirely escape 

The Roman still plays amid Lis serious affaii-s, and very seri- 
ous have they been this past winter. The Roman legions went 
Out singing and dancing to fight in Lombardy, and they fought no 
less bravely for that. 

When I wrote last, the Pope had fled, guided, he' saya, "by 
the hand of Providence " — Italy deems by the band of Austiia 
— to Gaeta He had alieady soiled his white lobes and defamed 
himself for ever by heaping benediUions on the kmg of Najles 
and the bauds of mercenwies whom he employs lo muidei his 
Buljecis on the leist sign of lesfleasnesa m their moit piinful 
position Most cowardly had been the condict of his mal ing 
promises he never meant to keep, steahng »vi ay by night in the 
coach of a foieiga diplomatist, protestmg that whit he had done 
was null because he had acted undei fear — as if suth i prote, t 
could a\ail to one who boasts himself representative ot Christ anl 
his AposUcs, guardian of the legacy of the martyrs ! He selected 
a band of most incapable men to face the danger he had fearetl 
for himself; most of these followed his example and fled. Home 
songht an interview ivith him, to see if reconciliation were possi- 
ble i he refused to receive her messengers. His wicked advisers 
calculated upon great confusion and distress as inevitable on the 
occasion ; but, for once, the hope of the bad heart was doomed to 
immediate disappointment. Rome coolly said, " If you desert 
me, — if yQu will not hear me, — I must act for myself" She 
threw Jiereelf into tlie arms of a few men who had courage and 
calmness for this crisis ; they bade her think upon what was to 
be done, meanwhile avoiding every excess that could give a color 
to calumny and revenge. The people, with admii'aUe good sense, 
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Eoraprehended and followed up this advice. Never was Ei3me so 
truly tranquil, bo nearly free from gross ill, as this winter. A few 
words of brotherly admonition have been more powerful than all 
the spies, dungeons, and seafFolda of Gregory. 

" The hand of the Omnipotent works for ui 
man whom I siw in the street (.elhng cigars the evening before 
the openmT of the Conatitutional Assembly. He was struck by 
the radiant beiuty of the night. The old people observe that 
there nevei hao hepn such a winter as this which follows the 
eatahlisliraent by the French of a republic. 

May the omens speed well ! A host of enemies without are 
ready to levy war i^inst this long-suffering people, to rivet 
anew their chains. Still there is now an obvious tide through- 
out Europe toward a better order of things, and a wave of it may 
bear Italy onward to the shore. 

The revolution, like all genuine ones, has been iastinctive, its 
results unexpected and surprismg to the gi-eater part of those 
who achieved them. The waters, which had flowed so secretly 
beoeath the crust of habit that many never heard their murmur, 
unless in dreams, have suddenly burst to light in full and beauti- 
ful jets s all rush to drink the pure and living draught 

As in the time of Jesus, the multitude had been long enslaved 
beneath a cumbrous ritual, their minds designedly darkened by 
those who should have enlightened them, hrutified, corrupted, 
amid monstrous contradictions and abuses ; yet the moment they 
hear a word cori-espondont to the original nature, "Yes, it is 
true," they ciy. " It is spoken with authority. Yes, it ought to 
he so. Priests ought to he better and wiser than other men [ it 
they were, they would not need pomp and temporal power to 
command respect. Yes, it is true; we ought not to lie; we 
should not try to impose upon one another. We ought i-ather to 
prefer that our children should work honestly for their bread, than 
get it by cheating, begging, or the prostitution of their raothei-s. 
It would be better to act worthily and kindly, probably would 
please God more than the kissing of relics. We have long 
darkly felt that these things were so ; now we know it." 
30 
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The unreality of relation between the people and the hierai-clij 
was obvious instantly upon the flight of Pius. He made an im- 
mense mistake then, and he made it because neither he nor his 
Cardioala were aware of the unreality. They did not know that, 
great as is the force of habit, truth only is imperishable. The 
people had abhoi-red Gregory, had adored Pius, upon whom t)iety 
looked as a saviour, as a liberator; finding iJiemselves deceived, a 
mourning-veil had overshadowed Iheir love. Stiil, had Pius re- 
mained here, and had courage to show himself on agitating occa- 
sions, his position as the Pope, before whom they had been bred 
to bow, his aspect, which had once seemed to them full of bless- 
ing and promise, like that of an angel, would have still retained 
power. Probably the temporal dominion of the Papa«y would 
not have been broken up. He fled; the people felt contempt Ibr 
his want of force and tvutli. He wrote fo reproach them wiih 
ingratitude; they were indignant. What had they to be grate- 
ful for ? A constitution to which he had not kept true an instant ; 
Ihe institution of the National Guard, which he liad begun fo neu- 
tralize ; benedictions, followed by such actions as the desertion of 
the poor volunteers in the war for Italian independence ? Still, 
the people were not quite alienated from Pius. They felt sure 
that his heart waa, in substance, good and kindly, though the 
habits of the priest and the arts of his counsellors had led him so 
egregiously to falsify its dictates and forget the vocation with 
which he had been called. Many hoped he would see his mis- 
take, and return to be at one with the people. Among the mora 
ignorant, there was a superstitious notion that he would return in 
the night of the 5th of January. There were many beta that he 
would be found in the palace of the Quirinal the morning of the 
6th, All these lingering feelings were finally extinguished by the 
advice of excommunication. As this may not have reached 
America, I subjoin a translation. Here I was obliged to make 
use of a manuscript copy; all the printed ones were at once de- 
stroyed. It is probably the last document of the kind the world 
will see. 
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Manifesto of Pius IX, 
"To OUR Most Beloved SiTBJ-ECrs: — 

" From this pacific abode to which it has pleased Divine Provi- 
dence to conduct us, and whence we can freely manifest our senti- 
ments and our wi]I, we have waited for testimonies of remorse from 
our miagiiided children for the sacrileges and misdeeds commit- 
ted against persons attached to our servicSj — among whom some 
have been slain, others outraged in the most barbarous man- 
ner, — as well as for those gainst our residence and our person. 
But we have seen nothing except a sterile invitation to return to 
our capital, unaccompanied by a word of condemnation for tlose 
crimes or the least guaranty for our security against the frauds 
and violences of that same company of furious men which still 
tyrannizes with a barbarous despotism over Kome and the States 
of the Church. We also waited, expecting that the protests and 
orders we have uttered would recall to the duties of fidelity and 
subjection those who have despised and trampled upon them in 
the very capital of our States. But, instead of this, a new and 
more monstrous act of undisguised felony and of actual rebellion 
by them audaciously committed, has filled the measure of our 
affliction, and excited at the same time our just indignation, as it 
will aflict the Church Universal. We speak of that act, in every 
respect detestable, by wliich it has been pretended to initiate the 
convocation of a so-called General National Assembly of the Ro- 
man States, by a decree of the 29th of last December, in order to 
establish new political forms for the Pontifical dominion. Add- 
ing thus iniquity to iniquity, the authors and favorers of the 
demagogical anarchy strive to destroy the temporal authority of 
the Roman Pontiff over the dominions of Holy Church, — how- 
ever irrefragabiy established through the most ancient and solid 
rights, and venerated, recognized, and sustained hy all the na- 
tions, — pi-etending and making others believe that his aovei-eiga 
power can be subject to controversy or depend on t!ie caprices 
of the factious. We shall spare our dignity the humiliation of 
dwelling on all that is monsirou? contained in that set, nliomina- 
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ble through the absurdity of its origin no less than the illegiilify 
of its form and the impiety of its scope ; but it appertains to the 
apostolic authority, with which, howcTei" unworthy, we are in- 
vested, and to the responsibility which binds us by the most 
sacred oaths iti the sight of the Omnipotent, not only to protest 
in the most energetic and efiioacious manner against that same 
act, but to condemn it in the face of the universe as an enormous 
and sacrilegious crime against our independence and sovereignty, 
meriting the chastisements threatened by divine and human laws. 
We are persuaded that, on receiving the impudent invitation, you 
were full of holy indignation, and will have rejected far from 
you this guilty and shameful provocation. Notwithstanding, that 
none of you may say he has been deluded by fiillaeious seduc- 
tions, and by the preachers of subversive doctrines, or igno- 
rant of what is contriving by the foes of all order, all law, all 
right, true liberty, and your happiness, we to-day again r^se and 
utter abroad our voice, so that you may be more certwn of the 
absoluteness with which we prohibit men, of whatever class and 
condition, from taking any part in the meetings which those per- 
sons may dare to call, for the nomination of individuals to be sent 
to the condemned Assembly. At the same time we recall to you 
how this absolute Y'^^'^i^'on is sanctioned by the decrees of our 
predecessors and of the Councils, especially of the Sacred Council- 
General of Trent, Sect. XXIL Chap. 11, in which the Church 
has fulminated many times her censures, and especially the 
greater excommunication, as incurred without fail by any dec- 
laration of whomsoever daring ta become guilty of whatsoever 
attempt against the temporal sovereignty of the Supreme Pon- 
tiff, this we declare to have been already unhappily incurred by 
all those who have given aid to the above-named act, and others 
preceding, intended to prejudice the same sovereignty, and in 
other modes and under felse pretexts have, perturbed, violated, and 
nsiii-ped our authority. Yet, though we feel ourselves obliged 
by conscience to guard the sacred deposit of the patrimony ot 
the Spouse of Jesus Christ, confided to our care, by using the 
sword of severity given to ua for that purpose, we cannot there- 
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fore forget tliat we are on earth the representative of Him 
who in exercise of hia justice does not forget mercy. Raising, 
therefore, our hands fo Heaven, while we fo it recommend a cause 
which is indeefl more Heaven's than ours, and while anew we 
declare ourselves ready, with the aid of its powerful grace, to 
drink even to the dregs, for the defence and glory of the Catholic 
Church, tlie cup of perseculioa which He first wished to drink for 
the salvation of the same, we shall not desist from supplicating 
Him benignly to hear the fervent prayers which day and night 
we unceasingly offer for the salvation of the misguided. No day 
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raary 6, 1849. 



The silliness, bigotry, and ungenerous lone of this manifesto 
excited a simultaneous movement in the population. The pro- 
cession which carried it, mumbling chants, for deposit in places 
provided for lowest uses, and then, taking from the doors of the 
halfei's' shops the cardinals' hats, threw them into the Tiber, was 
a real and general expression of popular disgust. From that hour 
the power of the scarlet hierarchy fell to rise no more. No au- 
thority can survive a universal movement of derision. From that 
hour tongues and pens were loosed, the leaven of Machiavellism, 
which still polluted the productions of the more liberal, disap- 
peared, and people talked as they feit, just as those of us who do 
not choose to be slaves are accustomed to do in America. 

"Jesus," cried an orator, "bade them feed his Iambs. If they 
have done so, it has been to rob their fleece and drink their 
blood." 
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"Wlij," said another, "have we beea so long deaf to tlie 
saying, that the temporal dominion of the Church was like a 
thorn in the wound of Italy, which shall never be healed till 
that thorn ia extracted ? " 

And then, without passion, all felt tliat the temporal dominion 
was in fact finished of itself, and tliat it only remained to organize 
another form of government. 
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LETTER XXVIII. 

Giobeiti, Mamiaui, aiifl Mazrfnl. — Formation of tliB Constitntional Assembly. 
— Tho Right of Suffrnge. — A Procession. — Proclamaljon of the Eepiii> 
lie— Results. — Decrea of the Assembly. — Americana in Eome: Differ- 
eaOB ot ImpresElons.- Flight of (iie Grand Duke of Tuscany. — Charles 
Albert. — Present State of Eome. — Eefleotions aiid Conolnsions. —Latest 
InlelligenGe. 

Eome, Evening of Feb. 30, 1849. 

The League between the Italian Slates, and the Diet which was 
to establish it, had been the thought of Gioherti, but bad found the 
instrument at Rome in Mamiani. The deputies were to be named 
by princes or parliaments, their mandate to be limited by the ex- 
isting inslJtations of the several states; measures of mutual security 
and some modifications in the way of reform would be the utmost 
that could be hoped from (his Diet. The scope of this party did 
not go beyond more vigorous prosecution of the war for inde- 
pendence, and the establishment of good institutions for the sev- 
eral priodpalities on a basis of assimilation. 

Mazzini, die great radical thinker of Italy, was, on Ibe contrary, 
persuaded that unity, not union, was necessary to this country. 
He had taken for hia motto, God amd the People, and be- 
lieved in no other powers. He wished an Italian Constitutional 
Assembly, selected directly by the people, and furnished with an 
unlimited mandate to decide what form was now required by Ihe 
needs of the Peninsula. His own wishes, certainly, aimed at a 
republic ; but the dedsion remmned with the representatives of 
the people. 

The thought of Gioberti had been at first the popular one, as 
he, in fact, was the seer of the so-called Moderate party. For 
myself, I alu-ays looked upon him as entirely a cbaiialan, who 
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covered liia want of all real force by the thickest embroi<lei-ed 
mantle of words. Still, for a time, he corresponded with the 
wants of the Italian mind. He assailed the Jesuits, and was of 
real use by embodying the distrust and aversiou that brooded in 
the minds of men agmnst these most insidious and inveterate foes 
of liberty and progress. This triumph, at least, he may boast ; 
that sect has been obliged to yield ; its extinction seems impossi- 
ble, of such life-giving power was the fiery will of Loyola. In the 
Primate he had embodied the lingering hope of the Catliolic 
Church ; Pius IX. had answered to the appeal, had answered only 
to show its futility. He had run through Italy as courier for 
Charles Albert, when the so falsely styled Magnanimous entered, 
pretending to save her from the stranger, really hoping to take 
her for himseE His own cowardice and ti-eachery neutralized 
the hope, and Charles Albert^ abject m his disgrace, took a retro- 
grade ministry. This the country would not suffer, and obliged 
him after a while to reassume at least the position of the previous 
year, by taking Gioberti for his premier. But it soon became evi- 
dent that the ministry of Charles Albert was in the same position 
as had been that of Pius IX. The hand was powerless when 
the head was indisposed. Meantime the name of Mazzini had 
echoed through Tuscany from the revered lips of Montanelli ; it 
reached the Eoman States, and though at first propagated by 
foreign impulse, yet, as soon as understood, was welcomed as con- 
genial. Moutanelli had nobly said, addressing Florence : " "We 
could not regret that the realization of this project should take 
place in a sister city, sliU more illustrious than ours." The 
Romans took him at his word ; the Constitutional Assembly for the 
Koman States was elected with a double mandate, that the depu- 
ties might sit in the Constitutional Assembly for all Italy when- 
ever the other provinces could send theirs. They were elected 
by universal suffrage. Those who listened to Jesuits and Mod- 
erates predicted that the project would fail of itself. The people 
were too ignorant to make use of the liberty of suffrage. 

Eut ravens now-a-days are not the true prophetic birds. The 
Eoman eagle recommences her flight, and it is from its direc- 
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lion oniy that lie liigh-priest may draw his augury. The people 
are certainly as iguorant aa centuries of the worst goYernmeiit, the 
neglect of popular education, the enslavement of speech aad the 
press, could make them ; yet they have an instinct to rect^nize 
measures that are good for them. A few weeks' schooling at some 
popular meetings, the clubs, the conversations of the National 
Guards m their quarters or on patrol, were sufficient to concert 
measures so well, that ihe people voted in larger proportion than 
at contested elections in our country, and made a very good choice. 

The opening of the Constitutional Assembly gave occasion for 
!i tine procession. All the troops in Rome defiled from the Cam- 
pidogHo ; among them many bear the marks of suffering from the 
Lombard war. The banners of Sicily, Venice, and Bologna 
waved proudly ; that of Naples was veiled with crape. I was in 
a balcony in the Piazza di Venezia ; the Palazzo di Venezia, 
that sternest feudal pile, so long the head-quarters of Austrian 
machinations, seemed to frown, as the hands each in passing struck 
np the Marseillaise. The nephew of Napoleon and Gariljaldi, the 
hero of Montevideo, walked together, as deputies. The deputies, 
a grave band, mostly advocates or other pi-ofessional men, walked 
without other badge of distinction than the tricolored scarf. I re- 
membered tlie entrance of the deputies to the Council only four- 
teen months ago, in the magnificent carriages lent by the princes 
for the occasion ; they too were mostly nobles, and their liveried 
attendants followed, caiTying their scutcheons. Princes aad coun- 
cillors have both fled or sunk into nothingness ; in those council- 
lors was no counsel. WiU it be found in the present? Let us 
hope so ! What we see to-day has much more the air of reality 
than all that parade of scuteheons, or the pomp of dress and retinue 
with which the Ecclesiastical Court was wont (o amuse the people. 

A few days after followed the proclamation of a Republic. 
An inunense crowd of people surrounded the Palazzo deHa Can- 
celleria, within whose court-yard Eossi fell, while the debate was 
going on within. At one o'clock in the morning of the 9th of 
February, a Republic was resolved upon, and the crowd rushed 
away to ring all the bells. 
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Early nest moriiing I rose and went forth fo observe the Eepub. 
lie. Over the Quirinal I went, tlirough tlie Foruai, to the Capitol. 
There was nothing to be seen except the magnificent calm em- 
peror, the tamers of horses, the fountain, the trophies, the liona, as 
usual ; among the marbles, for living figures, a few dirty, bold wo- 
men, and Murillo hoys in the sun just as usual. I passed into the 
Corso ; there were men in tlie liberty cap, — of course the lowest 
and vilest had been the first to assume it ; ail the horrible beggars 
persecuting as impudently as usual. I met some English ; all 
Iheir comfort was, "It would not last a month." "They hoped 
to see all these fellows shot yet." The English clergyman, mor.-) 
mild and legal, only hopes to see them (i. e. the minisljy, deputies, 
&c.) hung. 

Mr. Carlyle would be delighted with his countrymen. They 
are entirely ready and anxious to see a Cromwell for Italy, 
They, too, think, when the people starve, " It is no matter what 
happens in the back parlor." What signifies that, if there is 
"order" in the front? How dare the people make a noise to 
disturb us yawning at billiai-ds ! 

I met an American, He " had no confidence in the Republic." 
Why? Because he "had no confidence in the people." Why? 
Because '■ ihey were not like our people." Ah I Jonathan and 
John, — excuse me, but I must say llie Italian has a decided ad- 
vantage over you in the power of quickly feeling generous sym- 
pathy, as well aa some other things which I have not lime now to 
pai-ticularize. I have memoranda from you both in my note- 

At last the procession mounts the Campidoglio. It is all 
dressed with banners. The tricolor surmounts the palace of the 
senator; the senator himself has fied. The deputies mount the 
steps, and one of them reads, in a clear, friendly voice, the foJlow- 

"Fdkdajiental Decree of the Constitutional Assem- 
bly OP EosiE. 
" Aet. I. — The Papacy has fallen in fact and in right from the 
temporal government of the Roman State. 
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" Akt. IL — The Koiuan Pontiff shall have ail the necessary 
guaranties for independence in the exercise of his spiritual power. 

"Aet. Ill, — The form of government of the Roman State 
shall he a pure democracy, and will lake the glorious name of 
Itoiaan Republic. 

" Abt. IV. — The Roman Republic shall have with the rest of 
Italy the relations exacted by a common nationality." 

Between each of these espressive sentences the speaker paused ; 
the great bell of the Capitol gave forth its solemn melodies ; the 
cannon answered ; while the crowd shouted, Viva la SepvUiea! 
Viva Italia! 

The imposing gi-andeur of the spectacle to me gave new foi-co 
to the emotion that ali«ady swelled my heavt; my nerves thrilled, 
and I longed to see in some answering glance a spark of Rienzi, 
a little of that soul which made my country what she is. The 
American at my side remained impassive. Receiving all his 
birthright ft-om a triumph of democracy, he was quite indifferent 
to this manifestaiion on this consecrated spot. Passing the winter 
in Rome to study art, he was insensible to the artistic beauty of 
the scene, — insensible to this new life of that spirit from which 
aU the forms he gazes at in galleries emanated. He "did not see 
the use of these popular demonstrations." 

Again I must mention a remark of his, as a specimen of the 
ignorance in which Americans usually remam during their flighty 
visits to these scenes, where they associate only with one another. 
And I do it the rather as this seemed a really thoughtful, intelli- 
gent man ; no vain, vulgar trifler. He said, "The people seem 
only to be looking on ; they take no part." 

What people ? said I. 

" Why, these around us ; there is no other people." 

There are a few beggars, errand-boys, and nurse-miuds. 

" The others are only soldiers." 

Soldiers! The Civic Guard ! all the decent men in Rome. 

Thus it is that tlie American, oq many points, becomes more 
ignorant for coming abroad, because he attaches some value to his 
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crude impressious and frequent blunders. It ia not thua that any 
seed-corn can be gathei-ed from foreign gardens. "Without modest 
ecrutiny, patient study, and observation, he spends hia money and 
goes home, with a new coat perhaps, but a mind befooled rather 
than instructed. It is necessary to speak the languages of these 
countries, and Itnow personally some of their inhabitanla, in order 
to form any accurate impressions. 

The fliglit of the Grand Duke of Tuscany followed. In imi- 
tation of his great exempiav, he promised and smiled to the last, 
deceiving Montanelli, the pure and sincere, at the very moment 
he was about to enter his carriage, into the belief that he perse- 
vered in his assent to the liberal movement. His position was 
certMuly very difficult, but he might have left it like a gentleman, 
like a man of honor. 'T was pity to destroy so lightly the good 
opinion the Tuscans had of him. Now Tuscany meditates union 
with Eome. 

Meanwhile, Cliarles Albert is tilled with aiai-m. He is indeed 
betwixt two fires, Gioberti has published one of his prolix, weak 
addresses, in which he says, that ia the beginning of every revo- 
lufion one must fix a limit beyond which lie will not go ; that, for 
himself, he has done it, — others are passing beyond hia mark, and 
he will not go any farther. Of the want of thought, of insight into 
historic and all other truths, which distinguishes the "illustrious 
Gioberti," this assumption is a specimen. But it makes no diifer- 
cnoe ; he and his prince must go, sooner or later, if the movement 
continues, uor is there any prospect of its being stayed unless by 
foreign intervention. This the Pope has not yet, it is believed, 
solicited, but there is little reason to hope he will be spared that 
crowning disgrace. He has already consented to the incitement 
of civil war. Should an intervention be solicited, all depends on 
Fi-ance. Will she basely forfeit every pledge and eveiy duty, to 
say nothing of her true interest? It seems that her President 
stands doubtful, intending to do what ia for Ms particular interest ; 
but if his interest proves opposed to the republican principle, will 
France suffer herself again to be hoodwinked and enslaved ? It 
is impossible to know, she has already shown such devotion to the 
mere prestige of a name. 



by Google 



SYJIi'ATJIV JIOrED FKOM AMEUICA. dtil 

Oq England no dependence can be placed. She is guided by 
no great idea ; Ler Pariiainentaiy leatlers sneer at Bentimental 
policy, and the "jai^on " of ideas. She win act, as always, for 
her own interest ; and the interest of her present government is 
becoming more and more the crushing of the democratic tendency. 
They are obUged to do it at home, both in. the back and the front 
parlor ; it would not be decent as yet to have a Spielberg just at 
home for obstreperous patriots, but England has so many ships, it 
is just as easy to transport them to a safe distance. Then the 
Church of England, so long an enemy to the Church of Kome, 
feels a decided interest with it on the subject of temporal posses- 
sions. The rich English traveller, feai-Jng to see tlie Prince 
Borghese stripped of one of his palaces for a hospital or some 
such low use, thinks of his own twenty-mile park and the crowded 
village of beggars at its gate, and muses; "I hope to see them all 
shot yet, these rascally republicans." 

How I wish mj country would show some noble sympathy 
when an esperience so like her own is going on. Politically she 
cannot interfere ; but formerly, when Greece and Poland were 
struggling, they were at least aided by private contributions. 
Italy, naturally so rich, but long racked and impoverished by her 
oppressor, greatly needs money to arm and clothe her troops. 
Some token of sympathy, too, from America would be so welcome 
to her now. If there were a drcle of persons inchned to trast 
such to me, I might venture to promise the trust should be used 
to the advantage of Italy. It would make me proud to have my 
country show a religious fiuth in the progress of ideas, and make 
some small sacrifice of its own great resources in aid of a sister 
cause, now. 

But I must close this lettei, which it would be easy to swell to 
ft volume from tiie materials in my mind. One or two traits of 
the hour I must note Mazzarelli, chief of the present ministry, 
was a prelatp, and named spontaneously by the Pope before his 
flight. He has shown entire and frank intrepidity. He has laid 
aside the title of MoiiMgnor, inj appears before the world as a 
layman. 

31 
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Nothing can be more tranquil than has been the state of Rome 
all winter. Every wile has been used by the Oscurantisls to 
excite the people, but their confidence in their leaders could not 
be broken. A little mutiny in the troops, stimulated by letters 
from Ih^ir old leaders, was quelled in a moment. The day after 
the proclamation of the Republic, eome zealous ignoramuses in- 
sulted the carriages that appeared witi, servants in livery. The 
ministry published a grave admonition, that democracy meant 
liberty, not license, and that he who infringed upon an innocent 
freedom of action in othei-s must be declared traitor to his coun- 
trj'. Every act of the kind ceased instantly. An intimation that 
it was better not to throw large comfits or oranges during the 
Carnival, as injuries have thus been sometimes caused, was obeyed 
with equal docility. 

On Sunday last, placards affixed in tie high places summoned 
the city to invest Giuseppe Maazini with the rights of a Roman 
citizen. I have not yet heard the result. The Pope made Rossi 
a Roman citizen ; he was suffered to retain that title only one 
day. It was given hhn on tlie lith of November, he died the loth, 
Mazzini enters Rome at any rate, for the first time in his life, as 
deputy to the Constitutional Assembly ; it would be a noble poetic 
justice, if he could enter also as a Roman citizen. 

February 2i. 
The Austrians have invaded Eerrara, taken ffi 200,000 and six 
hostages, and retired. This step is, no doubt, intended to deter- 
mine whelier France will resent the insult, or whether she will 
betray Italy. It shows also the assurance of the Austrian that 
the Pope will approve of an armed intervention. Probably be- 
fore I write again these matters will reach some decided crisis. 
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The Boman Republic. — Clisirles Albert a Traitor. -- Fall of Gioberti — Jhzzim, 
— ffis Character. — His Address to the People. — His Oratory. — Ameiican 
Artists — Brown, Terry, and Freeman, — ifficks and his Pictures — Crop^oy 
and Cnmoh contrasted. — Ameciean Landscape Piuntings. — Sonlptorii — 
Story's "Fiahar Boy." — Mozier's " Pooahontas." — Greenongh's droup — 
Powera's " Slave." — The Equestrian Statue of Washington. — Cxawford's De- 
elgn. — Trials of the Artist. — American PatronB of Art — Expenses of Artist 
Life. — A Garnian Sculptor. — Oyei'beck and his Paintings. — Festjval of Fried 
Eioe. — An Ave Maria. 

Rome, March 20, 184B. 

TiiP. Roman EepuLlic moves on better than could have been 
expected. Tliere are great difficulties about money, necessarily, 
as the goyemment, so beset wilh trials and dangers, cannot com- 
mand confidence in that respect. The solid coin has crept out 
of the country or Kes hid, and in the use of paper there are the 
corresponding inconveniences. But tlie poor, always the chief suf- 
ferers from such a state of things, are wonderfully patient, and I 
doubt not that the new form, if Italy could be left fo itself, would 
be settled for the advantage of all. Tuscaay would soon be unit- 
ed with Rome, and lo the Republic of Central Italy, no longer 
broken asunder by petty restrictions and sacrificed to the interests 
of a few persons, would come that prosperity natural to a region 
so favored by nature. 

Could Italy be left alone I But treacherous, selfish men at home 
strive to betray, and foes threaten her from without on every 
side. Even France, her natural ally, promises to prove foolishly 
and basely faithless. The dereliction from principle of her gov- 
ernment seems cerf^n, and thus far the nation, despite the re- 
monstrance of a few worthy men, gives no sign of effective protest. 
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There would Le Slttle Lope for Italy, were not the thrones of her 
foes in a tottering state, their action liable a( &\ erj moment to be 
distracted by domestic difficulties. The Austrian government 
seems as destitute of support from the nation as is possible for a 
government to be, and the army is no longer what it was, being 
made up so largely of new recruits. The Croats are uncertain 
in their adhesion, the war in Hungary likely to give them much 
to do ; and jf the Russian is called in, the refct of Europe becomes 
hostile. AH these circumstances give Italy a chance she other- 
wise could not have ; she is in great measure unfurnished mth arms 
and money ; her king in the South is a bloody, angry, well-armed 
foe ; her king in the North, a proved traitor. Charles Albert has 
now declared war because he could not do otherwise ; but his 
sympathies are in fact all agmnst liberty; the splendid lure that 
he might become king of Italy glitters no more ; the Eepublicans 
are in the ascendani, and he may well doubt, should the stranger 
be driven out, whether Piedmont could escape the contagion. 
Now, his people insisting on war, he has the air of making it with 
a good grace; but should he be worsted, probably he will know 
some loophole by which to steal out The rat will get out and 
leave the lion in the trap. 

The " illustrious Gioberti " has fallen, — fallen for ever from his 
high scaffold of words. His demerits were too unmistakable for 
rhetoric to hide. That he sympathized with the Pope rather than 
the Eoraan people, and could not endure to see him stripped of 
his temporal jovei no one cculd bhine in the aufhor of the 
Priinato. Thit he ipfused the Ilalian GJeneral Assembly, if it 
was to be based on the so ciUed Montanelli system instead of his 
own, might be conviction oi it nught be littleness and vanity. 
But that he priYily planned, witl out even adherence of the coun- 
dl of ministers an armed mtprvention of the Piedmontese troops 
in Tuscany, thus wiHing to cause civil war, and, at this great mo- 
ment, to see Italian blood shed by Italian hands, was treachery. 
I think, indeed, he has been probably made the scape-goat in that 
affair ; Ibat Charles Albert planned the measure, and, finding 
himself unable to carry it out, in consequence of the vigilance and 
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indignant opposition of the Ciiamber of Deputies, was somewhat 
consoled, by making it an occasion to viclimize the " Illustrious," 
whom four weeks before the people had forced hira to accept as 
his minister. 

Now the name of Gioberti is erased from the corners of the 
streets lo which it was affixed a year ago ; he is stripped of all 
his honorary degrees, and proclwmed ao unworthy son of the 
country, Mazzini ia the idol of the people, " Soon to be hunted 
out," sneered the sceptical American, Possibly yes ; for no man 
is secure of his palm till the fight is over. The civic wreath may 
be knocked from hia head a hundred times in the ardor of the 
contest. No matter, if he can always keep the forehead pure and 
Jofty, as will Maazini. 

In thinking of Mazzini, I always remember Petrardi's invoca- 
tion to Eienzi, Mazzini comes at a riper period in the world's 
history, with the same enei^ of soul, but of purer temper and 
more enlai^ed views to answer fliem. 

I do not know whether I mentioned a kind of poetical corre- 
spondence about Mazzini and Kossi, Eossi was also an exile for 
liberal principles, but he did not value his birthright ; he alienated 
it, and as a Fi-ench citizen became peer of France and represent- 
ative of Louis Philippe in Italy. When, with the fatuity of those 
whom the gods have doomed to perish, Pius IX. took the repre- 
sentative of the fallen Guizot policy for his minister, he made 
him a Roman citizen. He was proclaimed such on the I4tli of 
November. On the loth he perished, before he could enter the 
parliament he had called. He fell at the door of the Canceileiia 
when it was sitting. 

Mazzini, in his exile, remained absolutely devoted to his native 
country. Because, though feeling as few can tliat the interests 
of humanity in all nations are identical, he felt also that, bom of a 
race so suffering, so much needing devotion and energy, his ftrst 
duty was to that The only powers he acknowledged were Ood 
Olid the People, the special scope of his acts the unity and inde- 
pendence of Italy. Eome was the theme of his thoughts, but, 
very early exiled, he had never seen that home to which all the 
31* 
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orphans of the soul so naturally turn. Now he entered it as a 
Koman citizen, elected representative of the people by universal 
suffrage. His motto, Dio e Popoh, is put upon the coiti with the 
Eoman eagle ; unhappily this first-issued coin is of brass, or else 
of silver, with much alloy. Dii, aoeiiite omen, and may peaceful 
ilays turn it all to pure gold 1 

Oa his first entrance to the house, Mazzini, received with fer- 
vent applause and summoned to take his place beside the Presi- 
dent, spoke as follows : — 

" It is from me, colleagues, that should come these tokens of 
applause, these tokens of affection, because the little good I have 
Dot done, but tried to do, has come to me ftxira Eome. Rome was 
always a sort of talisman for me ; a youth, I studied the history 
of Italy, and found, while all the other nations were born, grew 
up, played their part in Ihe world, then fell to reappear no more 
in the same power, a single city was privileged by God to die 
only to rise again greater than before, to fulfil a mission greater 
than the first. I saw the Rome of the Empire extend her con- 
quests from the confines of Africa to the confines of Asia. I saw 
Eome perish, crushed by the barbarians, by those whom even yet 
the world calls barbarians. I saw her rise agfun, after having 
chased away these same barbarians, reviving in its sepulchre the 
germ of Civiiization, I saw her rise more great for conquest, not 
with arms, but with words, — rise in the name of the Popes to 
repeat her grand mission. I said in my heart, the city which 
alone in the world has had two grand lives, one greater than the 
other, will have a third. After the Eome which wrought by con- 
quest of arms, the Home which wrought by conquest of words, 
must come a third which shall work by virtue of example. After 
the Eome of the Emperors, after the Eome of the Popes, will 
come the Kome of the People. The Home of the People is 
arisen ; do not salute with applauses, but let us rejoice together I 
I cannot promise anything for myself, except concurrence in all 
you shaO do for the good of Eome, of Italy, of niankind. Per- 
haps we shall have to pass through great crises ; perhaps we shall 
have to fight a sacred battle against the only enemy that threatens 
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a% — Au^tiia. Wl will fight it, and we will conquer, I hope, 
please GoJ, tliat toreigners may not be able to say any more that 
winch so many of them repeat to-day, speaking of our affairs, — 
that the light which comes from liome is only an ignis faluus 
wandeiing among the tombs. The world shall see that it is a 
starry light, eternal, pare, and resplendent as those we look 
up lo in the heavens ! " 

On a later day he spoke more fully of the difficulfiea that 
threaten at home the young republic, and said ; — 

" Let us not heai- of Right, of Left, of Centre ; these terms ex- 
press the three powers in a constitutional monarchy ; for us they 
have no meaning; the only divisions for us are of Republicans or 
non-Republicans, — or of sincere men and temporizing men. Let 
«3 not hear so much of the Republicans of to-day and of yesterday ; 
I am a Republican of twenty years' standing. Entertaining such 
hopes for Italy, when many excelleat, many sincere men held 
them as Utopian, shall I denounce these men because they are 
now convinced of their practicability ? " 

This last I quote from memory. In hearing the gentle (one of 
remonstrance with those of more petty mind, or influenced hj the 
passions of tlie partisan, I was forcibly reminded of the parable 
by Jesus, of the vineyard and the discontent of the laborers that 
those who came at the eleventh hour " received also a penny." 
Mazzini also is content that all should fare alike as brethren, if 
only they will come into the vineyard. He is not an orator, but 
the simple conversational lone of his address is in refreshing con- 
trast with the boyish rhetoric and academic swell common to Ital- 
ian speakers in the pi-esent unfiedged state. As they have freer 
use of the jKiwer of debate, tbey will become more simple and 
manly. The speech of Mazzini is laden with thought, — it goes 
straight to the mark by the shortest path, and moves without effort, 
from the irresistible impression of deep conviction and fidelity in 
the speaker. Maazini is a man of genius, an elevated thinker; 
but the most powerful and first impression from his presence must 
always be of the religion of his soul, of his mrtue, both in the 
modern and antique sense of that word. 
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If clearness of right, if energy, if indefatigable persevevaace, 
caa steer Ihe ship through this dangerous pass, it will be done. 
He said, " We will conquer " ; whether Home will, this time, is aot 
to me certain, but such men as Mazzmi conquer always, — con- 
quer in defeat. Yet Heaven grant that no more blood, no more 
corruption of priestly government, be for Italy. It eould only be 
for once more, for the strength of her present impulse would not 
feil to triumph at last; but even one more trial seems too intol- 
erably much, when I think of the holocaust of the broken hearts, 
baified lives, tliat must attend it. 

But enough of politics for the present ; thia letter goes by pri- 
vate hand, and, as news, will be superseded before it can arrive. 

Let me rather take the opportunity to say some things that I 
have let lie by, while writing of political events. Especially of 
our artists I wish to say something, I know many of thorn, if 
not all, and see with pleasure our youDg counfiy so fairly rep- 
resented. 

Among the pmnters I saw of Brown only two or three pictures 
at the exhibition in Florence ; they were coarse, flashy things. I 
was told he could do better ; but a man who indulges himself with 
such ft-arse sale-work cannot surely do well at any time. 

The merits of Terry and Freeman are not my merits; they are 
beside both favorites in our country, and have a sufficient number 
of pictures there for every one to judge, I am no connoisseur as 
regards the technical merits of paintings ; it is only poetic inven- 
tion, or a tender feeling of nature, which captivates me, 

Teny loves grace, and consciously works from the model. 
The result is a pleasing transposition of the hues of this clime. 
But the design of the picture is never original, nor is it laden 
with any message from the heart. Of Freeman I know less ; aa 
the two or three pictures of his that I have seen never interested 
me. I have not visited his studio. 

Of Hicks I think very highly. He is a man of ideas, an origi- 
nal observer, and with a poetic heart. His system of coloring is 
derived from a thoughtful study, not a mere imitation of nature, 
and shov,-s the fineness of liis organization. Strugigling unaided 
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to pursue the expensive studies of his art, he has had only a 
Rmall studio, and i-eceived only orders for litile cabinet pictures. 
Could he caiTy out adequately his ideas, in him would be found 
the treasure of genius. He has made the drawmga for a large 
picture of many figures ; the design is original and noble, the 
grouping highly effective. Could he paint this picture, I beheve 
it \7ouId be a real boon to the lovers of art, the lovers of truth. I 
hope very much that, when he returns to the United States, some 
competent patron of art — one of the few who have mind as well 
as pui-se — will see the drawings and order the picture. Other- 
wise he cannot paint it, as the expenses attendant on models for 
so many figures, &c are great, and the time demanded eould not 
otherwise he talten from the claims of the day. 

Among landscape painters Cropsey and Cranch have the true 
artist spirit. In faculties, each lias what the other wants. Crop- 
sey is a reverent and careful student of nature in detail; it is no 
pedantry, but a true love he has, and his pictures are full of little, 
gentle signs of intimacy. Tliey please and touch ; hut yet in poetie 
feeling of the heart of natui-e he is not equal to Cranch, who pro- 
duces fine effects by means more superficial, and, on examination, 
less satisfactory. Each might take somewhat from the other to 
advantage, could he do it without diminishing his own original 
dower. Both are artists of high promise, and deserve to be loved 
and cherished by a country which may, without ptesumption hope 
to carry landscape ptunting to a pitch of excellence unreiLhed 
before. For the historical painter, the position with uo la for 
many reasons, not favorable ; but there is no bar m the w ay of the 
landscape painter, and fate, bestowing such a prodigality of sub- 
ject, seems to give us a hint not to be mislaktn. I think the 
love of landscape painting is genuine in our nation, and as it is a 
branch of ai-t where achievement Las been comparatively low, we 
may not unreasonably suppose it has been left for us. I trust it 
will be undertaken in the highest spirit. Nature, it seems to me, 
reveals herself more freely in our land; she is true, virgin, and 
confiding, — she smiles upon the vision of a true Endymion. I 
hope to see, not only copies upon cauvas of our magnificent scenes, 
but a transftision af the spirit which is their divinity. 
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Then why should the American landscape painter come to 
Italy ? cry many. I think, myself, he ought not to stay here 
very loag. Yet a few years' study is precious, for here Nature 
herself has worked with man, as if she wanted to helj) him ia tlie 
composition of pictures. The ruins of Italy, in their varied rela- 
tions with vegetation and the heavens, make speeches from every 
stone for instruction of the artist; the greatest variety here is 
found with tJie greatest harmony. To know how this nnion may be 
accomplished is a main secret of art, and though the coloring ia 
not the same, yet he who has the key to its mysteries of beauty 
is tlie more initiated to the same in other climates, and will easily 
attune afresh Lis more instructed eye and mind to tlie contem- 
plation of that which moulded his childhood. 

I may observe of the two artists I have named, that Cranch 
has entered moj-e into the spirit of Italian landscape, while Crop- 
sey is still more distinguished on subjects such as he first loved. 
He seemed to find the Scotch lake and mountain scenery very 
congenial ; his sketches and pictures taken from a short residence 
there are impressive. Perhaps a melancholy or tender subject 
suits him best ; something rich, bold, and mellow is more adapted 
to call out the genius of Cranch. 

Among the sculptors new names rise up, to show that this is 
decidedly a province for hope in America, I look wpon this as the 
natural talent of an American, and have no doubt that glories will 
be displayed by our sculplora unknown to classic art. The facts 
of our history, ideal and social, will be grand and of new import; 
it is perfectly natural to the American to mould in clay and carve 
in stone. The permanence of material and solid relief in the 
forms correspond to the positiveness of his nature better than the 
mere ephemeral and even tricky methods of the painter, .— to his 
need of motion and action, better than the chambered scribbling of 
the poet. He will thus record his best experiences, and these 
records will adorn the noble structures that must naturally arise 
for the public uses of our society. 

It is particularly gratifying to see men that might amass for 
more money and altain more temporary power in other things, 
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despise those lower lures, too powerful in our country, and aim 
only at excellence in the expression of thought. Amoog these I 
may mention Story and Mozier. Story has made in Florence 
the model for a statue of his father. This I have not seen, but 
two statuettes that he modelled here from the " Fisher " of Goethe 
pleased me extremely. The languid, meditative reverie of tlie boy, 
the morbid tenderness of his nature, is most happily expressed in 
the first, as is the fascinated surrender to the siren murmur of the 
flood in the second. He has taken the moment 

" Half drevf alie liJmi half eank he in," &c. 

I hope some one will give him an order to make thera in mar- 
ble. Mozier seemed to have an immediate success. The fidelity 
and spirit of his portvaitrbusts could be appreciated by every one ; 
for an ideal head of Pocahontas, too, he had at once orders for 
many copies. It was not an Indian head, bul, in the union of 
sweetness and strength with a princelike, childlike dignity, very 
happily expressive of his idea of her character. I think he has 
modelled a Rebecca at tlie Weil, but this I did not see. 

These have already a firm hold on the afiections of our people ; 
every American who comes to Italy visits their studios, and speaks 
of them with pride, as indeed they well may, in comparing them 
with artisla of other nations. It will not be long before you see 
Greenough's group ; it is in spirit a pendant to Cooper's novels. 
I confess I wish he had availed hhnself of the opportunity to im- 
mortalize the real noble Indian in marble. This is only the man 
of the woods, — no Metamora, no Uncas. But the group should 
be very instructive to our people. 

You seem as crazy about Powera's Greek Slave as the Flor- 
entines were about Cimabue's Madonnas, in which we still see the 
spark of genius, but not fanned to its full flame. If your enthu- 
siasm be as genuine as that of the lively Florentines, we will not 
quarrel with it ; but I am afraid a great part is drawing-room 
rapture and newspaper echo. Genuine enthusiasm, howevK 
crude the state of mind from which it springs, always elevates, 
always educates ; but in the same proportion talking and wriling 
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for effect stultifies and debases. I shall not judge tlie adorers of 
the Greek Slave, but only observe, that fiey have not kept in 
reserve aay higher admiration for works even now extant, which 
are, in comparison with that statue, what that statue is compared 
with any weeping marble on a common monument. 

I consider the Slave as a form of simple and sweet beauty, but 
that neither as an ideal expression nor a specimen of plastic power 
is it tianscendent. Powers Btands fir higher ia liis husto than in 
any ideal statue His conception of what is mdividuil m charac- 
ter IS clear and just, his power of execution almost unrivalled ; 
but he has had a hfetune of discipline for the bust, nhile his 
studies on the hum in body are eompaiatively limited nor is hia 
treatment ot it free and masteily To me, his conception of sub- 
ject IS not striking ■ I do not consider him rich in artistic thought. 

He o 1 tl an C ee ougl and Crawford, wouJd feel it a rich 
rewarl for many labor and a happy climax to their honors, to 
make an equest n s ue of Washington for our country. I 
w h tl ey n 1 1 all io t a each would show a different kind of 
ex ell n To i es nt the man on horseback, the wise centaur, 
the fa n r of hors a n ly w 11 be deemed a high achievement 
of mod t was of anc e t art. The study of the anatomy 
and a t on of tl e horse so r h in suggestions, is naturally most 
de ral le to the a ( st 1 ippy he who, obliged by the brevity of 
life and the hm ta ons of fo t ne, to make his studies conform to 
his der> finds h m e!t j tifled by a national behest in enter- 

A I n ae ^ ts allou about the character of Washington, 
f a loDj, pe ence of Fo th of July bombast in his praise. 
But seeing the stru^es of other nations, and the defldencies of 
the leaders who try to sustain them, the heart is again stimulated, 
and puts forth buds of praise. One appreciates the wonderful 
combination of events and influences that gave our indejendence 
so healthy a birth, and the almost miraculous merits of the men 
who tended its first motions. In tlie combination of excellences 
needed at such a period with the purity and modesty which dig? 
nify the private man in the humblest station, Washington as yist 
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slands alone. No toimtiy has ever had such a good future ; no 
othei' is so happy as to liave a pattern of spotless worth which will 
remain in liev latest day venerable as noiy. 

Surely, then, that form should be immortalized in material solid 
as its feme ; and, happily for the artist, that form was of natural 
beauty and dignity, and he who places him on horseback simply 
represents his habitual existence. Everything concurs to make 
an equestrian statue of Washington desirable. 

The dignified way to manage that affair would be to have a 
committee chosen of impartial judges, men who would look only 
to the merits of the work and the interests of the country, unbi- 
assed by any peraoaal intei-est in favor of some one artist. It is 
said it is impossible to find sucli a conunittee, but I cannot believe 
it. Let there be put aside the mean squabbles and jealousies, the 
vulgar pushing of unworthy friends, with which, uahappily, the 
artist's career seems more rife than any other, and a fiiir concur- 
rence established ; let each artist offer his design for an equestrian 
statue of Washington, and let the best have the preference, 

Mr. Crawford has made a design which he takes with him to 
America, and which, 1 hope, will be gpiierally seen. He has 
represented Washington ia his actual dress; a figure of Fame, 
winged, presents the laurel and cnic wieath , his gesture declines 
them ; he seems to say, " For me the deed is enough, — I need 
no badge, no outward token in reward," 

This gi-onp has no insipid, allegorical air, as might be supposed ; 
and its composition is very graceful, simple, and harmonious. 
Tlie CO tnme is very happily managed The angel flgui-e is 
draped and with the hbetty cap which as a badge both of an- 
cient and modern time" seems to connect the two figures, and in 
an artistic point of view balanies well tho cocked hat there ia a 
s mdar harmony between the angel s wings and the extremities of 
the horiP The action of the wmged figure induces a natural and 
spirited action of the horse and iider I thought of Goethe's re- 
mark that a fine woik of art will alwavs have at a distance, 
wheie its dftails cannot be discerned a beautiful effect, as of 
arlil tur-il n lent ^t ! tHt tli l He if p lie groups of 
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Eaphaei slmi-e witii the antique. He would have been pleased 
■with the beautifiil balance of forms in this group, with the free- 
dom with which light and air play in and out, the management of 
the whole being clear and satisfactoiy at the first glance. But 
one should go into a great number of studies, as you can in Home 
or Florence, and seethe abundance of heavy and iiihai'monioua de- 
signs to appreciate the merits of this ; anything really good seems 
80 simple and so a matter of course to the unpractised observer. 

Some say the Americans will not want a group, but just tha 
fact ; the portrait of Washington riding straight onward, like Mar- 
cus AureUus, or making an address, or lifting his sword. I do 
not know about that, — it is a matter of feeling. This winged 
figure not only gives a poetic sense to the group, but a natural 
support and occasion for action to the horse and rider. Uncle 
Sam must send Major Downing to look at it, and then, if he wants 
other designs, let Mm establish a concurrence, as I have said, and 
choose what is best, I am not particularly attached to Mr. 
Greenough, Mr. Powers, or Mr. Craivford. I admire various 
excellences in the works of each, and should be glad if each re- 
ceived an order for an equestrian statue. Nor is there any reason 
why they should not. There is money enough in the country, 
and the more good things there are for the people to see freely in 
open daylight, the better. That makes artists germinate. 

I love the artists, though I cannot speak of their works in a 
way lo content then- friends, or even themselves, often. Who can, 
that has a standard of excellence in the mind, and a delicate con- 
science in the use of words ? My highest tribute is meagre of 
superlatives in comparison with the hackneyed puffs with whicli 
artists submit to be besmeared. Submit? alas! often they court 
them, rather. I do not expect any kindness frojn my contempo- 
raries. I know that what is to me justice and honor is to them 
only a hateful coldness. Still I love them, I wish for their good, 
I feel deeply for their sufferings, annoyances, privations, and 
would lessen them if I could. I have thought it might perhaps 
be of use to publish some account of the expenses of the artist. 
There is a general impression, that die artist lives very cheaply iu 
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I al Th a ■^ m al e I ly on pared ith America, is not 
BO ery clieap except for ll ose who hii, e ii-on conatitutiona 
lo e du e bid food ea ea n bad air damp and dirty lodgings. 
The expe e even n Do e cp of a s mple but cleaa and whole- 
some life, aie httle kss thjii in New lork. The gi-eat difference 
is for people that are rich. An Englishman of rank and fortune 
does not need the same amount of luxury as at home, to be oa a 
fooling with the nohiea of Italy. The Broadway merchant would 
find his display of mahogany and carpets thrown away in a coun- 
try whei-e a higher kind of ornament is the only one available. 
But poor people, who can, at any rate, buy only tbe necessaries of 
life, will find them in the Italian cities, where all sellers live by 
cheating foreigners, very little cheaper than in America. 

The patrons of Art in America, ignorant of these facts, and not 
knowing the great expenses which attend the study of Art and the 
production of its wondei's, are oiten guilty of most undesigned 
cruelty, and do things which it would grieve their hearts to have 
done, if they only knew the facts. They have read essays on the 
uses of adversity in developing genius, and they are not suffi- 
ciently afraid to administer a dose of adversity beyond what the 
forces of the patient can hear. Laudanum in drops is useful as 
a medicine, but a cupful kills downright. 

Beside this romantic idea about letting artbts suifer to develop 
their genius, the American M^cenas if not sufficiently aware of 
the expenses attendant on producing the work he wants. He 
does not consider that the paintei, the hculptor, must be paid for 
tl he spends in designing and moulding, no less than in 

I a n n and carvmg , that he must h'»ve his bread and sleeping- 
fa u 1 workhouse oi studio, his marbles and colors, — the 
B ulpt his workmen ; so that if tlie price be paid he asks, a 
m d tad delicate man very commonly receives no guerdon for 
I th It, — the real essence of the work, — except the luxury 
of seeing it embodied, which he could not otherwise have affoi^ded. 
The American Mfecenas often pushes the price down, not ft-om 
want of generosity, but from a habit of making what are called 
good bargains, — i, e. bargains for one's own advantage at the 
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piivilege to get works of art at a pnce below th(,ir value, but 
tieir subjects would be ashamed to do so. 

To supply means of jud^ng to the American merchant (full 
of kindness and honorable sympathy as beneath the erust he so 
often is) who wants pictures and statues, not merely from ostenta- 
tion, hut as means of delight and iinprovem.ent to himself and hia 
friends, who has a soul to respect the genius and desire the happi- 
ness of the artist, and who, if he errs, does so from ignorance of 
the circumstances, I give the following memorandum, made at my 
desire by an artist, my neighbor : — 

"Tlie rent of a suitable studio for modelling in ciay and execut- 
ing statues in marble may be estimated at $ 200 a year. 

" The best journeyman cai-yer in marble at Rome receives S GO 
a month. Models are paid $ 1 a day, 

" The cost of marble varies according io the size of the block, 
being generally sold by the cubic palm, a square of nine inches 
English. As a general guide regarding the prices established 
among the higher sculptors of Rome, I may mention that for a 
(Statue of life-size the demand is from $1,000 to 1 5,000, varying 
according to the composition of the figure and the number of 
ftccessories. 
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" It is a common belief in tbe United States, that a student of 
Art can live in Italy and pursue hia studies on an income of $ 300 
or $ 400 a year. This is a lamentable error ; the Russian gov- 
ernment allows its pensioners $ 700, which is scarcely sufficient. 
11,000 per annum should be placed at the disposal of eveiy 
young artist leaving our country ibr Europe," 

Let it be remembered, in addition to considerations inevitable 
from tbis memorandum, that an artist may after years and months 
of uncheered and difficult toil, afler he has gone through the 
enrlier stages of an education, find it too largely based, and of 
aim ioo high, to finish in this world. 

The Prussian aitist here on my left hand learned not only his 
art, but rexiding and writing, after he was tiiii-ty. A farmer's son, 
he was allowed no freedom to learn anything tiH the death of the 
head of the house left him a beggar, but set him free ; he walked 
lo Berlin, distant several hundred miles, attracted by his first works 
some attention, and received some assistance in money, earned 
more by invention of a ploughshare, walked to Rome, struggled 
through every privation, and has now a reputation which has 
secured him the means of putting his thoughts into marble. 
True, at forty-nine years of age he is Still severely poor ; he cannot 
many, because he cannot maintain a family; but he is cheerful, 
because he can work in hia own way, trusts with childlike reliance 
in God, and is still sustained by the vigorous health he wou labor- 
ing in his father's fields. Not every man could continue to work, 
circumstanced as he is, at the end of the half-century. For him 
ihe only sad thing in my mind is that his works are not worth 
working, though of merit in composition and execution, yet ideally 
a product of the galvanized piety of the German school, more 
mutton-like than lamb like to my unclmrchel eyes. 

You aie hi ely to hue a woik to look at in the United 
Slates by the great mister of that school Overbeck ; Mr. Per- 
kins of Boston who 1 nowB how to spend his money with equal 
generosity -md discretion having bought his " Wise and Foolish 
Virgins." It w 11 be precious to the co intiy fram great artistic 
merits. As to the spirit, " blessed are tlie poor in spirit." That 
33* 
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kinil of severity is, perhaps has become, tlie natui-e of Ovei'becfc. 
He Beema like a monk, but a really pious and pure one. This 
Bpirit is not what I seek; I deem it too narrow for oui- day, but 
being deeply sincere in liim, its expression is at times also deeply 
toueliing. Barabbas borne ia triumph, and the child Jesus, who, 
playing with his father's tools, has made himself a cross, are sub- 
jects best adapted for expression of this spirit. 

I have written too carelessly, — much writing hath made me 
mad of late. Foi^ive if the "style be not neat, terse, and spark- 
ling," if there be naught of the " thrilling," if the sentences seem 
not " writlen with a diamond pen," like aU else that is published 
in America. Some time I must try to do better. For this time 

"Foi'givs my faults; foi^ive my vlrtuoa too." 



Day before yeslerday was the Feast of St. Joscpli. Ho is sup- 
posed lo have acquired a fondness for fried rice-calies during his 
residence in Egypt. Many are eaten in the open street, in arbors 
made for the occasion. One was made beneath my window, on 
Piazza Barberini. All the day and evening men, cleanly dressed 
in white aprons and liberty caps, quite new, of fine, red cloth, 
were frying cakes for crowds of laughing, gesticulating customers. 
It rained a little, and they held an umbrella over the fiying-pan, 
but not over themselves. The arbor is still there, and little chil- 
dren are playing in andout of it; one stilllesser runs m its leading, 
strings, followed by the bold, gay nurse, to the brink of the foun- 
tain, after its orange which has rolled before it. Tenerani's work- 
men are coming out of his studio, the priests are coming home 
from Ponte Pio, the Contadini beginning to play at moro, for the 
setting Bun has just lit up the magnificent range of windows in 
the Palazzo Barberini, and then faded tenderly, sadly away, and 
the mellow bells have chimed the Ave Maria. Rome looks as 
Roman, that is to say as ti-anquiJ, as ever, despite the trouble that 
tugs at her heart-strings. There is a report that Mazzini is to be 
made Dictator, as Manin is in Venice, for a short time, so as to 
provide Jiastily and energetically for the war. Ave Maria San- 
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issima! when thou didst gaze on thy babe witli such iniinite 
Qope, thou didst not dream that, so many ages after, blood would 
je shed and curses uttered in his name. Madonna Addolorata ! 
hadst thou not hoped peace and good-will would spring from his 
bloody woes, oouldst thou have borne those hours at the foot of 
the ci-oss. Stella I woman's heart of love, send yet a ray 
of pure light on this troahled deep ! 
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LETTER SXX. 

Tliu Stn ggle In Eome. — FosJtion of the French. — The Auatrians. — Feelhig of 
the Reman People. — The Freiioh Troops. — Effects of War. — Bospitols. — 
The Princeaa Belgioioso. — Pcsidoa of Mr, Casa as EnTOy. — Diffionllies and 
Suggestions. — America and Rome, — Beflection9 on the Eternal City. — Tho 
French: Tlic People. 

Rome, May 37, 1849. 

I HATE suspended writing in llie expectation of some decisive 
event; but none such comes yet The French, entangled in a 
web of falsehood, abashed by a defeat that Oudinot lias vainly 
tried to gloss oyer, the expedition disowned by all honorable men 
at home, disappointed at Gaeta, not daring to go the length Papal 
infetuation demands, know not what to do. The Neapolitans 
have been decidedly driven back into their own boi-ders, the last 
ticne in a most shameful rout, their king flying in front. We 
have heard for several days that the Austrians were advancing, but 
they come not They also, it is probable, meet with unexpected 
embarrassments. They find that the sincere movement of the 
Italian people is very unUke that of troops commanded by princes 
and generals who never wished to conquer and were always wait- 
ing lo beiray. Then their troubles at home are constantly in- 
creasing, and, should the Eussian intervention quell these to-day, 
it is only to raise a stormi far more terrible to-raorraw. 

The struggle is now fairly, thoroughly commenced between the 
principle of democracy and the old powers, no longer legitimate. 
That stru^le may last fifty years, and the earth he watered willi 
tjie blood and l«ars of more than one generation, but the result is 
sure. All Europe, including Great Britain, where the most bitter 
resistaucc of all will be made, is to be under republican govern- 
ment in the next centurj'. 
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Every struggle made by tlie old tyrannies, all their Jesuitical 
deceptions, tlieir rapacity, their impvisonments and executions of 
the most generous men, only sow more dragon's teeth ; the crop 
shoots up daily more and more plenteous. 

When I first arrived in Italy, the vast majority of this people 
had no wish beyond limited monarchies, constitutional govern- 
meats. They still respected the famous names of the nobility ; 
they despised the priests, but were still fondly attached to the 
dogmas and ritual of the Roman Catholic Church. It required 
King Bomha, the triple treachery of Charles Albert, Pius IX., and 
the "illustrious Gioberti," the naturally kind-hearted, but, from 
the necessity of his position, cowardly and false Leopold of Tus- 
cany, the vagabond " serene " meannesses of Parma and Modena, 
the "fatherly" Badetzsky, and, finally, the imbecile Louis Bona- 
parte, " would-be Emperor of France," to convince this people 
that no transition is possible between the old and the new. The 
work is done ; the revoluiion in Italy is now radical, nor can it 
stop tjli Italy becomes independent and united as a republic. Prot- 
estant she already is, and though the memory of saints and mar- 
tyrs may continue to be revered, the ideal of woman to be adored 
nnder the name of Mary, yet Christ will now begin to be a iiltle 
thought of; his idea has always been kept carefully out of sight 
under the old riffime; all the worship being for the Madonna and 
B^nts, who were to be well p^d for interceding for sinners ; — an 
example which might make men cease to be such, was no way 
coveted. Now the New Testament haa been translated into Ital- 
ian ; copies are already dispersed far and wide ; men calling them- 
selvea Christiana will no bnger be left entirely ignoraut of the 
precepts and life of Jesus. 

The people of Eome have burnt the Cardinals' carriages. 
They took the confessionals out of the churches, and made mock 
confessions in the piazzas, the scope of which was, " I have sinned, 
father, so and so." '• 'VVel!, my son, how much will you pay to 
the Church for absolution ? " Afterward the people thought of 
burning the confessionals, or vising them for barricades ; but at the 
request of the Triumvirate they desisted, and even put them back 
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into the churches. Bat it was from no reaction of feeling tJiat 
they stopped shorty only from respect for Ihe government. The 
" Tartuffe " of Moliere has been translated into Italian, and was 
last night performed witli gi-eat applause at tie Valie. Can all 
this be forgotten ? Never ! Should guns and bayonets replace 
the Pope on the throne, he will find its foundations, once deep as 
modern civilization, now so undermined that it falls with the least 
awkward movement. 

But I cannot believe he will be replaced there. France alone 
could consummate tliat crime, — tliat, for her, most ciiae], most io- 
famous treason. The elections in France will decide In three 
or four days we shall know whethet the Trench nation ■^t large 
be guilty or no, — whether it be the ■will of the nation to aid or 
strive to ruin a govtinment founded on preci ely the tame basis 

I do not dare to ttust that people The peasaut is jet very 
ignorant. The suffering workman is fughtened as he tlimks of 
the punishments that ensued on the maurrection'i ot May and 
June. The man ot propeity lo full of horroi at the brotherly 
scope of Socialism. The aristocrat dreams ot the guillotine always 
when he hears men speak of the people. The influence of the 
Jesuits is still immense in France. Both in France and England 
the grossest falsehoods have been circulated with unwearied dili- 
gence about the state of things in Italy. An amusing specimen 
of what is still done in this line I And just now in a foreign journal, 
where it says there are red flags on all the houses of Eome ; 
meaning to imply that the Romans are athirst for blood. Now, 
the fact is, that these flags are put up at the entrance of those 
streets where there is no barricade, as a signal lo coachmen and 
horsemen that they can pass freely. There is one on Ihe house 
where I am, in which is no person hut myself, who tliirst for 
peace, and the Padrone, who thirsts for money. 

Meanwhile the French troops are encamped at a little distance 
from Rome. Some attempts at f^r and equal treaty when their 
desire to occupy Rome was firmly resisted, Oudinot describes iu 
his despatches as a i-eadiness for submission. Having tried in 
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vmn to gain this point, he has sent to France foi fresh ordei-n 
These will be decided by the turn the election takes Meanwhile 
the French troops are much exposed to the Romia force wheie 
they are. Should the Austrians come up, what w ill they do ' 
Will they shamelessly fraternize with the French, after prel«nd- 
iQg and proclaiming that they came here as a check upon their 
agressions ? Will they oppose them in defence of Eome, with 
which they are at war ? 

Ah I the way of falsehood, the way of treachery, — how dark, 
how full of pitfalls and traps ! Heavetk defend from it all who 
are not yet engaged therein ! 

War near at hand seems to me even more dreadful thaa I had 
fancied it. True, it tviea men's souls, lays bare selfishness in 
undeniahle deformity. Here it has produced much fruit of nohle 
sentiment, nohle act; but still it breeds vice too, drunkenness, 
mental dissipation, tears asunder the tenderest ties, laviahes the 
productions of Earth, for which her starving poor stretch out their 
hands in vain, in the most unprofitable manner. And the ruin 
that ensues, how tenible ! Let those who have ever passed happy 
days ia Kome grieve to hear that the beautiful plantations of Villa 
Borghese — that chief delight and refreshment of citizens, foreign- 
ers, and little children — are laid low, as far as the obelisk. The 
fountain, singing alone amid the fallen groves, cannot be seen and 
heard without tears ; it seems like some innocent infant calling 
and crowing amid dead bodies on a fi.eld which battle has strewn 
wilh tlie hodies of those who once cherished it. The plantations 
of Villa Salvage on the Tiber, also, the beautiful trees on the way 
from St. John Lateran to La Maria Ma^ore, the trees of the 
Fomm, are fallen. Eome is shorn of the locks which lent grace 
to her venerable brow. She looks desolate, profaned. I feel 
what I never expected to, — as if I might by and by be willing 
to leave Eome. 

Then I have, for the first time, seen what wounded men suffer. 
The night of the 30th of April I passed in the hospital, and saw 
(he terrible agonies of those dying or who needed amputation, felt 
their mental pains and longing for the loved ones who were 
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away ; for many of these were Lombards, who had come from 
the field of Novarra fo flght with a fairer chance, — many were 
students of the University, who had eniisf«d and thrown liem- 
selves into the front of the engagement. The impudent false- 
hoods of the French general's despatches are incredible. The 
French were never decoyed on in any way. They were re- 
ceived with eyery possible mark of hostility. They were defeated 
in open field, the Garibaldi le^on rushing out to meet fliem ; and 
though they suffered much from the walls, they sustained them- 
selves nowhere. They never put up a white flag till they wished 
to surrender. The vanity that strives to cover over these facte is 
unworthy of men. The only excuse for the imprudent conduct of 
the expedition is that they were deceived, not by the Romans 
here, but by the priests of Gaeta, leading tliem to expect action in 
their favor within Uie walls. These priests themselves were de- 
luded by their hopes and old habits of mind. The ti-oops did not 
fight well, and General Ondinot abandoned his wounded without 
proper care. All this says nothing against French valor, proved 
by ages of glory, beyond the doubt of their worst foes. They 
were demoralized because they fought in so bad a cause, and 
there was no sincere ardor or clear hope in any breast. 

But to return to the hospiials : these were put in order, and 
have been kept so, by the Princess Belgioiosa The princess was 
born of one of the noblest families of the Milanese, a descend- 
ant of the gi-eat Trivalzio, and inherited a large fortune. Very 
early she compromised it in liberal movements, and, on their fail- 
ure, was obliged to fly to Paris, where for a time she maintained 
herself by wjiting and I think by pamtmg also. A princess so 
ph(,ed naturally excited great mterest, and she drew around her 
a little court of celebrated men Aftei ipcovei-mg her fortune, 
slie still lued in Pans, distinguished for her talents and munifi- 
cence, both toward literary men and her exiled countrymen. 
Litei , on hei estate called Locate, between Pavia and Milan, she 
liid made fxpenments m the Socialist ducction with fine judg- 
ment and suites'! Association for education, for labor, for trans- 
action of lioiisehold afl'airs, had been carj-Ied on for i'everal years ; 
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she had spai-ed no devotion of lime and mousy to this ohjeot, 
loYed, and was mucli beloved by, those objects of her cai-e, and 
BsJd she hoped to die f.hei-e. All is now despoiled and hroken up, 
though it may be hoped that some seeds of peaceful reform have 
been sown which will spring to light when least expected. The 
princess returned to Italy ia 1847 - 8, full of Lope in Pius IX. 
luid Charles Albert. She showed her usual energy and truly 
princely heart, sustaining, at her own expense, a company of 
soldiei-s and a journal up to the last sad betrajal of Milan, Au- 
gust 6th. These days undeceived all the people, but few of tlie 
noblesse ; she was one of the few with mind strong enough to 
uuderstand tlie lesson, and ia now warmly interested in tJie re- 
publican movement. From Milan she went to Fi-anee, but, find- 
ing it impossible to effect anytliing serious there in behalf of lialy, 
returned, and has been in Eorae about two months. Since leav- 
ing Milan she receives no income, her possessions being in the 
grasp of Eadetzky, and cannot know when, if ever, she will ao^in. 
But as she worked so lai^eiy and well with money, so can she 
without. She published an invitation to the Eoman women to 
make lint and bandages, and offer their services to the wounded; 
she put the hospitals in order; in the central one, Trinita de Pel- 
legrini, once the abode where the pilgrims were received during 
holy week, and where foreigners were entertained by seeing their 
feet washed by the noble dames and dignitaries of Rome, she has 
remamed day and night since the SOth of April, when tlie wounded 
were first there. Some money she procured at first by going 
through Eome, accompanied by two other ladies veiled, to beg it. 
AiVerivard the voluntary contributions were generous ; among the 
rest, I am proud to say, the Americans in Eome gave $ 250, of 
which a handsome portion came frem Mr. Brown, the Consul. 

I value this mark of sympathy more because of the irritation and 
surprise occasioned here by the position of Mr. Cass, the Envoy. 
It is most unfortunate that we should have an envoy here for the 
first time, just to offend and disappoint the Eomans. When all 
the other ambassadors are at Gaeta, ours is in Rome, as if by his 
presence (o diseounte nance the republican govei-nraent, which he 
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does not recognize. Mr. Cass, it seems, is required by liJs instruc- 
tions not to recognize tte government till sure it can be sustained. 
Now il seems to me that the only dignified ground for our govern- 
ment, tlie only legitimate ground for any republican government, is 
to recognize for any nation the government chosen liy itself. The 
suffrage had been correct here, and the proportion of votiw to the 
whole popuIalJon was much larger, it was said by Americans here, 
than it is in our own country at the time of contested elections. 
It had elected an Assembly ; that Assembly had appointed, to 
meet the exigencies of this time, the Triumvirate. If any mis- 
I'epresentations have induced America to believe, as France 
affects to have believed, that so large a vote could have been 
obtained by moral intimidation, the present unanimity of the pop- 
ulation in resisting such immense odds, and the enthusiasm of 
their every expression in favor of the present government, puts 
the matter beyond a doubt. The Roman people claims once 
more to have a national existence. It declines further serfdom to 
an ecclesiastical court. It claims liberty of conscience, of action, 
and of thought. Should it fall from its preseat position, it will 
not be from internal dissent, but from foreign oppression. 

Since this is the case, surely our country, if no other, is hound 
to recognize the present government so hng as it can sustain it- 
self. This position is that to which we have a right: being such, 
it is no matter how it is viewed by others. But I dare assert it 
is the only respectable one for our country, in the eyes of the 
Emperor of Russia himself. 

The first, best occasion is past, wJien Mr. Cass might, had he 
been empowered to act as Mr. Kush did in France, have morally 
strengthened the staggering republic, which would have found 
sympathy where alone it is of permanent value, on the basis of 
principle. Had it been in vain, what then ? America would 
have acted honorably ; as to our being compromised thereby with 
the Papal government, that fear is idle. Pope and Cardinals 
have great hopes from America; the giant influence there is kept 
up with the greatest care ; the number of Catholic writers in the 
United States, too, carefidly counted. Had our rppitbliciin gov- 
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ernment acknowledged this republican govemraent, tlio Papal 
Camarilla would hare respected us more, but not loved us less ; 
for have we not the loaves and fishes to give, as well as the 
precious souls to be saved ? Ah I here, iudeecl, America might 
go straightforward with all needful impunity. Bishop Hughes 
himself need not be anxious. That first, best occasion has passed, 
and the unrecognized, unrecogniaing Envoy has given offence, and 
not comfort, by a presence that seemed constantly to say, I do 
not think you can sustain yourselves. It has wounded both the 
heart and the pride of Home. Some of flie lowest people have 
asked me, " la it not true that your country had a war to become 
free ? " " Yes." " Then why do they not feel for us ? " 

Yet even now it is not too late. If America would only hail 
triumphant, though she could not sustain injured Rome, that 
would be something. " Can you suppose Rome will triumph," you 
say, " without money, and against so potent a league of foes ? " 
I am not sure, but I hope, for I believe something in the heait 
of a people when fnrij awakened I haie also a luikmg confi- 
dence m what our fetheis spoke of so conhtantlj, a providential 
order of thmga, by which brute force and selflfh enterprise ire 
-ometimes set at naught by aid which seems to descend from a 
higher opheie Even old pagans beheved in that, jou know, 
nd I w^ bom m Ameiica, Chi latiamzed by the Puritans, — 
■Vmenca, freed by eight jeaiV patient sufteiing, po^eitj, and 
tru^le, — America, so cheered m dark days by one spaik of 
■ijmpatliyfrom afoieign shore, — Ameiica, tirot "iBCognized"by 
Ld,fayeite I saw him when tnveraing our couatrj, then gicat, 
nth, and fiee Milhons of men who owed m pait their happi- 
jii-ss to what, no doubt, was once sneered at as romantic sympa- 
thy, threw garlands in his path. It is natural that 1 should have 
some faith. 

Send, dear America ! to thy ambassadors a talisman precious 
beyond all that boasted gold of California. Let it loose his 
tongue to cry, " Long live the Kepublic, and may God bless the 
cause of the people, the brotherhood of nations and of men,— 
:lie equality of rights for all." Viva America! 
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Hail to my country ! May she live a free, a glorious, a loving 
life, and not perish, lilte flie old dominions, from the leprosy of 
seltishness. 

Evening. 

I am alone in the ghostly silence of a great Loisse, not long 
since full of gay faces and echoing with gay voices, now deserted 
by every one but me, — for almost all foreigners are gone now, 
driven by force either of the summer heats or the foe. I hear all 
the Spaniards are going now, — that twenty-one have taken pass- 
ports to-day ; why tliat is, I do not know. 

I shall not go till the last moment ; my only fear is of France. 
I cannot think in any case there would be found men ivilling to 
damn themselves to latest posterity by bombarding Rome. Other 
cities they may treat thus, careless of destroying the innocent and 
helpless, the babe and old grandsire who cannot war against them. 
But Home, precious inheritance of mankind, — will they run the 
risk of marring her shrined treasures ? Would they dare do it ? 

Two of the balls that struck St. Peter's have been sent to Pius 
IS. by his children, who find themselves so much less " beloved " 
than were the Austrians. 

These two days, days of solemn festivity in the calends of the 
Church, have been duly kept, and the population looks cheerful 
as it swarms through the streets. The order of Eome, thronged 
as it ia with troops, is amazing. I go from one end fo the other, 
and amid the poorest and most barbarous of the population, 
(barbarously ignorant, I mean,) alone and on foot. My friends 
send out their little children alone with their nurses. The 
amount of crime is almost nothing to what it was. The Roman, 
no longer pent in ignorance and crouching beneath espionage, no 
longer stabs in the dark. His energies have true vent ; hia 
better feelings are roused; he has thrown aside the stiletto. 
The power here is indeed miraculous, since no doubt still lurk 
within the walls many who are eager to incite brawls, if only to 
give an excuse for slander. 

To-day I suppose twelve thousand Austrians marched info 
Florence. The Florentines have humbled and disgraced them- 
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selves in vain. They recalled the Graad Duke to ward off tlie 
entrance of the Austrians, but in vain went liie deputation to 
Gaeta — in an American steamerl Leopold was afr^d to coma 
till his dear cousins of Austria had put everything in perfect 
order; then the Austrians entered to fake Leghorn, but the 
Florentines still kept on imploring tliem not to come there ; Flor- 
ence was as subdued, as good as possible, already : — they have 
bad the answer they deserved. Now they crown their work by 
giving over Guerazai and Petracct to be tried by an Austrian 
court-martial. Truly the cup of shame brims over. 

I have been out on the balcony to look over the cily.. All 
sleeps with that peculiar air of serene m^esty known to this 
city only; — this city that has grown, not out of the necessities 
of commerce nor the luxuries of wealth, but first out of heroism, 
then out of faith. Swelling domes, roofs softly tinted with yellow 
moss I what deep meaning, wliat deep repose, in your faintly seen 
outline ! 

The young moon climbs among clouds, — the clouds of a de- 
parting thunderstorm. Tender, smiling moon ! can it be that 
tiy full orb may look down on a smoking, smouldering Rome, 
and see her best blood run along the stones, without one nation ia 
tlie world to defend, one to aid, — scarce one to cry ont a tardy 
" Shame " ? "We will wwt, whisper the nations, and see if they 
can bear it. Back them well to see if they are brave. If they 
can do viiihout us, we will help them. Is it thus ye would be 
Berved in your turn ? Beware ! 
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LETTER SXXI. 

The French Treason at Kome. — Oudinot. — Lesseps. — Letter of tlie Triumvi- 
mle. — Reply of Leeaeps. — ConcES of Oudinot. — The Woniided Italiaus. — 
GaiiliaJtli. — Italian Young Men. — Military Funeral. — Hnvoo of the Siege. — 
Conraga of Mazzini — Falseneas of the London Times, 

Rome, June 10, IBifl. 

What shall I wi-ite of Eome in fliese sad but glorious i3ays ? 
Plain facis are the best; for my feelings I could not find lit 
words. 

When I last wrote, the French were playing the second act 
of their farce. 

In the first, the French government afFect«d to consult the As- 
sembly. The Assembly, or a majority of the Assembly, affected 
to believe the pretext it gave, and voted funds for twelve thousand 
men to go to Civita Vecchia. Arriving there, Oudinot procliuraed 
that he had come as a friend and brother. He was received as 
such. Immediately he took possession of the town, disarmed the 
Roman troops, and published a manifesto in direct opposition to 
his :first declaration. 

He sends to Eome that he is coming there as a friend ; receives 
tlie answer that he is not wanted and cannot be trusted. This 
answer he chooses to consider as coming from a minority, and ad- 
vances on Rome. The pretended majority on which he counts 
never shows itself by a single movement within tlie walls. He 
makes an assault, and is defeated. On this subject his despatches 
to his government are full of falsehoods that would disgrace the 
lowest pickpocket, — falsehoods which it is impossible he should 
not know to be such. 

The Assembly passed a vote of blame. M. Louis Eoiiaparte 
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writes a letter of compliment and assurance tliat this course of 
Tioleuce shall be sustained. In conformity with this promise 
twelve thousand more troops are sent. This time it is not thought 
necessary to consult the Assembly. Let us view the 

Second Act, 
Now appears in Rome M, Ferdinand Lesseps, Envoy, &c. of 
the French government. He declares himself clothed with full 
powers to treat with ICom.e. He cannot conceal his surprise at all 
he sees there, at the ability with whicli preparations have been 
made for defence, at the patriotic enthuaasm which pervades the 
population. Nevertheless, in beginning his game of treaty-mak- 
ing, he is not ashamed to insist on the French occupying the 
city. Agmn and again repulsed, he again and again returns to 
the charge on this point. And here I shall translate tlie letter 
addressed to him by the Triumvirate, both because of its perfect 
candor of statement, and to give an idea of the sweet and noble 
temper in which these treacherous aggressions have been met. 

Letter of the TRiuntviRS to Monsikur Lessei's. 

"Jray26, 1S49. 

" We have had the honor. Monsieur, to furnish you, in our note 
of the 16th, with some informatioa as to the unanimous consent 
which was given to the fonaatjon of the government of the Eo- 
man Eepublic. We to-day would speak to you of the actual 
question, such as it is debated in fact, if not by right, between the 
French government and ours. Ton will allow us to do it with 
the frankness demanded by the urgency of the situation, as well 
aa the sympailiy which ought to govern all relations between 
Fj'ance and Italy, Our diplomacy is the truth, and the character 
g^ven to your mission is a guaranty that the best possible inter- 
pretation will be given to what we shall say to you. 

" With your permission, we return for an instant lo the cause 
of the present situation of affairs. 

" In consequence of conferences and arrangements which took 
place without the government of the Eoman llepiiblic ever Iieing 
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called on to take part, it was some time since decided by the 
Catholic Powei-s, — IsL That a modification should fake place in 
the government and institutions of the Roman States; 2d. That 
this modificatioa should have for basis the return of Pius IX,, not 
as Pope, for to that no obstacle is interposed by us, but as tem- 
poral sovereign ; 3d. That if, to attain tliat aim, a continuous in- 
tervention was judged necessary, that intervention should take 

"We are willing to admit, that while for some of the contract- 
ing governments the only motive was the hope of a general res- 
toration and absolute return to the treaties of 1815, the French 
govemment was drawn into this agreement only in consequence of 
erroneous information, tending systematically to depict the Soman 
States as given up to anarchy and governed by terror exercised 
in the name of an audacious minority. "We know also, that, in the 
modilicalion proposed, the French government intended to repre- 
sent an influence more or less liberal, opposed to the absolutist 
programme of Austria and of Naples. It does none tlie less re- 
main true, that under the Apostolic or constitutional form, with 
or without liberal guaranties to the Eomaa people, the dominant 
thought in all the negotiations to winch we allude has been some 
sort of return toward the past, a compromise between the Roman 
people and Pius IX, considered as temporal prince. 

"We cannot dissemble to ourselves, Monsieur, thai the French 
expedition has been planned and executed under the in'ipii-ation 
of this thought. Its object was, on one side, to throw the sword 
of France into the balance of negotiations which were to be 
opened at Rome ; on the other, to guarantep the Roman people 
from the excess of retrograde, but always on condition that it 
should submit to constitutional monarohy in favor of the Holy 
Father, This is assured to us partly from information which 
we believe we possess as to the concert with Austria ; from the 
proclamations of General Oudinot ; from the formal declarations 
made by successive envoys to the Triunii irate ; from the silence 
obstinately maintained whenever we have sought to approach 
the political question and obtain » foi-mal declaration of the fact 
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provcil in our note ol' tlii- lUtli, that the institutiona by which 
tlie Koman people are governed at this time are the free ami 
spontiineous expression of the wish of the people inviolable when 
legally ascertained. For the rest, the vote of the French As- 
serably sustiuns implicitly the fact that we affirm. 

" la such a situation, under the menace of an inadmissible 
compromise, and of negotiations which the state of our people 
no way provoked, our ptu-f, Monsieur, could not be doubtful. 
To resist, — we owed this to our country, to France, to all 
Europe. We ought, in fulfilment of a mandate loyally given, 
loyally accepted, maiutain to our country the inviolability, so far 
as that was possible to us, of its territory, and of the institutions 
decreed by all the powers, by all the elements, of the state. AVe 
ought to conquer the time needed for appeal from France ill in- 
formed to France better informed, to save the sister republic 
the disgrace and the remorse which must be hers if, rashly led on 
by bad suggestions fi-oni without, she became, before she was 
aware, accomplice in an act of violence to which we can find no 
parallel without going badi: to the partition of Poland in 1772. 
"We owed it to Europe to maintain, as far as we could, the funda- 
mental principles of all intemalJonal life, the independence of each 
people in all that concerns ifa internal administration. We say it 
without pride, — for if it is with enthusiasm that we resist the at- 
tempts of tlie Neapolitan monarchy and of Austria, our eternal ene- 
my, it is with profound grief that we are ourselves constrained to 
contend with the arms of France, — we believe in following this 
line of conduct we have deserved well, not only of our country, but 
of ft!l the people of Europe, even of France herself. 

" We come to tlie actual question. You know. Monsieur, tlie 
events which have foDowed the French intervention. Our terri- 
tory lias been invaded by the king of Naples. 

" Four thousand Spaniards were to embark on the 17tli for in- 
vasion of this country. The Auslrians, having surmounted the 
heroic resistance of Bologna, have advanced into Romagaa, and 
are now marching on Ancona. 

"We have beaten and driven out of our ten'ilory the forces of 
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the king of Najtles. We believe we should do the same by the 
Austrian forces, if the attitude of tlie French here did not fetter 
our action. 

"We are sorry to say it, bat France must he informed that the 
expedition of Civita Vecchia, siud to he planned for our protection, 
coals us very dear. Of all the interventions with which it is hoped 
to overwhelm ns, that of the French has been the most perilous, 
Against the soldiers of Austria and the king of Naples we can 
fight, for God protects a good cause. But we do not wish to fight 
against the French. We are toward them in a state, not of war, 
but of simple defence. But this position, the only one we wish to 
take wherever we meet France, has for us all the inconveniences 
without any of the favorable chances of war. 

" The French expedition has, from the first, forced us to concen- 
tnte oui troops, thus leaving our frontier open to Austrian in- 
vasion, and Bologna and the cities of Rom^na unsustaiaed. The 
Austii-wis have profited by this. After eight days of heroic re- 
eistarce by the population, Bologna was forced to yield. We had 
bought m France arms for our defence. Of these ten thousand 
musket'! h«ive been detained between Marseilles and Civita Vec- 
chia. These are ia your hands. Thus with a single blow you 
depnve us of ten thousand soldiers. In every armed man is a 
soldier against the Austrians. 

"Your forces are disposed around our walls as if for a siege. 
They remain there without avowed aim or progi'amme. They 
have forced us to keep the city in a state of defence which weighs 
upon our finances. They force us to keep here a body of troops 
who might be saving our cities from the occupation and ravages 
of the Austrians. They hinder our going from place to place, 
our provisioning the city, our sending couriers. They keep minds 
in a state of excitement and distrust which might, if our population 
were less good and devoted, lead to sinister results. They do not 
engender anarchy nor reaction, for both are impossible at Rome ; 
but they sow the seed of irritation against France, and it is a 
misfortune for us who were accustomed to love and hope in her. 

" We are besieged, Monsieur, besieged by Finance, in Ihe name 
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of a protective mission, while some leagues off the king of Naples, 
flying, carries off our hoatages, and the Austrian slays our brotJiers. 

" You have presented propositions. Those propositions have 
been declared inadmissible by the Assembly. To-day you add a 
fourth to the fhi-ee already rejected. This says that France will 
protect from foreign invasion all that part of our territory that 
may be occupied by her troops. You must yourself feel that this 
clianges nothing in our position, 

" The parts of the territory occupied by your troops are in fact 
protected ; but if only for the present^ to what are they reduced ? 
and if it is for the future, have we no other way to protect our 
territory than by giving it up entirely to you ? 

" The real intent of your demands is not stated. It is the occu- 
pation of Rome, This demand has constantly stood first in your 
list of propositions. Now we have had the honor to say to you, 
Monsieur, that is impossible. The people wiU never consent to it. 
If the occupation of Eome has for its aim only to protect il, the 
people thank you, but fell you at the same time, that, able to de- 
fend Eome by their own forces, they would be dishonored even in 
your eyes by declaring themselves insufficient, and needing the aid 
of some regiments of French soldiei-s. If the occupation has oth- 
erwise a political object^ which God forbid, the people, who have 
given themselves freely tlieae institutions, cannot suffer il. Eome 
is their capital, their palladium, their sacred city. They know 
very well, that, apai-t from their principles, apart from their honor, 
there is civil war at the end of such an occupation. They are 
filled with distrust by your persistence. They foresee, the troops 
beicg once admitted, changes in men and in actions whicli would 
be fatal to their liberty. They know that, in presence of foreign 
bayonets, the independence of their Assembly, of their govern- 
ment, would be a vain word. They have always Civifa YeccSiia 
before their eyes. 

" On this point be sure their will is irrevocable. They will he 
massacred from barricade to barricade, before they will surrender. 
Can the soldiers of France wish to massacre a brother people 
whom they came to protect, because they do not wish to surrender 
to them their capital ? 
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" Tlicre arc for France only tLi'ee parts to take, in the Eoman 
States. She ouglit to declare herself for ua, against us, or neu- 
tral. To declare herself for us would be to recognize our repub- 
lic, and fight side hy side with us against the Austrians. To 
declare against us is to crush without motive the liberty, the na- 
tional life, of a friendly people, and fight side by side with the 
Austrians. France cannot do that. She wiU not risk a European 
war to depress us, her ally. Let her, then, rest neutral in this 
conflict between us and our enemies. Only yesterday we hoped 
more from her, but to-day we demand but this. 

" The occupation of Civita Vecchia is a fact accomplished ; let 
it go. France thinks that, in the present slate of things, she 
ought not to rem^n distant from the field of battle. She thinks 
that, vanquishers or vanquished, we may have need of her niod- 
erative acfJon and of her protection. "We do not think so ; but 
we will not react against her. Let her keep Civita Vecchia. 
Let her even extend her encampments, if the numbers of her 
ti-oops require it, in the healthy regions of Civita Vecchia and 
Viterbo. Let her then wait the issue of the combats about to 
take place. Alt facilities will be offered her, every proof of frank 
and cordial sympathy given ; her officers can visit Rome, her 
soldiers have all the solace possible. But let her neutrality be 
sincere and without concealed plans. Let her declare herself in 
explicit terms. Let her leave ua free to use all our forces. Let 
her restoi-e our arms. Let her not by her cruisers drive back 
from our porta the men who come to our aid from other parts of 
Italy. Let her, above all, withdraw from before our walla, and 
cause even the appearance of hostility to cease between two nations 
who, later, undoubtedly are destined to unite in the same inter- 
national faith, as now they have adopted the same form of gov- 



In his answer, Lesseps appears moved by this statement, and 
particularly expresses himself thus : — 

" One point appears above all to occupy you ; it is the thought 
that we wish forcibly to impose upon you the ^ligation of receiv- 
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ing ua as friends. Friendship and violence are incompatible. 
Thus it would be inconsistent on our part to begin by firing our 
cannon upon you, eince we are your natural protectors, Siwh a 
contradiction enters neither into my intentions, nor those of the 
government of the French republic, nor of our army and its 
honorable chief." 

These words were written at the head-quarters of Oudinot, and 
of coui-se seen and approved by him. At the same time, in pri- 
vate conversation, "the honorable chief" could swear he would 
occupy Rome by "one means or another." A few days afler, 
Lesseps consented to eonditioQs such as the Romans would tol- 
erate. He no longer insisted on occupying Rome, but would con- 
tent himself with good positions in the country. Oudinot protested 
that the Plenipotentiary had "exceeded his powers," — that he 
should not obey, — that iiie armistice was at an end, and he should 
attack Rome on Monday. It was then Friday. He proposed to 
leave these two days for the few foreigners that remained to get 
out of town. M. Lesseps went off- to Paris, in great seeming 
indignation, to get Ms treaty ratified. Of courae we could not 
hear fi-om him for eight or ten days. Meanwhile, the honorable 
chief, alike in all his conduct, attacked on Sunday instead of Mon- 
day. The attack began before sunrise, and liisted ail day. I saw 
it from my window, which, though distant, commands the gate of 
St. Pancrazio. Why the whole force was bent on that part, I do 
not know. If they could take it, the town would be cannonaded, 
and the bari'icadea useless ; but it is the same with the Pincian 
Gate. Small parties made feints in two other directions, but they 
were at once repelled. The Fi-ench fought witix great bravery, 
and this time it is said with beautiful skill and oi-der, sheltei'ing 
themselves in their advance by movable birnudes The Ital- 
ians fought like lions, and no inch of ground w is gained by the 
assailants. The loss of the French is said to be ^ ery great : it 
could not be otherwise. Sis or seven hnndied Itahans are dead 
or wounded. Among them are many officers, those of Gdiibaldi 
especially, who sre much exposed by then daring bravery, and 
■vhosc red tunic makes them the natural maik ot Hit, (mnij It 
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seems to me great folly to wear such a dress amid the dark uni- 
forms ; but Garibaldi has always done it. He has now been 
wounded twice here and seventeen limes in Ancona. 

All this week I have been much at the hospitals where are 
these noble sufferers. They are full of enthusiasm; this time 
was no treason, no Vicenza, no Novara, no Milan. They had not 
been given up by wicked chiefs at the moment they were shed- 
ding their blood, and they had conquered. All were only ausioas 
to get out again and be at their posts. They seemed to feel that 
those who died so gloriously were fortunate; perhaps they were, 
for if Rome is obliged to yield, — and how can she stand always 
unaided against the foar powers ? — where shall these noble youths 
fly ? They are the flower of the Italian youth j espeeially among 
the Lombards are some of the finest young men I have ever seen. 
If Rome falls, if Venice falls, there is no spot of Italian earth 
where they cau abide more, and certainly no Italian will wish to 
take refuge in Fi-ance. Truly you said, M, Lesseps, " Violence 
and friendship are incompatible." 

A military funeral of the offtcer Eameiino was sadly pictu- 
resque and affecting. The white-robed priests went before the 
body singing, while his brothers in arms bure the lighted tapers. 
His horse followed, saddled and bridled. The horse hung his 
head and stepped dejectedly ; he felt there was something strange 
and gloomy going on, — felt that his master was laid low. Ea- 
merino left a wife and children. A great proportion of those who 
ran those risks are, happily, alone. Parents weep, but will not 
suffer long ; their grief is not like that of widows and children. 

Since the 3d we have only cannonade and skirmiahee. The 
French are at their trenches, but cannot advance much; they are 
too much molested from the walls. The Eomans have made one 
very successful sortie. The French availed themselves of a vio- 
lent thunderstorm, when the walls were left more thinly guarded, 
to try to scale them, but wei-e immediately driven back. It was 
thought by many that they never would be willing to throw bombs 
and shells into Rome, but they do whenever they can. That 
generous hope and faith in them as republicans and biothcrs. 
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whidi put tLe best, construction on their actions, mid believed in 
their truth hs fer as possible, is now destroyed. The government 
is false, and the people do not resist; the general ia false, and 
the soldiers obey. 

Meanwhile, frightful sacrifices are being made by Rome. All 
her glorious oaks, all her gardens of delight, her casinos, full of 
the monuments of genius and taste, are perishing in the defence. 
The houses, the trees which had been spared at the gate of St. 
Pancvazio, all afforded shelter to tlie foe, and caused so much loss 
of life, that the Romans have now fully acquiesced in destruction 
agonizing to witness, "Villa Eorghese is finally laid waste, the villa 
of Raphael has perished, the trees are all cut down at Vilk Al- 
bani, and the house, that most beautiful ornament of Rome, must, 
I suppose, go too. The stately marble forms ai-e already driven 
from their place in that portico where Winckelmann sat and 
■'■aUted with such deUght. Villa Salvage is burnt, witli all its 
fine frescos, and that banlt of the Tiber shorn of its lovely plan- 
tations. 

Rome will never recover the cruel ravage of these days, per- 
haps only just begun, I had often thought of living a few months 
near St. Peter's, that I might go as much as I lited to the church 
and the museum, have YiUa Pamfili and Monte Mario within 
the compass of a wallt. It is not easy to find lodgings there, 
as it ia a quarter foreigners never inhabit ; but, walliing about 
to see what pleasant places there were, I had fixed my eye on a 
clean, simple house near Ponte St, Angelo. It bore on a tablet 

that it was the property of Angela ; its little balconies with 

their old wooden rails, full of fiowers in humble earthen vases, the 
many bird-cages, the air of domestic quiet and comfort, marlted it 
as the home of some vestal or widow, some lone woman whose 
heart was ceutred in the ordinary and simplest pleasures of a 
home. I saw also she was one having the most limited income, 
and 1 thought, " She will not refuse to let me a room for a few 
months, as I shall be as quiet as herself, and sympathize about the 
flowei-s and birds," Now the "Villa Pamfili is all laid waste. The 
French encamp on Monte Mario ; what they have done there is 
not known yet. The cannonade reverberates all day under the 
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dome of St. Peler's, and tlie house of poor Angela is levelled wiih 
the gi-ound. I hope her birds and the white peacocks of the Vat- 
ican gardens ai-e in safety ; — but who cares for gentle, harmless 
creatures now? 

I have been often interrupted wliile wrifing this letter, and sup- 
pose it is confused as well as incomplete. I hope my oext may 
tell of something decisive one way or the other. News is not yet 
come from Lesseps, but the conduct of Oudinot and the fonnation 
of the new French ministry give reason to hope no good. Many 
seein resolved to force hack Pius IX. among his bleeding flodi, 
into the city ruined by him, where he cannot remain, and if he 
come, all this stru^le and sorrow is to be borne over again. Maz- 
zini stands tirm as a rock. I know not whether he hopes for a 
successful issue, but he believes in a God bound to protect men 
who do what they deem their duty. Yet how long, Lord, shall 
tho few trample on the many? 

1 am surprised to see the air of perfect good faith with which 
articles from the London Times, upon the revolutionary move- 
menfs, are copied into our papers. There exists not in Europe a 
paper more violently opposed to the cause of freedom than the 
Times, and neither its leaders nor its foreign correspondence ai'e 
to be depended upon. It is said to receive money from Austria, 
I know not whether this be true, or whether it be merely 
subservient to the ariatocratical feehng of England, which is far 
more opposed to republican movements than is that of Russia ; 
for in England fear embitters hate. It is droll to remember our 
reading in the class-book, 

" Ay, down to the dust witli Uiam, slavca iis they are " ; — 

to tliink how bitter the English were on the Italians who suc- 
cumbed, and see how they hate those who resist And their cow- 
ardice here in Italy Is ludicrous. It is they who run away at the 
least intimation of danger, — it is they who invent all the " fe, fo, 
fum" stories about Italy, — it is they who write fo the Times and 
elsewhere that they dare not for their lives stay in Eorae, where 
T, a woman, walk everywhere alone, and all the liitle cliildrcn do 
the same, with their nurses. More of this anon. 
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Progreaa of the Tragedy. — Pius IX. disflvows Liberalism. -Ondinot, and 
tha Eomiui AutlioritleB. — Slmmo of France. — Devastatton of the City. — 
Coursge of tlie Paople. — Bombs astinguished. — A Crisis approaoUing. 

Poma, June 21, 184B. 

It is now two weeks since the fii-st attack of Oudinot, and aa 
yet we hear nothing decisive from Paris. I know not yet what 
news may have come last night, but by the morning's mail we did 
not even leceive notice that Lesseps had arrived in Paris. 

Whether Lesseps was consciously the servant of all these base 
intrigues, time will show. His conduct was boyish and foolisli, 
if it was not treacherous. The only object seemed to be to 
create panic, to agitate, to take possession of Eome somehow, 
though what to do with it, if they could get it, tlie French govern- 
ment would hardly know. 

Pius IX., in his allocution of the 29th of April last, has ex- 
plained himself fully. He has disavowed every liberal act which 
ever seemed to emanate from him, with the exception of the am- 
nesty. He has shamelessly recalled his refusal to let Austrian 
blood be shed, while Koman flows dmly at his request. He has 
implicitly declared that his future government, could he return, 
would be absolute despotism, — has dispelled the last lingering 
illusion of those still anxious to apologize for him as only a pris- 
oner now in the hands of the Cardinals and the king of Naples. 
The last frail link is broken that bound to him the people of 
JEome, and could the French restore him, they must frankly avow 
themselves, abandon entirely and fully the position they took in 
February, 1848, and declare themselves the allies of Austria and 
of Russia, 

34* 
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Meanwhile tliey peraevere in the Jesuitical policy that has 
already disgraced and is to ruin them. After a week of vain 
'ts, Oudinot sent to Eonie the foliowing letter, which I frans- 
t elicited. 



Letter of General Oudinot, 
Intended for the Soman Oonsiituent Assembly, the Triumvirate, the 

GemraKssimo, and tJte Commander m CheJ of the Nalional 

Guard. 

"Genera!, — The events of wir have, aa you know eoaducled 
the French army to the gates oi Rome 

" Should the entrance info the aty remain doaed against qs, I 
should see myself constrained to employ immediately all the 
means of action that France has placed in my h'wida 

" Before having recourse to such ternhle necessity I think it 
my duty to make a last appeal to a people who cannot have to- 
ward France sentiments of hostihty 

"The Eoman army wishes, no doubt, equally with myself, to 
spare bloody rain to the capital of the Christian world 

" "With thk oa t n I p ay you, Signore General to give the 
enclosed proLUma on the m t speedy pubhcity If, twelve hours 
after this de i •*{ h h D ha e been delivered to jou, an answer 
correspondin to tie Ion and the inteatioas of Fiance shall 
not have rea hed me I 1 11 be constrained to give the forcible 
attack. 

"Accept, &c. 

" Villa Pamflli, 12 June, 1615, 6 P. M." 

He was in fact at Villa Santucci, much farther out, but could 
not be content without falsifying his date as well as all his state- 
ments. 

" Proclamation. 
"Inhabitants of Rome, — We did not come to bring you war. 
We came to sustain among you oi-der, with liberty. The inten- 
tions of oir government have been misunderstood. Tlio labors 
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of the siege have conducted us under your wails. Till now we 
have wished only occasionally to answer the fire of your batter- 
ies. "We approach these last momenis, when the necessities of 
war burst out in terrible calaniilies. Spare them to a city full of 
BO many glorious memories. 

"If you persist in repelling us, on you alone will fall the re- 
sponsibility of irreparable disasters." 

The following are the answers of the vaiious functionaries to 
whom this letter was sent : — 

ASSWHR OF THE Assr.MBLY. 

" General, — ■ The Eomau Constitutional Assembly inibrms you, 
in reply lo your despatch of yesterday, that, liaving concluded a 
convention from the 31st of May, 1849, with M. de Lesseps, 
Minister Plenipotentiary of the French Eepuhlic, a convention 
which we confirmed soon after yoar protest, it must consider that 
convention ol'igatory for both parties, and indeed a safoguajd of 
the rights of nations, until it has been ratified or declined by the 
government of France. Therefore the Assembly must regard as 
a violation of that convention every hostile act of the French 
army since the above-named Slst of May, and all others that shall 
take place before the resolution of your government can be made 
known, and before the expimtion of the time agreed upon for the 
armistice. Ton demand. General, an answer correspondent to 
the intentions and power of France. Nothing could be more con- 
formable with the intentions and power of France than to cease 
a flagrant violation of the rights of nations. 

" Whatever may be the results of such violation, the people of 
Rome are not responsible for them. Rome is strong in its right, 
and decided to msuntain the convenlions which attach it to your 
nalioa; only it finds itself constrained by the necessity of self- 
defence to repel unjust aggressions. 

" Accept, &c., for the Assembly, 

" The President, Galletti, 

" Seci-etaries, Fais-retti, Pakxacchi, Coccnr," 
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"anhweii op the comliandek-ik-cliiep op tde national 
Guard . 
"General, — The treaty, of which we await tbe ratification, 
assures this tranquil city from every disaster. 

" The National Guard, destined to maintain order, has the duty 
of seconding the resolutions of the government; wiUingly and zeal- 
ously it fulfils this duty, not caring for annoyance and fatigue. 

" The National Guard showed very lately, when it escorted the 
prisoners sent back to you, its sympathy for France, but it shows 
also on eveiy occasion a supreme regard for its own dignity, for 
the honor of Home. 

" Any misfortune to the capital of the Catholic world, to the 
monumental city, must be atti'ibuted not to tbe pacific citizens 
constrained to defend themselves, but solely to its aggressors. 
" Accept, &C. 

" Stuebinetti, 
General of the National Guard, Repre- 
sentative of the People." 

Answer op the Generalissimo. 
"Otizen General, — A fatality leads to conflict between the 
armies of two republics, whom a better destiny would have in- 
vited to combat E^inst their common enemy; for the enemies 
of the one cannot fail to be also enemies of tbe other. 

" We are not deceived, and shall combat by every means in our 
power whoever assails our institutions, for only the brave are wor- 
thy to stand beibre the Fi-ench soldiers. 

" Eeflecting that there is a state of life worse than death, if the 
war you wage should put us in that state, it will be better to close 
our eyes for ever than to see the interminable oppressions of our 
country. 

" I wish you well, and desire fraternity. 

"kosselli." 

Answer op the Tkiumvirate. 
" We have the honor to transmit to you the answer of the As- 
sembly. 
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" We never break our promises. We have promised to defend, 
in execution of orders from-the Assembly aad people of Rome, 
the banner of the Republic, the honor of the conntry, and tlie sanc- 
tity of the capiljil of the Christian world ; this promise we shall 
maintain, 

"Accept, &C. 

" The Triumvirs, 

Mazzini. 

Observe tlie miserable evasion of this missive of Oudiuot : 
"The fortune of war has conducted us." What war? He pre- 
tended to come as a friend, a protector ; is enraged only because, 
after his deceits at Civita Vecchia, Home will not trust him within 
her walls. For this he daily sacrifices hundreds of lives. " The 
Roman people cannot be hostile to the French ? " Wo, indeed ; 
they were not disposed to be so. They had been stirred to emu- 
lation by the example of France. They had warmly hoped in 
her as their true ally. It required all that Oudinot has done to 
turn their faith to contempt and aversion. 

Cowardly man ! He knows now that he comes upon a city 
which wished to receive him only as a fiiend, and he cries, 
"With my cannon, with my bombs, I will compel you to let 
me betray you." 

The conduct of France — infamous enough before — looks 
tenfold blacker now that, while the so-called Plenipotentiary is 
absent with the treaty to be ratified her army dady assails Rome, 
— assails in vain After receiving these answers to his letter and 
proclamation Oudinot turned all the force of hts cannonade to 
make a breach and beg^n what no one eien in thefe days has 
believed possible, the bombardment of Rome 

Yes I the French who pretend lo be the advanced guard of 
civilization are bombaidini; Rome Tliey date take the n k of 
destroying the iicheat bequests m'ide to rain bj the great Past. 
Nay, thej °.eiim f> A") if in ii e peenll} barbat us min t It 
was thought tl j wo H-nfil aa much is po'-Ml 1 the hospitals 
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for the wounded, marked to their view by the black baaner, and 
the places where are the most precious monuments ; but several 
bombs have fallen on the chief hospital, and the Capitol evidently 
i=i especially aimed at. They made a breach in the wall, but it 
was immediately filled up with a barricade, and all the week they 
have been repulsed in every attempt they made to gain ground, 
though with considerable loss of life on oar side ; on theirs it must 
be great, but how great we cannot know. 

Ponte MoUe, the scene of Raphael's fresco of a hatde, in the 
Vatican, saw again a fierce struggle last Friday. More than fifty 
were brought wouuded into Eome. 

But wounds and assaults only fire more and more the courage 
of her defenders. They feel the justice of tbeii- cause, and the 
peculiar iniquity of this agression. In proportion as there seems 
little aid to be hoped from man, they seem to claim it from God. 
The noblest senliments are heard from every lip, and, thus far, 
their acts amply con'espond. 

On the eve of the bombardment one or two ofiicers went round 
with a fine band. It played oa the piazzas the Marseillaise and 
Roman marches; and when the people were thus assembled, they 
were told of the proclamadon, and asked how they felt. Many 
shouted loudly, GWrra/ Viva la RepuUica Romana ! Afterwari^, 



bands of vi 



ti went round singing the chorus, 
" V(gliamo sampre qndln, 
VogJiiuno Liberta." 



(" We want always one thing ; we want liberty.") Guitars played, 
and some danced. When the bombs began to come, one of the 
Trasteverini, those noble images of the old Roman race, redeemed 
her claim to that descent by seizing a bomb and extinguishing 
the match. She received a medal and a reward in money. A 
soldier did the same thing at Palazza Spada, where is the statue 
of Pompey, at whose base great Ciesar fell. He was promoted. 
Immediately the people were seized with emulation ; aimed with 
pans of wet clay, they ran wherever the bombs fell, to extinguish 
them. Women collect the balls from the hostile cannon, and carry 
them to ours. As thus very little injury has been done to life, 
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the people cry, " Madonna protects us against the bombs ; she 
willa not that Rome should be destroyed." 

Meanwhile many poor people are driven from their homes, and 
provisions are growing very dear. The heats are now terrible for 
us, and must be far more so for the French. It is said a vast 
number are ill of fever ; indeed, it cannot be otherwise. Oudinot 
himself has it, and perhaps this is one. explanation of the mixtui-e 
of violence and weakness in his actions. 

He must be deeply ashamed at the poor result of his bad acts, 
— that at the end of two weeks and so much bravado, he has done 
nothing to Rome, unless intercept provisions, kill some of her 
brave youth, and injure churches, which should be sacred to him 
as to us. St. Maria Trastevei-e, tliat ancient church, so full of 
precious remains, and which had an air of mild repose more beau- 
tiful than almost any other, is said to have suffered parlicularly. 

As to the men who die, I share the impassioned sorrow of the 
Triumvirs. " Frenchmen ! " they wrote, " could you know what 
men you destroy ! They are no mercenaries, like those who fill 
your ranks, but the flower of the Italian youth, and the noblest 
among the ^ed. When you shall know of what minds you have 
robbed the world, how ought you to repent and mourn ! " 

This is especially true of the Emigrant and Garibaldi legions. 
The misfortunes of Northern and Southern Italy, the conscription 
which compels to the service of tyranny those who remain, has 
driven from the kingdom of Naples and from Lombardy all the 
brave and noble youth. Many are in Venice or Eorae, the for- 
lorn hope of Italy. Radetzky, every day more cruel, now im- 
presses aged men and the fathers of lai-ge families. He carries 
them with him in chains, determined, if he cannot hare good 
troops to send into Hungary, at least to revenge himself on the 
unhappy Lombards. 

Many of these young men, students from Pisa, Pavia, Padua, 
and the Roman University, lie wounded in the hospitals, for natu- 
i-ally they rushed first to the combat. One kissed an arm which 
was cut ofT; another preserves pieces of bone which were pain- 
fully extracted from his wound, as relics of the best days of his 
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life. The older men, many of whom liave been saddened by 
exile and disappointment, less glowing, ai-e not less resolved. 
A spirit bm-ns noble as ever animated the moat precious deeds we 
trexisure from the heroic age. I suffer to see tiiese temples of the 
soul thus broken, to see the fever-weary days and painful opera- 
tions undergone by these noble men, these true priests of ji higher 
hope ; but I would not, for much, have missed seeiog it all. 
The memory of it wUl console amid the spectacles of meanness, 
selfishness, and faithlessness which life may yet have in store for 
the pilgrim. 

Matters verge to a crisis. The French goveraaient susttuna 
Oudinot and disclaims Lesseps. Harmonious tliroiighouf, shame- 
less in fiilsehood, it seems Oudinot knew that the mission of Les- 
seps was at aa end, when he availed himself of his pacific prom- 
ises to occupy Monte Mario. When the Eomans were anxious 
at seeing French troops move in that direction, Lesseps said it 
was only done to occupy them, and conjured the Romans to avoid 
all collbion which might prevent his success with the treaty. 
The sham, treaty was concluded on the 30lh of May, a detachment 
of French liaving occupied Monle Mario on the night of the 29th. 
Oudinot flies into a rage and refuses to sign ; M. Lesseps goes off 
to Palis ; meanwhile, the brave Oudinot attacks on the 3d of June, 
after writing to the French Consul that he should not till the 4th, 
to leave time for the foreigners remaining to retire. He attacked 
in the night, possessing himself of Villa Pamfili, as he had of 
Monte Mario, by treachery and surprise. 

Meanwhile, M. Lesseps arrives in Paris, to find himself seem- 
ingly or really in great disgrace with the would-be Empei-or and 
his cabinet. To give reason for this, M. Drouyn de Lhuys, who 
had pubUdy declared to the Assembly that M. Lesseps had no 
instructions except from the report of the sitting of the 7th of May, 
Bhamefully publishes a letter of special instructions, hemming him 
in on every side, which M. Lesseps, the " Plenipotentiary," dares 

What are we to think of a great nation, whose leading men 
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are such barefaced liars ? M. Guizot finds his creed fiiithfuUy 
followed up. 

The liberal party in France does what it can to wash its hands 
of this offence, but it seems weat, and unlikely to render efiect- 
ual service at flits crisis. Venice, Kome, Anoona, are the last 
strong-holds of hope, and they cannot stand for eyer thus unsus- 
tained. Night before last, a tremendous cannonade left no moment 
to sleep, even had the anxious hearts of mothers and wives been 
able to crave it At morning a litUe detachment of French had 
entered by the bi-each of St. Pancrazio, and intrenched ibelf in a 
vineyard. Another has possession of Villa Poniatowski, close to 
the Porta del Popolo, and atfacks and alarms are hourly to be 
expected. I long to see the final one, dreadful as that hour may 
be, since now there seems no hope from delay. Men are dtaly 
slain, and tliis stale of suspense is agonizing. 

In tlie evening 't is pretty, though terrible, to see the bombs, 
fieiy meteors, springing from the horizon line npnn their bright 
path, to do their wicked message. 'Twould not be so bad, me- 
thinks, to die by one of these, as wait to have every drop of pure 
blood, every childlike radiant hope, drained and driven from the 
heart by the betrayals of nations and of individuals, till at last 
tlie sickened eyes refuse more to open to that light which shines 
daily on such pits of iniquity. 
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LETTER XXXIII. 

Siegfl of Rome.— Heat. — Sight Attadfs. — The ]iombardm6nt. — The Kight 
Breacii. — Defection. — Entry of tha French. — Slanghter of the Ronmns. — 
The Hospitals.— Destruction by Bombs. — Cessation of BBsistanoe. — Ondi- 
not's StnbbornnesB. — Garibaldi's Troops. — Thair Master on the Scene of 
Riwizi's Triumph. — GaribRldi. — His Departure. —" Raspeotablo " Opinion. 
— The Protectors unmasked. — Cold Reception. — A Priest assassinated.- 
Martiai Law declared. — Eepnblloan Education, — Disappearance of French 
Soldiers, — Clearing the Hospilals. — Priestly Basanaas. — Insult to the Amer- 
ican Consul.— His Protest and Departure.- Disarming the National Guard. 
— PosiUon of Mr. Cass. — Petty Oppression. — Expulsion of Foreignars.- 
Effect of French Presence. — Address to tiie People. — Visit to the Scene of 
Strife. — American Sympathy for Liberty in Europe. 

Itome, July B, 1849. 

If I mistake not, I cloied my last letler just as the news ar- 
rived here that the attempt of the demwiratic party in Franco to 
resist the infamous proceedings of the government had fiuled, and 
thus Eome, as fav as human calculation went, had not a hope for 
her liberties left. An inland city cannot long sustain a siege 
when there ia no hope of sud. Tlien followed the news of the 
surrender of Ancona, and Rome found hei-self alone; for, though 
Venice continued to hold out, all communication was cut off. 

The Kepublican troops, almost to a man, left Ancona, hut a 
long march separated them from liome. 

The extreme heat of these days was far more fatal to the Ro- 
mans than to their assailants, for aa fast as the French troops sick- 
ened, their place was taken by fresh arrivals. Ours also not only 
sustained the exhausting service by day, but were harassed at night 
by attacks, feigned or real. These commonly began about eleven 
or twelve o'clock at night, just when all who meant to rest were 
fairly asleep. I can imagine the harassing effect upon the troops, 
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from what I feel in my sheltered pavilion, in consequence of not 
knowing a quiet night's sleep for a month. 

The hombai-dment became constantly more serious. The house 
where I live was filled as early as the 20th with persons obliged 
to fly fi-oni the Piazza di GJesu, where the fiery r^ fell thickest. 
The night of the 2Ut-23d, we were all alarmed about two 
o'clock, A, M. by a tremendous cannonade. It was the moment 
when the breach was finally made by which the French entered. 
They rushed in, and I grieve to say, that, by the only instance of 
defection known in the course of the siege, those companies of the 
regiment Union which had in charge a posifjou on that point 
yielded to panic and abandoned it. The French immediately 
entered and intrenched themselves. That was the fatal hour for 
the city. Every day afterward, tiiough obstinately resisted, the 
enemy gained, till at last, their cannon being well placed, the dty 
was entirely commanded fram the Janicnlum, and all thought of 
further resistance was idle. 

It waa true policy to avoid a street-light, in which the Italian, 
an unpractised soldier, but full of feeling and sustained from the 
houses, would have been a match even fop their disciplined troops. 
After the 22d of June, the slaughter of the Eomans became every 
day more fearful. Their defences were knocked down by the heavy 
cannoa of the French, and, entirely exposed ia their valoi-ous on- 
sets, great numbers perished on the spot. Those who were 
brought into the hospitals were generally grievously wounded, 
very commonly subjects for amputation. My heart bled daily 
more and more at these sights, and I could not feel much for my- 
self, though now the balls and bombs began to fall round me also. 
The night of the 28th the effect was truly feaiful, as they whizzed 
and burst neai- me. As many as thirty fell upon or near Ihe 
Hotel de Kussie, where Mr. C^ss has his temporary abode. The 
roof of the studio in the pavilion, tenanted by Mr. Stermer, well 
known to the visitors of Gome for his highly-finished cabinet pic- 
tures, was torn to pieces. I sat alone in my much exposed apart- 
ment, thiiiking, " If one strikes me, I only hope it will kill me at 
snee, and tliat God will ti-ansport my soul to some sphere where 
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virtue and love are not tyranuized over by egotism and brute 
force, aa in this." However, thai, night passed ; the nest, we had 
reason to expect a still more fiery salute toward the Pincian, as 
here alone remained three or four pieces of cannon which could be 
used. But on the morning of the 30th, in a, contest at the foot of 
the Janiculura, the line, old Papal troops, naturally not in earnest 
like the free corps, refused to fight against odds so terrible. 
The heroic Marina fell, with hiiodreds of his devoted Lombards. 
Garibaldi saw his best officers perish, and himself went in the 
afternoon to say to the Assembly that further resistance was 
unavailing. 

The Assembly sent fo Oodinot, but he refused any conditions, — 
refiised even to guarantee a safe departure to Garibaldi, his brave 
foe. Notwithstanding, a great number of men left the other regi- 
ments to follow the leader whose courage had captivated them, 
ajid whose superiority over difficulties commanded their entire 
ojnfidence. Toward the evening of Monday, the 2d of July, it 
was known that the French were preparing to cross the river and 
take possession of all the city. I went info the Corso with some 
friends ; it was filled with citizens and military. The carriage was 
stopped by the crowd near the Doria palace ; the lancers of Gari- 
baldi galloped along in full career. I longed for Sir Walter Scott 
to be on earth agmu, and see them ; all are light, athletic, resolute 
figures, many of the forms of the finest manly beauty of the South, 
all sparkling with its genius and ennobled by the resolute spirit, 
ready fo dare, to do, to die. We followed them to the piazza of St. 
John Lateran. Never have I seen a sight so beautiful, so roman- 
tic, and so sad. Whoever knows Eome knows the peculiar sol- 
emn grandeur of that piazza, scene of the first triumph of Rienzi, 
aad whence may be seen the magnificence of the "mother of all 
churches," the baptistery with its porphyry columns, the Santa Scala 
with its glittering mosaics of the early ages, the obelisk standing 
fairest of any of those most imposing monuments of Kome, the view 
through the gates of the Campagna, on that side so richly strewn 
with ruins. The sun was setting, the crescent moon rising, the fiower 
of the Italian youth were marshalling in that solemn place. They 
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had been driven from every other spot where they had offered 
their hearts as bulwarks of Italian inclependence ; in this last 
strong-hold they had sacrificed hecatombs of their best and bravest 
in that cause ; Ihey must now go or remain prisoners and slaves. 

Where go, they knew not; for except distant Hungary there is not 
now a spot which would receive them, or where they can act as 
honor commands. They had all put on the beautiful dress of the 

Garibaldi legioa, the tunic of bright red cloth, the Greek cap, or 
else round hat with Puritan plume. Their long hair was blown 
hack from resolute faces ; all looked full of cotin^e. They had 
counted the cost before they entered on this perilous stru^le ; 
they had weighed hfe and ail its material advantages ag^nst lib- 
erty, and made their election ; they turned not back, nor flinched, 
at this bitter crisis. I saw the wounded, all that could go, laden 
upon their baggage cai^s ; some were already pale and fmnting, 
still tliey wished to go. I saw many youths, born to rich inherit- 
ance, carrying in a handkerchief all tlieir worldly goods. The 
women were ready ; their eyes too were resolved, if sad. The 
wife of Garibaldi followed him on horseback. He himself was 
distinguished by the white tunic ; his look was entirely that of a 
hero of the Middle Ages, — his face stiO young, for tlie excitements 
of his life, though so many, have all been youthful, aiid there is 
no fatigue upon his brow or cheek. Fall or stand, one sees in 
him a man engaged in the career for which he is adapted by 
nature. He went upon the parapet, and looked upon the road 
with a spyglass, and, no obstruction being in sight, he turned Iiis 
face for a moment hack upon Rome, then led the way through 
the gate. Hard was the heart, stony and seared the eye, that had 
no tear for that moment. Go, fated, gallant hand! and if God 
care not indeed for men as for the sparrows, most of ye go forth 
to perish. And Home, anew the Niobe! Must she lose also 
these beautiful and brave, that pi'omised her regeneration, and 
would have given it, but for the perfidy, the oveqiowering 
force, of the foreign intervention ? 

I know that many " respectable " gentlemen ivould be surprised 
to hear me speaJs in this way. Gentlemen who pei-forjii their 
35* 
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" duties to society " by buying for fJiemselvos handsome clolies 
and furniture with the interest of their money, speak of Garibaldi 
and his men as "brigands" and " vagabonds." Such are they, 
doubtless, in the same sense as Jesus, Moses, and Eneas were. 
To me, men who can throw so lightly aside the ease of wealth, 
the joys of affection, for the sake of what they deem lionor, in 
whatsoever form, are the "respectable." Mb doubt there are 
in these bands a number of men of lawless minds, and who 
follow this banner only because there is for them no other path. 
But the greater part are the noble youths who have fled from the 
Austrian consoripiion, or fly now from the renewal of tlie Papal 
suffocation, darkened by French protection. 

As for the protectors, they entirely threw aside the mask, as it 
was always supposed they would, the moment they had possession 
of Rome. I do not know whether tliey were really so bewildered 
by their priestly counsellors as to imagine they would be well re- 
ceived in a city which they had bombarded, and where twelve 
hundred men were lying wounded by their assault. To say 
nothing of tlie justice or injustice of the matter, it could not be 
fcupposed that the Eoman people, if it had any sense of dignity, 
would welcome them. I did not appear in the street, as 1 would 
not give any countenance to such a wrong ; but an English lady, 
my friend, told me they seemed to look expectingly for the strong 
party of friends they had always pretended to have within the 
walls. The French officers looked up to the windows for ladies, 
and, she being the only one they saw, saluted her. She made no 
reply. They then passed into the Corso. Many were assembled, 
the softer Eomans being nnable to control a curiosity the Milan- 
ese would have disclaimed, but preserving an icy silence. In an 
evil hour, a foolish priest dared to break it by the cry of Viva Pio 
Nono 1 The populace, roused to fury, rushed on him with their 
knives. He was much wounded ; one or two others were killed 
in the rush. The people howled then, and hissed at the French, 
who, advancing their bayonets, and clearing the way before them, 
fortified themselves in the piazzas. Next day the French troops 
were marched to and fro tJiroiigh Rome, 1o inspire awe in the 
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people ; but it has only created a disgust amounting to loatiiiog, to 
see that, with such an imposing force, and in great part fresh, the 
French were not ashamed to use hombs also, and kill women and 
children in their beds. Oudinot tlien, seeing the feeling of the 
people, and finding they pursued as a spy any man who so much 
as showed the waj to his soldiers — f hit the Itahan went out of 
the caf^s if Frenchmen entered — in short, Ihit the people re- 
garded him and his followers in the same light is the Austri- 
aas, — has declare i maiUal law in Eome the press it, stifled; 
everybody is to be m the hou^e at half pist mne o clock in the 
eyeuing, and whoever in any way insults his men, oi puta any 
abstade in their way, is to be shot. 

The fruits of all this will be the same as elsewhere ; temporary 
repression will sow the seeds of perpetual resistance ; and never 
was Rome in so fair a way to be educated for a republican 
form of government as now. 

Especially could nothing be more irritating to an Italian 
population, in the month of July, than to drive them to their 
homes at half past nine. After the insupportable heat of the 
day, their only enjoyment and refreshment are found in evening 
walks, and chats together as they sit before their cafes, or in 
groups outside some friendly door. Now they must huiTj home 
when the drum beats at nine o'clock. They are forbidden to 
sfond or sit in groups, and this by their bombarding protector ! 
Commenu is unnecessary. 

French soldiers are daily missing; of some it is known that 
they have been killed by the Ti-asteverini for daring to make court 
to their women. Of more than a hundred and fifty, it is only 
known that they cannot be found ; and in two days of French 
"order" more acts of violence have been committed, than in two 
months under the Triumvirate. 

The French have taken up their quarters in the court-yards 
of the Quirinal and Venetian palaces, which are full of the 
wounded, many of whom have been driven well-nigh mad, and 
ih'-ir burning wounds exasperated, by the sound of the drums 
and trumpets, — the constant sense of an insulting presence. The 
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woiiiiiied liave beea warned fo leave the Quirinal at the end oi 
eight days, though there are many who cannot be moved from 
bed to bed without causing them great anguish and peril ; nor is 
it kaown that any other place has been provided as a hospital 
for them. At the Palazzo di Venezia the French have searched 
for three emigrants whom they wislied to imprison, even in the 
apartments where the wounded were lying, runnmg their bayo- 
nets info the mattresses. They have t^en for themselves beds 
givea by the Romans to the hospital, — not public property, 
but private gift. The hospital of Santo Spirito was a govem- 
mentaJ establishment, and, in using a, part of it for the wounded, 
its director had been retained, because he bad the reputation of 
being honest and not illiberal. But as soon as the French en- 
tered, he, wilh true priestly baseness, sent away the women 
nurses, saying he had no longer money to pay them, trans- 
portiKl the wounded into a miserable, airless basement, that 
had before been used as a granary, and appmpiialed the good 
apai-tmenfs to tlie use of the French ! 

July 9. 

Tlie report of this morning is that the French yestei'day vio- 
lated the domicile of our Consul, Mr. Brown, pretending to search 
for persona hidden there; that Mr Brown, banner in one hand 
and sword in the other, repelled the assault, and fiiirly drove 
them down stmrs ; that then he made them an appropriate speech, 
though in a mixed language of English, French, and Italian ; that 
the crowd vehemently applauded Mr. Brown, who already was 
much liked for the warm sympathy he had shown the Romans in 
their aspirations and their distresses ; and that he then donned 
hia uniform, and went to Oudinot to make his protest. How this 
was received I know not^ but understand Mr. Brown deputed 
with his family yesterday evening. "Will America look as coldly 
on the insult to herself, as she has on the struggle of tliis injured 
people ? 

To-day an edict is out to disarm the National Guard. The 
generous " protectors " wish to take all the trouble upon them- 
selves. Rome is full of tliom ; at every step are met groups in 
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the uniform of France, with faces Ijronzed in the African war, and 
so stultified by a life without enthuaiasni and without thought, 
that I do not believe Napoleon would recognize tliem as Frencli 
soldiers. The effect of their appearance compared with that of 
the Italian free corps is that of body as compared with spirit. It 
is easy to see how they could be uaed to purposes so contrary to 
the legitimate policy of Prance, for they do not look more intel- 
lectual, more fitted to have opinions of their own, than the Aus- 
trian soldiery. 

July 10. 

The plot thickens. The exact facts with regard to the in- 
vasion of Mr. Brown's house I have not been able lo ascertain. 
I suppose they will be published, as Oudinot has promised to 
satisfy Mr, Cass. I must add, in reference to what I wrole some 
time ago of the position of our Envoy here, that the kind and 
sympathetic course of Mr. Cass toward the Republicans in these 
troubles, his very gentlemanly and courteous bearing, have from 
the minds of most removed all unpleasant feelings. They see 
that his position was very peculiar, — sent to the Papal govern- 
ment, finding here the Republican, and just at that moment vio- 
lently assailed. Unless he had extraordinary powers, he naturally 
felt obliged to communicate further wifh our government before 
acknowledging this. I shall always regret, however, that he did 
not stand free to occupy the high position that belonged to the 
representative of the United States at tliat moment, and peculi- 
arly because it was by a republic that the Eoman Republic was 



Butv as I say, the plot thickens. Yesterday three families 
were carried to prison because a boy crowed like a cock at the 
French soldiery from the windows of the house they occupied. 
Another, because a man pui'sued took refuge in their court-yard. 
At the same time, the city being mostly disarmed, came the edict 
to take down the insignia of the Republic, " emblems of anar- 
chy." But worst of all they have done is an edict eommandin" 
all foreigners who had been in the service of the Republican 
government to leave Rome within twenty-four hours. This is 
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the most infamous thing done yet, as it drives to desperation those 
who stayed because they had so many to go with and no place to 
go fo, or because their relatives lie wounded here : no others 
wished to remain in Rome under present circum^tajices. 

I am sicli of breathing the same air with men capable of a 
part so utterly cruel and false. As soon as I can, I shall talte 
refuge in the mountains, if it be possible to find an obscure nook 
tinperyaded by these convulsions. Let not my friends be surprised 
if they do not hear from mc for some time. I may not feel like 
writing. I have seen too much sorrow, and, alas ! without power 
to aid. It makes me sick to see the palaces and streets of Rome 
full of tliese infamous foreigners, and to note the already changed 
aspect of her population. The men of Rome had begun, filled 
with new hopes, to develop unknown energy, — they walked 
quiclt, their eyes sparkled, they delighted in duty, in responsi- 
biUty ; in a year of such life their effeminacy would have been 
vanquished. Now, dejectedly, unemployed, they lounge along the 
streets, feelmg that all the implements of labor, all the ensigns of 
hope, have been snatched from tliem. Their hands fall slack, 
their eyes rove aimless, the beware begin to swarm again, and 
the black ravens who dehght in the night of ignorance, the slum- 
ber of sloth, as the only sureties for their rule, emerge daily more 
and more frequent from their hiding-places. 

The following Address has been circulated from hand to hand. 

"To THE People of Rome. 

" Misfortune, brother, has fallen upon us anew. But it is trial 
of brief duration, — it is the stone of the sepulchre which we shall 
throw away after three days, rising victorious and renewed, an 
immortal nation. For with us are Giod and Justice, — Gk>d and 
Justice, who cannot die, but always triumph, while kings and 
popes, once dead, revive no more. 

"As you have been great in the combat, be so in the days of 
sorrow, — great in your conduct as citizens, by generous disdain, 
by sublime silence. Silence is the weapon we have now to uso 
against the Cossacks of France and the priests, tJieir mastei^. 
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" In tiie streets do not look at them ; do not answer if thsy ad- 
dress you. 

"In the caKs, in the eating-houses, if they enter, rise and go 

" Let your windows remain closed as they pass. 

" Kever attend their feaste, tlieir parades. 

" Regard the harmony of their musieal bands as tones of slav 
eiy, and, when you hear them, fly. 

" Let the liberticide soldier be condemned to isolation ; let him 
atone in solitude and contempt for having served priests and 
kmgs. 

" And you, Roman women, masterpiece of God's work ! deign 
no look, no smile, to those satellites of an abhorred Pope ! 
Cursed be she who, before tlie odious satellites of Austria, forgets 
that she is Italian ! Her name shall be published for the execra- 
tion of all her people ! And even the courtesans ! let them 
show love for their country, and thus regain the dignity of citi- 
zens ! 

" And our word of order, our cry of reunion and emancipation, 
be now and ever, Viva la Eepcblica ! 

" This incessant cry, which not even French slaves can dispute, 
shall prepare ua to administer the bequest of our martyrs, shall 
be consoling dew to the immaculate and holy hones tliat repose, 
sublime holocaust of faith and of love, near our walls, and make 
doubly diviue the Eternal City. In this cry we shall find our- 
selves always brothers, and we shall conquer. Viva Eome, the 
capital of Italy ! Viva the Italy of the people ! Viva the Ro- 
man Eepublic ! 

" A Roman. 

" rtijrae, July i, 1849." 

Yes ; July ith, the day so joyously celebrated in our land, is 
that of the entrance of the French into Rome I 

I know not whether the Romans will follow out this pro- 
griimme with constancy, as the sterner Milanese have done. If 
tlioy can, it will draw upon them endless perse cuti on n, countless 
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exactions, but at once educate and prove them worth}' of a no- 
bler life. 

Yesterday I went over the scene of conflict. It was fearful 
even to see the Casinos Qwattro Venti and Vascello, where the 
French and Romans liad been several days so near one another, 
all shattered to pieces, with fragments of rich stucco and painting 
still slJcting to rafters between the great holes made hy the can- 
nonade, and think that men had stayed and fought in them when 
only a mass of ruins. The French, indeed, were entirely shel- 
tered the last days ; to my unpractised eyes, the extent and thor- 
oughness of their works seemed miraculous, and gave me the first 
clear idea of the incompetency of the Italians to resist organized 
armies. I saw their commanders had not even known enough of 
the art of war to understand how the French were conducting the 
siege. It is true, their resources were at any rate inadequate to 
resistance ; only continual sorties would have arrested the prog- 
ress of (he foe, and to make them and man the wall their forces 
were inadequate. I was struck more than ever by the heroic val- 
or of oitr people, — let me so call them now as ever ; for go where 
I may, a large part of my heart will ever remain in Italy. I hope 
her children will always acknowledge me as a sister, though I 
drew not my first breath here. A Conladini showed me where 
tliirty-seven braves are buried beneath a heap of wall that fell 
upon them in the shock of one cannonade. A marble nyropli, 
with broken arm, looked sadly that way from her sun-dried foun- 
tain ; some rosea were blooming still, some red oleanders, amid 
the ruin. The sun -was casting its last light on the mount^ns on 
the tranquil, sad Campagna, that sees one leaf more turned in 
the book of woe. This was in the Vascello. I then entered the 
French ground, all mapped and hollowed like a honeycomb. A 
pair of skeleton legs protruded fi-om a bank of one barricade; 
lower, a dog had scratched away its light covering of earth from 
the body of a man, and discovered it lying face upward all 
dressed ; the d<^ stood gating on it with an air of stupid amaze- 
ment. I thought at that moment, recalling some letters received; 
" men and women of America, spared these frightful sighfs, 
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these sudden wrecks of every hope, what angel of heaven do 
you suppose has time to listen to your tales of morbid woe ? If 
any find leisure to work for men to-day, think you not they have 
enough to do to care for the victims here ?" 

I see you have meetings, where you speak of the Italians, the 
Hungarians. I pray you do soTnetliing ; let it not end in a mere 
cry of sentiment. That is better than to sneer at all that is 
liberal, like the English, — than to talk of the holy victims of pa- 
triotism as "anarchists" and "brigands"; but it is not enongh. 
It ought not to content your consciences. Do you owe no tithe 
to Heaven for the privileges it has showei-ed on you, for whose 
achievement so many here suffer and perish daily ? Deserve to 
retain them, by helping your fellow-men to acquire them. Our 
government must abstain from interference, but private action 
ia practicable, is due. For Italy, it is in this moment too late ; but 
all that helps Hungary helps her also, — helps all who wish the 
freedom of men from an hereditary yoke now become intolerable. 
Send money, send cheer, — acknowledge as the legitimate lead- 
ers and rulei-s those men who represent the people, who under- 
stand their wants, who are ready to die or to live for their good. 
Kossuth I know not, but his people recognize him ; Manin I 
know not, but with what firm nobleness, what perserving virtue, 
he has acted for Venice ! Maazini I know, the man and his 
acts, great, pure, and constant, — a man to whom only the next 
age can do justice, as it reaps the harvest of the seed he has sown 
in this. Friends, countrymen, and lovers of virtue, lovei-s of free- 
dom, lovers of truth I be on the alert; rest not supine in your 
easier lives, hut remember 

" Mankind is one, 
And beats with one great heart."' 
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LETTEUS FEOM ABROAD TO FRIENDS 
AT HOME. 
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FROM A LETTER TO . 

BoUogio, Late of Cumo, August, 1847. 

Tou do not deceive yourself surely about religion, in so far aa 
Ihat there is a deep meaning in tlioso pangs of ouv fate which, if 
we live by faith, will become our most precious possessioa. "Live 
for thy feith and thou shalt yet behold it living," is with me, as it 
hath been, a maxim. 

"Wherever I turn, I see still the same dark clouds, with oeea- 
eional gleams of light. In this Europe how much suffocated life I 
— a sort of woe much less seen with us. I know many of the no- 
ble exiles, piatng for their natural sphere ; many of them seek in 
Jesus the guide and friend, aa you do. For me, it is my nature 
to wish to go straight to the Creative Spirit, and I can fully appre- 
ciate what you say of the need of our happiness depending on no 
human being. Can you really have attained such wisdom ? Tour 
letter seemed to me very modest and pure, and I irust in Heaven 
all may be solid. 

I am everywhere well received, and high and low take pleasure 
in smoothing my path, I love much the Ilalians. The lower 
classes have the vices induced by long subjection to tyranny ; but 
also a winning sweetness, a ready and discriminating love for the 
beautiful, and a delicacy in the sympathies, the absence of which 
always made me sick in our own country. Here, at least, one 
does not suffer from ohtuseness or indifference. They take pleas- 
ure, too, in acts of kindness ; ihey are bounliful, btit it is useless 
3f.* 
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to hope the least lienor ia affiuis of business. I cannot persuade 
those who serve me, Lowever attached, that they should not de- 
ceive me, and plunder rae. They think that is part of their duty 
towards a foreigner. This is troublesome no less than disagreea- 
ble ; it ia absolutely necessary to be always on the watch against 
being cheated. 



KXTUACT FROM A LETTFR. 

One loses sight of all dabbling and pretension when seated at 
the feet of dead Rome, — Rome so grand and beautiful upon her 
bier. Art is dead here ; the few sparkles that sometimes break 
through the embers cannot make a flame ; but the relics of the 
past are great enough, over-great ; we should do nothing but sit, 
and weep, and worship. 

In Rome, one has all the free feeling of the country ; the city 
is so interwoven with vineyards and gardens, such delightful 
walks in the villas, such ceaseless music of the fountiuns, and from 
every high point the Campagna and Tiber seem so near. 

Full of enchantment baa been my summer, passed wholly 
among Italians, in places where no foreigner goes, amid the 
snowy peaks, in the exquisite valleys of the Abruzzi. I have 
seen a thousand landscapes, any one of which might employ the 
thoughts of the painter for years. Not without reason the people 
dream that, at the death of a siunt, columns of light are seen to 
hover on those mountains. They take, at sunset, the same rose- 
hues as the Alps. The torrents are magnificent. I knew some 
noblemen, with baronial castles nestled in the hills and slopes, 
rich in the artistic tres^ures of centuries. They liked me, and 
showed me the hidden beauties of Roman remajna. 



Rome, Apcil, 184S. 

The gods themselves walk on earth, here in the Italian spring. 
Day after day of sunny weather lights up the flowery woods and 
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Arcadian glades. The fountains, hateful during the endless nuns, 
charm again. At Castle Turano I found heaths, aa large as our 
pear-trees, in full flower. Such wealth of beauty is irresistible, but 
ah ! the drama of my life b very strange ; the ship plunges deeper 
as it rises higher. You would be amazed, could you know how 
different is my present pliase of life from that in which you knew 
me ; but you would love me no less ; it is the same planet that 
shows sueh different dimes. 



TO Hi:ii MOTHER. 

Eome, Noyemlier 16, 1846. 

i AM again in Eome, situated for the first time entirely to my 
mind, I have only one i-oom, but lai^e ; and everything about the 
bed so gracefully and adroitly disposed that it makes a beautiful 
parlor, — and of course I pay much less. I have the sun all day, 
and an excellent chimney. It is very high, and has pure air and 
the most beautiful view all around ima^nable. Add, that I am 
with the dearest^ delightful old couple one can imagine, — quick, 
prompt^ and kind, sensible and contented. Having no children, 
they like to regard me and the Prussian sculptor, my neighbor, 
as such ; yet are too delicate and too busy ever to intrude. In 
the attic dwells a priest, who iasisis on making my fii-e when An- 
tonia is away. To be sure, he pays himself for his trouble by 
asking a great many questions 

You cannot conceive the enchantment of this place. So much 
I suffered here last January and February, I thought myself a 
little weaned ; but returning, my heart swelled even to tears with 
the ciy of the poet, 

" Eome, mj) country, city of tha sonl ! " 
Those liave not lived who have not seen Eome. Warned, 
however, by the last winter, I dared not rent my lodgings for the 
year. 1 hope I am acclimated. I have been through what is 
called the grape-cure, much more charming, certainly, than the 
(vator-cure. At present I am very well, but, alas ! because I have 
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gone to bed early, and done very little. I do not know if I can 
maintain any labor. As to my life, I think it ia not the will of 
Heaven it should terminate very soon. I have had another strange 
escape. 

I had taken passage in the diligence to come to Eome ; two 
rivei's were to be passed, the Turano and the Tiber, but 
passed by good bridges, and a road excellent when not broken 
unexpectedly by torrents from the mountains. The diligence 
eets out between three and four in the morning, long before light. 
The director sent me word that the Marchioness Crispoldi had 
taken for herself and family a coach extraordinary, which would 
start two hours later, and that I could hare a place in that if I 
liked ; so I accepted. The weather had been beautiful, but on 
the eve of the day fixed for my departure, the wind rose, and the 
rain fell in torrents. I observed that the river, which passed my 
window, was much swollen, and rushed with great violence. In 
the night I heard its voice stiL stronger, and felt glad I had not 
to set oat in the dai'k. I rose at twilight and was expecting my 
carriage, and wondering at its deLay, when I heard that the great 
diligence, several miles below, had been seized by a torrent ; the 
horses were up to their necks in water, before any one dreamed 
of danger. The postilion called on all the saints, and threw him- 
self into the water. The door of the diligence could not be opened, 
and the passengers forced themselves, one after another, into the 
cold water ; it was dark too. Had I been there, I had fared ilL A 
pair of strong men were ill after it, though all escaped with life. 

For several days there was no going to Rome ; but at last w6 
set forth in two great diligences, with all the horses of the route. 
For many miles the mountains and ravines were covered with 
snow ; I seemed to have retur 1 1 my w mtry and climate. 
Few miles were passed before tl nd t njured his leg under 
the wheel, and I had the paii f h m suffer all the way, 

while " Blood of Jesus ! " and S ul P gatoiy ! " was the 
mildest beginning of an answe t th j f the postilions upon 

his paleness. We stopped at a miserable osteiia, in whose cel- 
lar wc found a magnificent relic of Cyclopean architecture, — as 
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indeed in Italy one is paid at every step for discomfort and dan- 
ger, by some predous subject of thought. "We proceeded very 
slowly, and reached just at night a solitary littie ina which marks 
the site of the ancient home of the Sabine virgins, snatched away 
to become the mothers of Rome. We were there saluted with the 
news that the Tiber also had overflowed its banks, and it was 
very doubtful if we could pass. But what else lo do? There 
were no accommodations in the Louse for thirty people, or even 
for three ; and to sleep in the carriages, in that wet air of the 
marshes, was a more certain danger than to attempt the passage. 
So we set forth ; the moon, almost at the full, smiling sadly oa 
the ancient grandeurs half draped in mist, and anon drawing over 
her face a thin white veil. As we approached the Tiber, the 
towers and domes of Kome could be seen, like a cloud lying low 
on the horizon. The road and the meadows, alike under water. 
Jay between us and it, one sheet of silver. The horses entered ; 
they behaved nobly. We proceeded, every moment uncertain if 
the water would not become deep ; but the scene was beautiful, and 
I enjoyed it highly. I have never yet felt afraid, when really in 
the presence of danger, though sometimes in its apprehension. 

At last we entered the gate; the diligence stopping to be ex- 
amined, I walked to the gate of Villa Ludovisi, and saw its rich 
shrubberies of myrtle, so pale and eloquent in the moonlight 

My dear friend, IMadame Ajconati, has shown me generous 
love ; a, Contadina, whom I have known this summer, hardly less. 
Every Sunday she came in her holiday dress, a beautiful corset 
of red silk, richly embroidered, rich petticoat, nice shoes and 
stockings, and handsome coral necklace, oa one arm an immense 
basket of grapes, on the other a pair of live chickens to be eaten 
by me for her sake ("per tmore mio "), and wanted no present, 
no reward : it was, as she said, " for the honor and pleasure of her 
acquaiafance." The old father of the family never met me but 
he took oif Lis hat, and said, " Madame, it is to me a consolation to 
see you." Are there not sweet flowers of affection in life, glorious 
momenta, great thoughts ? Why mast they be so dearly paid for ? 

Many Americans have shown me great and thouglitful kind- 
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nesa, and none more so than William Story and his wife. Tiiey 
are now in Florence, but may return. 1 do not Itnow whellier 
I shall stay here or not : I shall he guided much by the state 
of my health. 

All is quieted now in Eome. Late at night the Pope had to 
yield, but not till the door of his palace was half burned, and his 
confessor killed. This man, Parma, provoked his fate by firing 
on fhe people from a window. It seema the Pope never gave 
order to fire ; his guard acted from a sudden impulse of their 
own. The new ministry chosen are little inclined to accept. It 
is almost impossible for any one to act, unless the Pope is stripped 
of his tempoi-al power, and tlie hour for that is not yet quite 
ripe; though they taUi mote and moie of proclaiming the Re- 
public, and even of calling to Kome mj friend Maazini. 

If I came home at tins moment, I should fee! as if forced to 
leave my own house, mj oivn peopln, and the hour which I had 
always longed for. If I do come in this way, all I can promise- 
is to plague other people as little as possible. My own plans and 
desires will be postponed to another world. 

Do not feel anxious about me. Some higher Power leads me 
through strange, dark, thorny paths, broken at times by glades 
opening down info prospects of sunny beauty, into which I am 
not permitted to enter. If Gk>d disposes for us, it is not for noth- 
ing. This I can say : my heart is in some respects better, it is 
kinder, and more humble. Also, my mental acquisitions have 
certainly been great, however inadequate to my desires. 



TO HER BROTHEK, K. F. FULLER. 

Home, January 18, 3849. 

My dear Eichakd, — With my window open, looking out 
upon St. Peter's, and the glorious Italian sun pouring in, I was 
just thinking of you ; I was just thinking how 1 wished you were 
here, that wo might walk forth and faik togetlicr under the in- 
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fluencc of these magnificent objects. I was tliinking of tlie proc- 
lamation of the Constitutional Assembly here, a measure carried 
by courageous youth in the face of age, sustained by the preju- 
dices of many years, tho ignorance of the people, and all the 
wealth of the country ; yet courageous youth faces not only these, 
but the mast threatening aspect of foreign powers, and dares a 
future of blood and exile to achieve privileges which are our 
American common birthright. I thought of the great interests 
which may in our country be sustEuned without obstacle by every 
able man, — interests of humanity, interests of God. 

I thought of the new prospects of wealth opened to our country- 
mea by the acquisition of New Mexico and California, — the vast 
prospects of our country every way, so that it is itself a vast bless- 
ing to be born an American ; and I thought liow impossible it is 
that one lilte you, of so strong and generous a nature, should, if 
lie can but patiently persevere, be defrauded of a rich, manifold, 
powciful life. 

Tlui'il J eie Jantiiuy25. 

This has been a niosl bLiutitiil dij and I h'tie t^ken a long 
walk out of town. How much I shouH like sometimes to walk 
with you again 1 I went to the church of St. Ixirenzo, one of 
the most ancient in Some, nch in early mosaics, ■»lso with spoils 
from the temples, marblei, ancient sarcophagi ^Mth fine bassi- 
rilievi, and magnificent columns There is a little of eveiything, 
but the medley is harmonized by the i tion of time, and the sen- 
sation induced is that of lepose It has the public cemetery, and 
there lie the bones of many poor, the rich and noble lie in lead 
cofiins in the church vaults of Eome, but St. Lorenzo loved the 
poor. When his foi-menfors insisted on knowing where he had 
hid his riches, — "There,' he aiid, pointing to the crowd of 
wretches who hovered near his bed, compelled io see the tyrants 
of the earth hew do« n the tiee that had nounshed and sheltered 

Amid the crowd ol inexpressive epitaphs, one touched me, 
erected by a son to hi^ fither 'He was,' sajs thi son, "an 
angel of prosperity, ttel mg on ^lod m di tint lunlries with 
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unremitting toil and pain. We owe him all. For his deatli it is 
my only consolation tliat in life I never left his side." 

Returning, I passed the Pretoiian Camp, the Campus Salisetus, 
■where vesials that had broken their vows were buried alive in 
the city whose founder was born from a similar event Such are 
the usual, the frightful inconsistencies of mankind. 

From my windows I see the Barberini palace ; in its chambers 
are the pictures of the Cenci, and the Galatea, so beautilully de- 
scribed by Goethe ; in the gardens are the remains of the tomb 
of Servius TuUius. 

Yesterday as I went forth I saw the house where Keats lived 
in Rome, and where he died ; I saw tlie Casino of Raphael. Re- 
turning, I passed the villa where Goethe lived when in Rome: 
afterwards, the houses of Claude and Poussin. 

Ah what human companionship here ! how everjthing speaks ! 
I live myself in the apartment described in Andersen's " Impi-ovvi- 
satore," which get you, and read a scene of the childhood of An- 
tonio. I have the room, I suppose, indicated as being occupied by 
the Danish sculptor. 



TO THE SAJJE. 

Eumo, MsTOll 17, 1S49. 

I TAKE occasion to enclose this seal, as a little birthday pres- 
ent, for I think you will be twenty-five in May, I liave used it 
agi-eat deal; the design is graceful and expressive,— the stone 
of some little value. 

I live with tlie severest economy consistent with my health. 
I could not live for less anywhere. I have renounced much, have 
suffered more. I trust I shall not find it unpossible to accomplish 
at least one of my designs. This is, to see the end of the politi- 
cal struggle in Italy, and write its history. I think it will come 
to its crisis within this year. But to complete my work as I 
have begun, 1 must watch it to the end. 

This work, if I can accomplish it, will be a worthy chapter in the 
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Lisloiy of the world; and if written with the spirit wliidi breathes 
tlirough me, and with sufficient energy and eahnness to execute 
well the details, would be what the motto on my ring indicates, 
— "a possession for ever, for man'' 

It ought to be profitable to me pecuniarily ; hut in these re- 
spects Fate runs so uniformly counter to me, that I dare not ex- 
pect ever to be free from perplexity and uncongenial labor. Still, 
these will never more be so hard to me, if I shall have done some- 
thing good, which may survive ray troubled existence. Yet it 
would be like the rest, if by ill health, want of means, or being 
driven prematurely from the field of observation, this hope also 
should be blighted. I am prepared to have it so. Only my efforts 
tend to the accomplishment of my object ; and should they not be 
baffled, you will not see me before the summer of 1850. 

Meantime, let the future be what it may, I Jive as well as I 
can in the present. 

Farewell, my dear Richard ; that you may lead a peaceful, 
aspiring, and generous life was ever, and must ever be, the prayer 
from the soul of your sister 

SIargaret. 



UNDAUNTED EOJIE. 

liomo, Maj 6, 1843. 

I URITE jou fiom buundLd Gome The 'Mother of Na- 
tions" iB now it biy against them \\\ Rome was suffering 
bcfoie Thi> misfortunes of ofher legions of Italy, the defeat at 
Kovai a, preconcerted in hope to atuke the last blow at Italiao 
independence, the surrender and pamlul condition of Genoa, the 
monej-diffleulties, — m-^uperable unless the government could 
secure confidence abioad as well as at home, — pievented her 
people fiom flndmg that loolhold for which they were ready. 

The vicillations of Fruice agLlited them, stiH they could not 
heilou Ij belies t hlit nould eit-i act the pirt "^hf hi=. We must 
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say France, because, though many !ionora.ble men have washed 
their hands of alt share in the perfidy, the Assembly voted 
funds to sustain the expedition to Civita Vecchia ; and the nation, 
the army, have remained quieseeat. Ho one was, no one could 
be, deceived as to the scope of this expedition. It was intended 
to restore the Pope to the temporal sovereignty, from which the 
people, by the use of suffrage, had deposed him. No doubt the 
French, in case of success, proposed to temper the triumph of 
Austria and Naples, and stipulaie for conditions that might soothe 
the Romans and make their act less odious. They were proba- 
bly deceived, also, by the representations of Gaeta, and believed 
that a large party, which had been intimidated by the republicans, 
would declare in fiivor of tlie Pope when they found themselves 
likely to be sustained. But this last pretext can in noway avail 
them. They landed at Civila Vecchia, and no one declared for 
the Pope. They mai-ched on Eome. Placards were affixed 
within the walls by hands unknown, calling upon the Papal party 
to rise within the town. Not a soul stirred. The French had 
no excuse left for pretending to believe that the present govern- 
ment was not entirely acceptable to the people. Notwithstand- 
ing, they assail the gates ; they fire upon St. Peter's, and their 
balls pierce the Vatican. They were repulsed, as they deserved, 
retired in quick and shameful defeat, as surely the brave French 
soldiery could not, if they had not been demoralized by the sense 
of what an inlaraous course they were pui-suing. 

France, eager to destroy the last hope of Ilahan emancipation, 
— France, the alguazil of Austria, the soldiers of republican 
France, firing upon republican Eome I If there be angel as 
well as demon powers that interfere in the affairs of men, those 
bullets could scarcely fail to be turned back against their own 
breasts. Yet Roman blood has flowed also ; I saw how it stained 
the walls of the Vatican Gardens on the 80th of April — the first 
anniversary of the appearance of Pius IX.'s loo famous encyclic 
letter. Shall he, shaU any Pope, ever again walk peacefully in 
these gardens ? It seems impossible ! The temporal sovereignty 
of the Popes is virtually destroyed by their shameless, merciless 
measures taken to restore it. The spiritual dominion ultimately 
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falls, too, into irrevocable ruin. What may be the issue at this 
moment, we cannot guess. The French have retired to Civita 
Vecchia, bat whether to reembark or to await reinforcementa, we 
know not. The NeajKilitan force has halted within a few railea 
of the walls ; it is not large, and they are undoubtedly surprised 
at the discomfiture of the French. Perhaps they wait for the 
Austrians, but we do not yet hear that these have entered the 
Eomagca. Meanwhile, Eome is strongly barricaded, and, though 
she cannot stand always against a world ia arms, she means at 
least to do so aa long as possible. Mazzini is at her heitd ; she 
has now a guide " who nnderstands his faith," and all there is of 
a noble spirit will show itself. We all feel very sad, because the 
idea of bombs, barbarously thrown in, and street-fights in Rome, 
is pecuUarly dreadful. Apart from all the blood and anguish 
inevitable at such times, the glories of Art may perish, and man- 
kind be foi-ever despoiled of the most beautiful mheritance. 
Yet I would defend Eome to the last momeaL She must not be 
false to the higher hope that has dawned upon hei She must 
not fall back again into servility and coriuption 

And no one ia willing. The inteifeience of the French has 
roused the weakest to resistance. " Fi-om the Austrians, from 
the Neapolitans," they cried, " we expected this ; but from the 
French — it is too infamous; it cannot be borne;" and they 
all ran to arms and fought nobly. 

The Americans hei-e are not in a pleasant situation. Mr. 
Caas, the Charg^ of the United States, stays here without recog- 
nizing the government. Of course, he holds no position at the 
present moment that can enable him to act for us. Beside, it 
gives us pain that our country, whose policy it justly is to avoid 
armed interference with the aifaira of Europe, should not use a 
moral influence. Rome has, as we did, thrown off a government 
no longer tolerable ; she has made use of the suffrage to form 
another ; she stands on the same basis as ourselves. Mr. Rush 
did us great honor by his ready recognition of a principle as 
represented by the French Provisional Government; had Mr. 
Cass been empowered to do the same, our country would have 
acted nobly, and all that is most truly American in America 
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would have spoken fo sustain tlio sidiened hopes of European 
democracy. But of this more when I write next. 
Who knows what I may have to tell anolher week ? 



TO HEIl KKOTHEE, B. li. FDLLEE. 

Eome, M^y 23, 154 a. 

I DO not write to Eugene yet, becaiife around me is such es- 
cit«ment I cannot settle my mind enough to write a letter good 
for anything. Tlie Neapolitans have been driven back ; but 
the French seem to he amusing vs with a pretence of treaties, 
while wailing for the Austrians to come up. The Austrians 
cannot, I suppose, be more than three days' march fi-om us. I 
feel but little about myself. Such thoughts are merged in indig- 
nation, aud in tlie fears I have that Eome may be bombarded. It 
seems incredible that any nation should be willing to incur the 
infamy of such an act, — an act that may rob posterity of a most 
precious part of ils inheritance; — only so many incredible tilings 
have happened of late. I am witli William Story, his wife and 
uncle. Very kind friends they have been in this straif. They 
are going away, so soon as they can find horses, — going info Ger- 
many. I remain alone in the house, under our flag, almost the 
only American except the Consul aud Ambassador. But Mr. 
Cass, the Envoy, has offered to do anything for me, and I feel at 
liberty fo call on him if I please. 

But enough of tliia. Let us implore of fate another good 
meeting, full and free, whether long or short. Love to dearest 
mother, Arthur, Ellen, Lloyd. Say to all, that, should any acci- 
dent possible to these troubled times transfer me to anolher 
scene of existence, they need not regret it. There must be bet- 
ter worlds than this, where innocent blood is not ruthlessly shed, 
where treason does not so easily triumph, where the greatest and 
best are not crucified. I do not say this in apprehension, but in 
case of accident, you might be glad to keep this last word from 
your sister Maroauet. 
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TO E, W. EMERSON. 

Borne, June 10, ISj^B. 

I JiKCEivED your leltei' amid tlie rouuJ of cannonade and 
musketiy. It wan a terrible battle fought here from the first to 
the last light of day. I could see all its progress from my balcony. 
The Italians fought like lions. It is a truly heroic spirit that ani- 
mates them. They make a stand here for honor and their rights, 
with littie ground for hope that they can resist, now they are bc- 
ti'ayed by France. 

Since the 30th of April, I go almost daily to the hospitals, and 
tliough I Iiave suffered, for I had no idea before how terrible 
gun-shot wounds and wound-fevers ai-e, yet I have taken pleasure, 
and great pleasure, in being with the men. There is scarcely one 
who is not moved by a noble spirit. Many, especially among the 
Lombards, are the flower of the Italian youth. When they begin 
to get better, I carry them books and flowers ; they read, and we 
talk. 

The palace of the Pope, on the Quirinal, is now used for con- 
valescents. In those beautiful gardens I walk with them, one 
with his sling, another with his crutch. The gardener plays off 
all his water-works for the defenders of the country, and gathers 
flowers for me, their friend. 

A day or two since, we sat in the Pope's little pavilion, where 
he used to give private audience. The sun was going gloriously 
down over Monte Mario, where gleamed the white tents of the 
French liglit-horse among the trees. The cannonade was heard 
at intervals. Two brighUeyed boys sat at our feet, and gathered 
up eagerly every word said by the heroes of the day. It was a 
beautiful hour, stolen from the midst of ruin and sorrow, and 
tales were told as full of grace and pathos as in the gardens of 
Boccaccio, only in a very different spirit, — with noble hope for 
e for woman. 
37* 
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Thp young hdies of the family, rery joun^ girla, were fiiled 
With enthusiasm fot the auftenn^, wounded patriots, and they 
Tvi'ihed to go to the hospital, to give then seivice'* Excepting 
the three s-upenntendenta, none but maincd ladie? were per 
mitted to leive there, Vut then service'! were iccepled Their 
go^emeas then wiahed to go too, and, as she could speik sev 
er'il languages, she wts ■wlmilfed to the rooms of the wounded 
soldiei^, to interpret foi them, na the nuiaea knew nothing but 
Italian, '»nd miny of these pooi im,n neie suffenng because 
they could not make then wishes known Somf are Fientli, 
some German"!, many Poles Indeed, I am ifnid it i& too tiuo 
that there UPte comparatively few Eomans among them This 
young lady passed several nights there 

Should I never return, and sometimes I despaii oi doing so it 
beenis «o fir ofi, — so difHeult, I am caught in Buch i net of ties 
here, — if evei you know of my life hete, I think you will only 
wonder at the conatancy with which I have sustained myselt, — 
the degiec of profit to which, amid great difHculties, I hive put 
the time, — at least in the way of oh&er\ation Meanwhile, love 
me all you can. Let me feel that, amid the fearful agitations of 
the world, there are pure hands, with healthful, even pulse, 
stretched out toward me, if I claim their grasp. 

I feel profoundly for Mazzini. At moments I am tempted to 
say, "Cui-sed with eveiy granted prayer," — so cunning is the 
demon. Mazzini has become the inspiring soul of his people. He 
saw Rome, to which all his hopes through life tended, for the first 
time as a Roman citizen, and to become in a few days its i-uler. 
He has animated, he sustains her to a glorious effort, which, if it 
fuils this time, will not in the age. His country will be free. 
Yet to me it would be so dreadful to cause all this bloodshed, — 
to dig the graves of such martyrs ! 

Then, Rome is being destroyed ; her glorious oaks, — her villas, 
haunts of sacred beauty, that seemed the possession of the world 
for ever, — the villa of Raphael, the villa of Albani, home of 
"VVinckelmann and the best expression of the ideal of modem 
Rome, and so many other sanctuaries of beauty, — all must perish, 



by Google 



■ro UliU SISTER, Ml',3. E. K. CHANNING. 439 

lest a foe should level his musket from their shelter. I iwiild 
not, could not ! 

I know not, dear friend, whether I shall ever get home across 
that great ocean, but here in Rome I shall no longer wish to live. 

Rome, my country! could I imagine that the triumph of 
what I held dear was to heap such desolation on thy head ! 

Speaking of the republic, you say, " Do you not wish Italy had 
a great man ? " Mazzini is a great man. In mind, a great, poetic 
statesman ; in heart, a lover ; in action, decisive and fall of re- 
source as Ciesar. Dearly I love Mazziui. He came in, just as 

1 had finished the first letter io you. His soft, radiant look 
makes melancholy music in my soul; it consecrates my present 
life, that, like the Magdalen, I may, at the important hour, shed 
all the consecrated ointment on his head. There is one, Mazzini, 
who understands thee well, — who knew thee no less when an ob- 
ject of popular fear than now of idolatry, — and who, if the pen be 
not held too feebly, 'will help posterity to know thee loo ! 



TO HEB SISTER, MRS. ]:. K. CHANGING. 

itooie, June 19, 1649. 

As was Eve, at first, I suppose every mother is deliglited by 
the birtli of a man-child. There is a hope that he will conquer 
more ill, and effect more good, than is expected fi-om girls. TLis 
prejudice in favor of man does not seem to be destroyed by his 
shoi-tcomings for ages. Still, each mother hopes to find in hers 
an Emanuel. I should like very much to see your children, but 
hardly realize I ever shall. The journey home seems so long, so 
difficult, so expensive. I should really like to lie down here, and 
sleep my way into another sphere of existence, if I could take 
with me one or two that love and need me, and was sure of a 
good haven for them on that other side. 

The world seems to go so strangely wrong ! The bad side 
triumphs ; the blood and tears of the generous flow in vain. I 



by Google 



440 LKTTERg TO TRIENDS AT HOME, 

a t t u J ad] scenes, and suffer for those whom I knew 
not befo e Tho e vhom I knew and loved, — who, if they had 
It umi lied vo Id I a\ e opened for me an easier, broader, higher- 
mouDt ng road — a e every day more and more involved in earthly 
lu n Etern ty s w th us, but there is much darkness and bitter- 
ne-is m th 3 port on of it. A baleful stai' rose on my birth, and 
Its host i ty I fear will never be disarmed while I walk below. 



TO W . H. CHANNISO. 

J,.Iy, 1849. 

I CAMKOT tell you what I endured in leaving Rome, abandon- 
ing the wounded soldiers, — knowing that there is no provision 
made for them, when they rise fi-om the beds where fbey have 
been thrown by a noble courage, and have suffered with a noble 
patience. Some of the poorer men, wLo rise bereft even of the 
right aim, — one having lost both the right arm and the right 
leg, — I could have provided for with a small sum. Could I 
have sold my h^r, or blood from my arm, I would have done it. 
Hadaaj of the rich Americans remained in Kome, they would have 
given it to me ; they helped nobly at first, in the service of tie 
hospitals, when there was far less need ; but they had all gone. 
What would I have g^ven could I but have spoken to one of the 
Lawrences, or the Phiilipses 1 They could and would have saved 
tliis misery. These poor men are left helpless in the power of a 
mean and vindictive foe. You felt so oppressed in the Slave 
States ; imagine what I felt at seeing all the noblest youth, ail 
llie genius of this dear land, again enslaved ! 



TO HUE MOTHER. 

Floreuos, February 6, 1850. 

Dearest Mothee, — After receiving your letter of October. 
I wiswered immediately ; but as Kichard mentions, in one dated 
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TO IIEU MOTHER. ,J4I 

December 4ili, that jou tavo not heard, I am afrniJ, by some 
post-office mistake, it went into the mail-bag of some sail-sliip, 
instead of steamer, bo you were very long witfiout hearing. I 
regret it the more, as I wanted so much to respond fuliy to 
your letter, — so lovely, so generous, and which, of all your acts 
of love, was perhaps the one most needed by me, and which has 
touched me the most deeply. 

I gave you in that a flattering picture of our life. And those 
pleasant days lasted till the middle of December; but then 
came on a cold unknown to Italy, and which has lasted ever since. 
As the apartments were not prepared for such weather, we suf- 
fered a good deal. Besides, both Ossoli and myself were taken 
ill at New-Tear'a time, and were not quite well again, all Janu- 
ary : now we are quite well. The weather begins to soften, 
though still cloudy, damp, and chilly, so tliat poor baby can go out 
very little ; on that account he does not grow so fast, and gets 
troublesome by evening, as he tires of being shut up in two or 
three little rooms, where he has examined every object hundreds 
of times. He is always pointing lo the door. He suffers much 
with chilblains, as do other children bei-e ; however, he is, 
with that exception, in the best health, and is a great part of the 
time very gay, laughing and dancing in the nurse-maid's arras, 
and trying to sing and drum, in imitation of the bands, which play 
a great d al n h Pa i. 

Noth p al h 1 ippened to me. The uninhabitableness 
ofthe r m -Bh I had expected to write, and the need of 
using ou I ttle d om, the only one iu which is a stove, for 

dressing baby tak n caie of him, eating, and receiving visits and 
message 1 j ted my writing for six or seven weeks past. 

la the evening, when baby went to bed, about eight, I began to 
have time, but was generally too tired to do anythmg but read. 
The foar houi-s, however, from nme till one, beside tlie bright 
little fire, have been very pleasant. I have thought of you a 
great deal, remembering how you suffer from coJd in the winter, 
and hope you are in a warm, comfortable house, have pleasant 
books to read, and some pleasant friends to see. One does not 
want many ; only a few bright faces to look in now and then, and 
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help thaw the ice with little rills of genial 
fewer of these than at Rome, — but still several. 

Horace Sumner, youngest son of father's friend, BIr. Charles 
P, Sumnei', lives near us, and comes every evening to read a little 
while with Ossoli. He has solid good in his heart and mind. We 
have a true regard for him, and he has shown true and steadfast 
sympathy for us; when I am ill or in a hurry, he helps me like 
a brother. Ossoli and Sumner exchange some iasfvuction in 
English and Italian. 



My sister's last letter from Europe is full of solemnity, and evi- 
dences her clear conviction of the perils of the voyage across the 
Ireacherous ocean. It is a leave-taking, dearly cherished now by 
the mother to whom it was addressed, the kindred of whom she 
speaks, aad by those other kindred, — those who in spirit felt near 
to and loved her. It ia as follows : — ■ 

Floreiwe, Jffty 14, 1S;;0. 

"Dear Mother, — -I will believe I shall be welcome wiih 
my treasures, — my husband and child. For me, ,1 long so 
much to see you ! Should anytJiing hinder our meeting upon 
earth, think of your daughter, as one who alwaj-s wished, at least, 
to do her duty, and who always cherished you, according aa her 
mind opened to discover excellence. 

" Give dear love, too, to my brothers ; and first to my eldest, 
fmthful fi'iend, Eugene ; a sister's love to Ellen ; love to my kind 
good aunts, and to my dear cousin E. God bless them ! 

"I hope we shall be able to pass some time together yet, in 
this world. But if God decrees otherwise, — hcvu and here- 
4FTEE, my dearest mother, 

" Tour loving child, 

"MAIiSAIiET." 
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PATLT IV. 



HOMEWARD VOYAGE, AND MEMORIALS. 



It seems proper that some account of the sad close of Madame 
Ossoli's earthly joitrneyings should be embodied in this volume 
recording her travels. But a brother's hand trembles even now and 
cannot write it. Noble, heroic, unselflsli, Okristian was that death, 
even as had been her life ; but its outward circumstances were too 
painful for my pen to describe. Nor needs il, — for a scene like 
that must have impressed itself indelibly on those who witnessed 
it, and accurate and vivid have been their narratives. The Me- 
moirs of my sister contain a most faithful description ; but as they 
are accessible to all, and I trust will be read by all who have read 
this volume, I have chosen rather to give the accounts somewhat 
condensed which appeared in the New York Tribune at the time 
of the calamity. The first is from tlie pen of Bayard Taylor, who 
visited the scene on the day succeeding the wreck, and desorities 
the appearance of the shore and the remains of the veeseL This 
is followed by the narrative of Mrs. Hasty, wife of the captain, 
herself a participant in the scene, and so overwhelmed by grief 
at her husband's loss, and that of friends she had learned so 
much fo value, that she has since faded from this life. A true 
and noble woman, her account deserves to be remembered. The 
third article is from the pen of Horace Gireeley, my sister's ever- 
vaiued friend. Several poems, suggested by this scene, written by 
those in the Old World and New who loved and honored Madame 
Ossoli, are also inserted here. The respect they testify for the 
departed is soothing to the hearts of kindred, and to the many who 
love and cherish the memory of Mai^aret Fuller. — Ed. 
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LETTER OF BAYAKD TAYLOE. 

Fire Islsnd, Tuesday, July 23. 
To THE Editoks of the TumiisE; — 

I reached the house of Mr. Smith Oakes, about one mile from 
the spot where the Elizabeth was wrecked, at three o'clock this 
morning. The boat in which I set out last night from Babylon, 
to cross the bay, was seven hours making the passage. On 
landing among the sand-hills, Mr. Oakes admitted me into hia 
house, and gave me a place of rest for the remaining two or three 
hours of the night. 

This morning I visited the wreck, traversed the beach for some 
extent on both sides, and collected all the particulars that are now 
likely to be obtained, relative to the closing scenes of this tei-rible 
disaster. The sand is strewn for a distance of three or four miles 
with fragments of planks, spars, boxes, and the merchandise with 
which the vessel was laden. "With the exception of a piece of her 
broadside, which floated to the shore intact, all the timbers have 
been so chopped and broken by the sea, that scarcely a stick of 
ten feet in length can be found. In front of the wreck these frag- 
ments are piled up along high-water mark to the height of several 
feet, while farther in among the sand-hills are scattered casks of 
almonds stove in, and their contents mixed with the sand, sacks of 
juniper-berries, oil-flasks, Sec. About half the hull remains under 
water, not more than fifty yards from the shore. The spars and 
rigging belonging to the foremast, with part of the mast itself, are 
still attached to the ruins, surgmg over them at every swell. Mr. 
Jonatlian Smith, the agent of the underwriters, intended to have 
the surf-boat launched this morning, for the purpose of cutting 
away the rigging and ascertaining how the wredf lies ; but the 
sea is still too high. 

From what I can learn, the loss of the Elizabeth is mainly to 
be attributed to the inexperience of the mate, Mr. H. P. Bangs, 
who acted as captain after leaving Gibraltar. By his own state- 
ment, he supposed he was 50mc«]iei-e between Cape May and 
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Bamegat, on Thursday evening. The vessel was consequently 
running northward, and struck head on. At the second thump, a 
hole was broken in her side, the seas poured through and over 
her, and she began going to pieces. This happened at ten minutes 
before four o'clock. The passengers were roused from their sleep 
by the shock, and hun-ied out of the cabin in their nighl-clothes, 
to take refuge on the forecastle, which was the least exposed pai-t 
of the vessel. They succeeded with great difficulty ; Mrs. Hasty, 
the widow of the late captain, fell into a halehway, from which 
she was draped by a sailor who seized her by the hair. 

The swells increased continually, and the danger of the vessel 
^vicg way induced several of the sailors to commit themselves to 
the waves. Previous to this they divested themselves of their 
clothes, which they tied to pieces of plank and sent ashore. These 
were immediately seized upon by the beach pirates, and never 
afterward recovered. The carpenter cut loose some planks and 
spars, and upon one of these Madame Ossoli was advised to trust 
herself, the captain promising to go in advance, with her boy. 
She refused, saying that she had no wish to live without the child, 
and would not, at that hour, give the care of it to another. Mrs. 
Hasty (hen took hold of a plank, in company with the second 
mate, Mr, Davis, through whose assistance she landed safely, 
though terribly bruised hy the floating timber. The captain 
clung to a hatch, and was washed ashore insensible, where he 
was resusdtated by the efforts of Mr. Oakes and several others, 
who were by this time collected on the beach. Most of the men 
were entirely destitute of clotliing, and some, who were exhausted 
and ready to let go their hold, were saved by the islanders, who 
ivent into the surf with lines about their wmsta, and caught them. 
The young Italian girl, Celesta Pai-dena, who was bound for 
New York, where she had already lived in the family of Henry 
Peters Gray, the artist, was at first greatly alarmed, and uttered 
the most piercing screams. By the exertions of the Ossolis she 
was quieted, and apparently resigned to her fate. The passen- 
gers recondled themselves to the idea of death. At the proposal 
of the Marquis Ossoli some time was spent in prayer, after which 
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all sat down ciilmly to await the parting of the vessel. Tlie Mar- 
chioness Ossoli was entrealed by the sailoi's to leave the vessel, or 
■ at least to trust her child to them, hut she steadily refused. 

Early in tlie morning some men had been sent to the light- 
house for the life-hoat which is kept there. Although fliis is but 
two miles distant, the boat did not arrive till about one o'clock, 
by which time tlie gale had so increased, and the swelb were so 
high and terrific, that it was impossible to make any use of it. A 
mortar was also brought for tlie purpose of firing a line over the 
vessel, to stretch a hawser between it and the shore. The mortar 
was statioaed on the lee of a hillock, about a hundred and fifty 
i-ods from the wreck, that the powder might be kept dry. It was 
fired five times, but failed lo carry a line more than half the neces- 
sary distance. Just before the forecastle sunk, the remaining 
sailors determined to leave. 

The sfewai'd, with whom the child had always been a great fa- 
vorite, took it, almost by main force, and plunged with it into the 
sea ; neither reached the shore alive. The Marquis Ossoli was 
soon afterwards washed away, but his wife remained in ignorance 
of his fate. The cook, who was the last person that reached the 
shore alive, said that the last words he heard her speak were; 
"I see nothing but death before me, — I shall never reach the 
shore." It was between two and thi-ee o'clock in tlie afternoon, 
and after lingering for about ten hours, exposed to the mountain- 
ous surf that swept over the vessel, with the contemplation of 
death constantly forced upon her mind, she was finally over- 
whelmed as the foremast fell. It is supposed that her body and 
that of her husband are still buried under the ruins of the vessel. 
Mr. Horace Sumner, who jumped overboard early in the morning, 
was never seen afterwards. 

The dead bodies that were washed on shore were ten-ibly 
bruised and mangled. That of the young Italian girl was en- 
closed in a rough box, and buried in the sand, together witli those 
of tlie sailors. Mrs. Hasty had by this time found a place of 
shelter at Mr. Oakes's house, and at her request the body of the 
boy, Angelo Eugene Ossoli, was earned thither, and kept for a 
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day previous to intermeat. The sailors, who had all formed a 
strong attachment to him during the voyage, wept like children 
when they saw him. There was some difficulty in finding a cof- 
fin when the time of burial came, whereupon they took one of 
their chests, knocked out the tills, laid the body carefully inside, 
locked and nailed down the lid. He was buried in a little nook 
between two of the sand-hiila, some distance from the sea. 

The same afternoon a trunk belonging to the Majchioncss 
Osaoli came to shore, and was fortunately secured before the pi- 
rates had an opportunity pf purloining it. Mrs. Hasty informs 
me that it contained several large packages of manuscripts, which 
she dried carefully by the flre. I have therefore a strong hope 
fJiat the work on Italy will be entirely recovered. In a pile of 
soaked papers near the door, I found flies of the Democratie Pa- 
c!^g«e and Tl Nasdonale of Florence, as well as sevei-al of Maz- 
aiui's pamphlets, which I have preserved. 

An attempt will probably be made to-moiTow to reach the wreck 
with the surf-boat. Judging from its position and the known depth 
of the water, I should think the recovery, not only of the bodies, 
if they are still remaining there, but also of Powera's statue and 
the blocks of rough Carrara, quite practicable, if there should be a 
sufficiency of still weather. There are about a hundred and flily 
tons of marble under the ruins. The paintings, belonging to 
Mr. Aspinwall, which were washed ashore in hoses, and might 
have been saved had any one been on the spot to care for them, 
are for the most part utterly destroyed. Those which were least 
injured by the sea-water were cut from the frames and carried off 
by the pirates ; the frames were broken in pieces, and scattered 
along the beach. This morning I found several shreds of canvas, 
evidently more than a century old, half buried in the sand. All 
the silk, Leghorn braid, hats, wool, oil, almonds, and other articles 
contained in the vessel, were carried off as soon as they came to 
land. On Sunday there were nearly a thousand persons here, 
from all paj-ts of the coast between Eoekaway and Moufauk, and 
more than half of them were engaged in secreting and carrying 
off everything that seemed to bo of value. 
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The two bodies found yesterday were those of sailors. All 
liave now come to land but those of tie Ossolis and Horace Sum- 
ner. If not found in the wreck, they will be cast ashore to the 
westward of this, as the current has set in that direction since the 
gale. 

YoTii-s, &c. 



THE WRECK OP HIE ELIZABETH. 

From a conversation with Mrs. Hasty, widow of the captain 
of the iii-fated Elizabeth, we gather the following particulars of 
her voyage and its melancholy termination. 

We have already slated that Captain Hasty was prostrated, 
eight days after leaving Leghorn, by a disease which was re- 
garded and treated as fever, but wliich ultimately exhibited itself 
as small-pox of the most roalignant type. He died of it just as 
the vessel reached Gibraltar, and his remains were committed to 
the deep. After a short detention in quarantine, the Elizabeth 
resumed her voyage on the 8th ulfimo, and was long baffled by ad- 
verse winds. Two days from Gibraltar, the terrible disease which 
had proved fatal to the captain attacked the child of the Ossolis, 
a beautiful boy of two year^, and for many days his recovery was 
regarded as hopeless. His ejes weie completely closed for five 
days, his head deprived of all shape, and his whole person cov- 
ered with pustules ; yet, through the devoted attenlion of his 
parents and tiieir frienda, he sumved, and at length gradually 
recovered. Only a few scars And red spots remained on his face 
and body, and tliese were disappearing, to the great joy of his 
mother, who felt solicitous that his rare beauty should not be 
mari-ed at his first meeting with those she loved, and especiaOy 
her mother. 

At length, after a month of slow progress, the wind shifted, and 
blew sti-ongly from the southwest for several days, sweeping them 
rapidly on tlieir course, until, on Thursday evening kst, they 
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knew that tliey were near the end of their voyage. Theh- trunks 
wore brought up and repacked, in anticipation of a speedy arrival 
in port. Meantime, the breeze gradually swelled to a gale, which 
became decided about nine o'clock on that evening. But their ship 
waa new and sti-ong, and all reiired to rest as usual. They were 
running west, and supposed themselves about sixty miles ferther 
south than they actually were. By their reckoning, they would 
be just off the harbor of New York next morning. About half 
past two o'clock, Mr. Bangs, the mate in command, took soundings, 
and reported twenty^one fathoms. He said that depth insured 
their safety till daylight^ and turned in again. Of course, all was 
thick around the vessel, and the storm howling fiercely. One 
hour afterward, the ship struck with gi-eat violence, and in a mo- 
ment was fast aground. She was a stout brig of 631 tons, five 
years old, heavily laden witii marble, &&, and drawing seventeen 
feet water. Had she been light, she might have floated over the 
bar into twenty feet water, and all on board could have been 
saved. She struck rather sidewise than bows on, canted on her 
side and stuck fast, the mad waves making a clear sweep over 
her, pouring down into the cabin through the skylight, which was 
destroyed. One side of the cabin was immediately and perma^ 
nently under water, the other frequently drenched. The passen- 
gers, who were all up in a moment, chose the most sheltered 
positions, and there remained, cahn, earnest, and resigned to any 
fate, for a long three hours. No land was yet visible; tbey knew 
not where they were, but they knew that then- chance of sur- 
viving was smaU indeed. When the coast was first visible 
tlirough the driving storm in the gray light of morning, the sand- 
hills were mistaken for rocks, which made the prospect still more 
dismal. The yonng Ossoli cried a little with discomfort and fiight, 
but was soon hushed to sleep. Our friend Margaret had two life- 
preservers, but one of them proved unfit for use. All the boats 
had been smashed in pieces or lorn away soon after the vessel 
Btruck; and it would have been madness to launch them in 
the dark, if it had been possible to launch them at all, with the 
waves charging over the wreck every momcnf, A snilor, soon after 
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lights took Madame Ossoli'a serviceable life-preserver and swatn 
ashore with it, in quest of aid for thoso left on board, and arrived 
safe, but of course could not return his means of deliverance. 

By 7 A. M. it became evident that the cabin must soon go to 
pieces, and indeed it was scarcely tenantable then. The crew 
were collected in the forecastle, which was stronger and less ex- 
posed, the vessel having settled by the stern, and the sailors had 
been repeatedly ordered to go aft and help the passengers for- 
ward, but the peril was so great that none obeyed. At length 
the second mate, Davis, went himself, and accompanied the 
Italian ^rl, Celesta Pai-dena, safely to the forecastle, though with 
great difficulty. JIadame Ossoli went next, and had a narrow 
escape from being washed away, hut got over. Her child was 
placed in a bag tied around a sailor's neck, and thus carried 
safely. Marquis Ossoli and the rest followed, each convoyed by 
the mate or one of the sailors. 

All being collected in the forecastle, it was evident that their 
position was still most perilous, and that the ship could not much 
longer hold together. The women were urged to try fii-st the 
experiment of taking each a plank and committing themselves to 
the waves. Madame Ossoli refused thus to be separated froai her 
husband and child. She had from the first expressed a willing- 
ness to live or die with them, but not to live without them. Mrs. 
Hasty was the firet to try the plank, and, though the struggle 
was for some time a doubtful one, did finally reach the shore, 
utterly exhausted. There was a strong current setting to the 
westward, so that, though the wreck lay but a quarter of a mile 
from the shore, she landed three fourths of a mile distant. No 
ofher woman, and no passenger, survives, though seveml of the 
crew came ashore after she did, in a similar manner. The last 
who came reports that the child had been washed away from tlie 
man who held it before the ship broke up, that Ossoli had in 
like manner been washed from the foremast, to which he was 
clinging; but, in the horror of the moment, Margaret never 
learned tliat those she so clung to had preceded her to the 
spirit land. Those who remained of the crew had just persuaded 
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her to trust herself to a plaiik, in the belief that Ossoll and their 
child had already started for tlie shore, when just as she was 
stepping down, a great wave broke over the vessel and swept her 
into the boiling deep. She never rose again. The ship broke 
up soon after (about 10 A. M, Mi's. Hasty says, instead of the 
later hour previously repoi-ted) ; but both males and most of the 
crew got on one fragment or another. It was supposed that 
those of tbem who were drowned were struck by floating spars or 
planks, and thus stunned or disabled so as to preclude all chance 
of their rescue. 

We do not know at the time of this writing whether the manu- 
script of our friend's work on Italy and her late struggles has 
been saved. We fear it haa not been. One of her trunks is 
known to h b 1 h t 11 1 't tained a good many 

papers, Mrs Ha. tj 1 h tl t th ant among tliem. The 
author had th h 11 1 nt tl work, had enjoyed 

the fullest pp t t f b at was herself a partaker in 
the galLont h h fit ^1 whi h haa redeemed the 

name of Rom f m tl 1 t f 1 tl rvUity, and coward- 

ice, was th int mate f d n 1 mpat t of the Kepublican 
leaders, and bette fitted th a y I to refute the calum- 

nies and faL b d w h 1 h tl m have been blackened 

by the champ f to t rd tl ughout the civilized 

world. W n t f ! h p th t h work on Italy has 

been saved 11 t b 1 



The following is a complete list of tlic perse 
wreck of (he ship Elizabeth : — 

Giovanni, Marquis Ossoli. 
Margaret Fuller Ossoli. 
Their child, Eugene Angelo Ossoli. 
Celesta Pardeca, of Borne. 
Horace Sumner, of Boston. 
George Sanford, seaman (Swede). 
Heniy Westervelt, seam 
George Bates, steward. 
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DEATH OF MARGARET FULLER. 

A GBEAT soul has passed from this mortal stage of being bj 
tho death of Margaket Fuller, by marriage Marchioness Os- 
Boli, who, with her husband and child, Mr. Hoi-ac« Sumner of 
Boston,* and others, was drowned in the wreck of the brig Eliz- 
abeth from Leghorn for this port, on the south shore of Long 
Island, near Fire Island, on Friday afternoon last; No pas- 
senger survives to t«ll the story of that DJght of horrors, whose 
fury appalled many of our snugly sheltered citizens reposing se- 
curely in their beds. We can adequately realize what it must 
have been to voyagers approaching our coast from the Old World, 
on vessels helplessly exposed to the rage of that wild southwest- 
em gale, and seeing in the long and anxiously expected land of 
their youth and their love only an aggravation of their perils, a 
death-blow to their hopes, an assurance of their temporal doom ! 

Margaret Fuller was the daughter of Hon. Timothy Fuller, a 
lawyer of Boston, but nearly all his life a resident of Cambridge, 
and a Representative of the Middlessex District in Congress from 
1817 to 1825, Mr. Fuller, upon his retirement from Congress, 
purchased a farm at some distance from Boston, and abandoned 
law for agriculture, soon after which he died. His widow and 
six children still survive. 



* HonwM Sumner, one of the victims of the kmentabla wreck of the ElUaboth, 
was the youngest son of the late Hon. Chnrlea P. Sumner, of Boston, for many 
years Sheriff of Snfiblk County, and the hrothec of George Sumner, Esq., the 
distinguished American writer, Dqwre3iden6 at Paris, and of Hon. Chariea Sum- 
ner of Boston, who is well known for his legal and literary eminence throughout 
the country. He was about twenty-four years of aga, and had been aliroad fbr 
nearly a year, tmTellhig in the South of Europe for the benefit of his health. The 
past winter was spent by him chiefly in FlorancH, where ha was on terms o( 
familiar intimacy with the Marquis and Marchioness Ossoli, and was induced 
lo take passage in the same vessel witli them for his ratnrn to his native land. 
Kb was a young man of Bingnlar modesty of deportment, of nn original turn of 
mind, and greatly endeared to his friends by tlie swootnoas of his disposition and 
the purity of his character. 
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Margaret, if wo mistake not, was the first-bora, and from :l very 
early age evinced the possession of remarkable intellectual pow- 
ers. Her father regarded her with a proud admiration, and was 
from childhood her chief instructor, guide, companion, and friend- 
He committed the too common error of stimulating her intellect 
to an assiduity and peraistency of effort which severely taxed and 
ultimately injured her physical powers.* At eight years of age 
he was accustomed to require of her the composition of a number 
of Latin verses per day, while her studies in philosophy, history, 
general science, and current literature were in alter years ex- 
tensive and profound. After her fatiier's death, she applied her- 
self to teaching as a vocation, first in Boston, then in Providence, 
and afterward in Boston again, where her " Conversations " were 
for several seasons attended by classes of women, some of them 
married, and including many from the beat ftimilies of the " AJneri- 
can Athens." 

In the autumn of 1844, she accepted an invitation fo take part 
in the conduct of the Tribune, with especial reference to the de- 
partment of Reviews and Criticism on cuiTent Literature, Art, 
Music, &c. ; a position ivhichshe filled for neai'ly two years, — how 
eminently, our readers well know. Her reviews of Longfellow's 
Poems, Wesley's Memoirs, Poe's Poems, Bailey's " Festus," 
Douglas's Life, &c. must yet be remembered by many. She had 
previously found " fit audience, though few," for a series of re- 
markable papers on " The Great Musicians," " Lord Herbert of 
Cherhuiy," " Woman," &&, Sec, in " The Dial," a quarterly of 
remarkable breadth and vigor, of which she was at first co-editor 
wifh lialph Waldo Emerson, but which was afterward edited by 
him only, though she continued a contributor to its pages. In 1 843, 
she accompanied some friends oa a tour via Mii^ara, Detroit, and 
Mackinac to Chicago, and across the prmries of Illinois, and her 

* I think this opinion Bomawhut erroneous, for reaEOns which I have nlreailjr 
pven Iq Iha adit!on recently pnbUshed of Woman in the Nineteenth Century. 
The reader is referred to page S62 of that work, and also to page 38, where I !ie- 
liBTB my sister personified herself under the name of Miranda, and stated olenrlj 
nnd justly the relation which exist&l between her father and herself. — Ed. 
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resuUiiig volume, entitled " Summer on tlic Lakes," is one of the 
best works in this department ever issued from the American 
press. It was too good to be widely and instantly popular. Her 
"Woman in tlie Nineteenth Century" — an extension of her 
essay in the Dial — was published by us early in 1845, and a 
moderate edition sold. The next year, a selection from her " Pa- 
pers oa Literature and Art" was issued by Wiley and Putnam, in 
two fair volumes of their " Library of American Boots." We 
believe the original edition was nearly or quite exhausted, but a 
second has not been called for, while books nowise comparable to 
it for strength or worth have run through half a dozen editions." 
These " Papers" embody some of her best contributions to the 
Dial, the Tribune, and perhaps one or two which had not ajf- 
peared in either. 

In the summer of 1845, Miss Fuller accompanied the family of 
a devoted friend to Europe, vibitiag England, Scotland, Frani^, 
and passing through Italy to Eome, where they spent the ensuing 
winter. She accompanied her friends next spring to the North of 
Italy, and there stopped, spending most of the summer at Florence, 
and returning at the approach of winter to Home, where she was 
soon after married to Giovanni, Marquis Ossoli, who had made 
her acquaintance dui'ing her first winter in the Eternal City. 
They have since resided in the Koman States until the last sum- 
mer, after the surrender of Eome to the French army of assassins 
of liberty, when they deemed it expedient to migrate to Florence, 
both having taken an active part in the Eepublican movement 
wiiicli resulted so disastrously, — nay, of which the ultimate re- 
sult is yet to he witnessed. Thence in June they departed and 
set sail at Leghorn for this port, in the Philadelphia brig Eliza- 
beth, which was doomed to encounter a succession of disasters. 
They had not been many days at sea when the captain was pros- 
trated by a disease which ultimately exhibited itself as confluent 
sniall-pox of the most malignant type, and terminated his life 
soon after they touched at Gibraltar, after a sickness of intense 

« A aecond etlitiou has Einco been publislif^d, —Ed. 
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agony and loathsome horror. The vessel was detained some days 
in quarandoe by reason of this affliction, but finally set sail again 
on the 8th ullimo, just in season to bring her on our coast on tlie 
fearful night between Thursday and Friday last, when darkness, 
rain, and a terrific gale fi-om the southwest (the most dangerous 
quarter possible), conspired to hurl her into the very jaws of de- 
struction. It is said, but we know not how truly, tiiat tie mate 
in command since the captmn's death mistook the Fire Island 
light for that on the Highlands of Neversink, and so fatally mis- 
calculated his course ; but it is hardly probable that any other 
than a firet-clasa, fully manned ship could have worked off that 
coast under such a gale, blowing him directly toward the roaring 
breakers. She struck during the night, and before the next even- 
ing the Elizabeth was a mass of drilling sticks and planks, while 
her passengers and part of her crew were buried in the boiling 
surges. Alas that our gifted friend, and those nearest to and 
most loved by her, should have been among them ! 

We trust a new, compact, and cheap edition or selection of 
Mai^ret Fuller's writings will soon be ^ven to the public, pref- 
aced by a Memoir. It were a shame to ua if one so radiantly 
lofty in intellect, so devoted to human liberty and well-being, so 
ready to dare and 1o endure for the upraising of her sex and her 
rac«, should perish from among us, and leave no memento less im- 
perfect and casual than those we now have. We trust the more 
immediate relatives of our departed friend will lose no time in 
selecting the fittest person to prepare a Memoir, with a selection 
from her writings, for the press.* America has produced no 
woman who in mental endowments and acquirements has sur- 
passed Margaret Fuller, and it will be a public misfortune if her 
thoughts are not promptly and acceptably embodied. 

* The reHdar is awtiw Uiat such a Memoir has sinca baen published, mid that 
several of her works have bean republished likewise. 1 tnist sonii to publish n 
volnme ofMadame Ossoll's Miscallaneoua Writings. — En. 
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MAEGAEET FULLER OSSOLl. 



O STILL sweet summer days ! moonlight niglits ! 
After so drear a storm how can ye shine ? 
smiling world of maay-hued delights, 
How canst thou 'round our sad hearts sdll entwine 
The accustomed wreaths of pleasure ? How, O Day, 
Wakest thou so ful] of beauty ? Twilight deep, 
How diest thou so tranquilly away ? 
And how, O Nighty bring'st thou the sphere of sleep ? 
For she is gone from us, — gone, lost for ever, — 
In the wild billows swallowed up and lost, — 
Gone, full of love, life, hope, and high endeavor, 
Just when we would have welcomed her the most. 

Was it for this, O woman, true and pure ! 

That life through shade and light had formed thy mind 

To feel, imagine, reason, and endure, — 

To soar for truth, to labor for mankind ? 

Was it for this sad end thou didst bear thy part 

In deeds and words for stru^Iing Italy, — 

Devoting thy lai^e mind and larger heart 

That Rome in later days might yet be fi'ee ? 

And, from that home driven out by tyranny. 

Didst turn to see thy fetherland once more, 

Bearing affection's dearest ties with thee ; 

And as the vessel bore thee to our shore, 

And hope rose to fulfilment, — oa the deck, 

When friends seemed almost beckoning unlo thee ; 

O God I the fearful storm, — the splitting wreck, — 

The drowning billows of the dreary sea ! 
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0, many a heart was stricken dumb wiLh grief! 

"We who had known thee here, — had met thee (here 

Where Rome threw golden light on every leaf 

Life's volume turned in that enchanted air, — 

O friend ! how we recall the Italian days 

Amid the Cassar's ruined palace halls, — 

The Coliseum, and the frescoed hlaze 

Of proud St. Peter's dome, — the Sisiine walls,— 

The lone Campagna and the village green, — 

The Vatican, — the music and dim light 

Of gorgeous temples, — statues, pictures, seen 

With thee : those sunny days return so bright, 

Now thou art gone ! Thou hast a fairer world 

Tlian that bright clime. The dreams that filled thee here 

Now find divine completion, and, unfurled 

Thy spirit-wings, find out their own high sphere. 

Farewell! thought-gifted, noble-hearted one ! 

We, who have known thee, know thou art not lost ; 

The star that set in storms still shines upon 

The o'ershadowing cloud, and, when we sorroir most. 

In the blue spaces of God's firmament 

Beams out with purer light than we have known. 

Above the tempest and the wild lament 

Of those who weep the radiance that is flown. 
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THE DEATH OF MARGARET FULLER OSSOLl 



O Italy ! amid tty scenes of blood, 

She acted long a woman's noble part ! 
Soothing the dying of thy sons, proud Rome ! 

Till thou wert bowed, city of her heart I 
When thou liadst fallen, joy no longer flowed 

In the rich sunlight of thy heaven ; 
And from thy glorious domes and shrines of art. 

No quickening impulse to her life was given. 

From the deep shadow of thy cypress hills, 

From the soft beauty of thy classic plains, 
The noble-hearted, with her Measures, turned 

To the far land where Freedom proudly reigns. 
After the rocking of long years of storms, 

Her weary spirit looted and longed for rest ; 
Pictures of home, of loved and kindred forms. 

Hose warm and life-lite in her aching breast. 

But the wild ocean rolled befoi-e her home ; 

And, listening long unio its fearful moan. 
She Itought of myriads who had found their rest 

Down in its caverns, silent, deep, and lone. 
Then rose the prayer within her heart of hearts, 

With the dart phantoms of a coming grief, 
That " Nino, Ossoli, and I may go 

Together, — that the anguish may be brief." 

The bark spread out her pennons proud and free. 
The sunbeams frolicked with the wanton waves ; 

Smiled through the long, long days the summer sea. 
And sung sweet requiems o'er her sunken graves. 
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E'en then the shadow of tlie fearful King 

Hung deep and darkening o'er the fated bai'k; 

Suffering and death and anguish reigned, ere came 
Hope's weary dove back to the longing ark. 

Thia was the morning lo the night of woe ; 

WheQ the grim Ocean, in his fiercest wj-ath, 
Held fearfiil contest with the god of storms, 

Who lashed the waves with death upon his path. 
night of agony 1 O awful mom, 

That oped on such a scene thy sullen eyes ! 
The shattered ship, — those wrecked and broken hearts, 

"Who only prayed, " Togefhm- let vs die." 

"Was this thy greeting longed for, Margaret, 

In the high noontide of thy lofty pride ? 
The welcome sighed for, in thine hours of grief, 

When pride had fled and hope in thee had died ? 
Twelve hours' communion with the Terror-King ! 

No wandering hope to give the heart relief! 
And yet thy prayer was heard, — the cold waves wrapt 

Those forms " together," and the woe Was " brief." 

Thus closed thy day in darkness and in tears ; 

Thus waned a life, alas ! too full of pain ; 
But O thou noble woman ! thy brief life. 

Though full of sorrows, was not lived in vain. 
No more a pilgrim o'er a weary waste. 

With light ineffable thy mind is crowned ; 
Heaven's richest lore is thine own heritage ; 

All height is gmned, thy "kingdom" now is found. 
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TO THE MEMORY OF MARGARET FULLER. 



We hailed thee, Mni'garef, fi-oni the sea. 

We hailed thee o'er the wave, 
And little thought, in greeting thee. 

Thy home would be a grave. 

We bleat thee in thy laurel crown, 

And in the myrtle's aheen, — 
Rejoiced thy noble wortli to own. 

Still joy, our tears between. 

We hoped that many a happy year 

Would bless thy coming feet ; 
And thy bright fame grow brighter here, 

By Fatherland made sweet. 

Gione, gone ! with all thy glorious thought, - 

Gone with thy waking life, — 
With the green chaplet Fame had wrought,- 

The joy of Mother, Wife. 

Oh ! who shall dare thy harp to take. 

And pour upon the air 
The clear, calm music, tiat should wako 

The heart to love and prayer I 

The lip, all eloquent, is stilled 

And silent with ita trust, — 
The heart, with Woman's greatness filled, 

Must crumble to the dust : 

But from thy (jrmi heart we will take 
New coui'age for t5ie stiife ; 
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SLEEP SWEETLY, GENTLli CHILD. 

From petty ills our bondage break. 
And labor with new life. 

Wake up, in darkness though it be, 

To better truth and light ; 
Patient in toil, aa we saw thee, 

In searching for the light; 

And mindless of the scorn it brings, 

For 't is in desert land 
That angels come with sheltering wingB 

To lead ua by the hand. 

Courageous one ! thou art not lost, 
Though sleeping in, the wave; 

Upon its chainless billows tost. 
For thee is fitting grave. 



SLEEP SWEETLY, GENTLE CHILD.* 

(The only child of the Jfaieliioness Ossoli, well known as Mnrgaret Foller, is 
buiiod in the Valley Cemetery, at Mancheattr, N. H. There is always a vase of 
flowersplBcedneorthegrave, tind a marble alsib, with a cross and lily sculptured 
npon it, bears this insoripljon; " In Memory of Angelo Eugena Philip Oeaoli, who 
was born at Rieti, in Italy, Bth Saptember, 1843, and perished by shipwreck off 
Fire Island, -with both hia parents, GioTanni Angelo and Mitfgaret Fuller Osjoli, 
ontheI9lhofJuly,18B0."j 

Sleep sweetly, gentle child! though to this sleep 
The cold winds rocked thee, on the ocean's breast, 

And strange, wild murmurs o'er the dai-k, blue deep 
Were tlie last sounds that lulled thee to thy rest. 



* These lines are beantifnl and full of sweet sympathy. The home of the 
nother and brother of JIargaret Fuller being now removed from Manchester tc 
poston, the remains of the little child, too dear to remain distant from ns, have 
been removed to Meant Anbnrn. The same marble slab ia there with its in- 
scription, and the lines deserve insertion hero. — En. 
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Iri MKJIOUIALS. 

And while the moanhig waves above thee rolled, 
The hearts that loved thee best grew still and cold. 

Sleep sweetly, gentle child ! though the loved tone 
That twice twelve months had hushed thee to repose 

Could give no answer to the tearful moan 
That faintly from thy sea-moss pillow rose. 

That night the arms that closely folded thee 

Were the wet weeds that floated in the sea. 

Sleep sweetly, gentle child I the cold, hlue wave 
Hath pitied the sad sighs the wild winds bore, 

And from the wreck it held one treasure gave 
To the fond watehers weeping on the shore ; — 

Now the sweet vale shall guard its precious trust, 

While mourning hearts weep o'er thy silent dust. 

Sleep sweetly, gentle child ! love's tears are shed 
Upon the garlands of fair Northern flowers 

That fond hearts strew above thy lowly bed, 

Through all our summer's glad and pleasant hours : 

For thy sake, and for hers who sleeps beneath the wave, 

Kind hands bring Howers to fade upon thy grave. 

Sleep sweetly, gentle child ! the warm wiud sighs 
Amid the dark pines through this quiet dell, 

And waves the light flower-shade that lies 

Upon the white-leaved lily's sculptured bell ; — 

The " Valley's " flowers are fair, the turf is gi-een ; — 

Sleep sweetly here, wept-for Eugene ! 

Sleep sweetly, gentle child! this peaceful rest 

Hath early givea thee to a home above. 
Safe from all sin and tears, for ever blest 

To sing sweet praises of redeeming love, — 
The love that took thee to that world of bliss 
Ere thou hadst learned the sighs and griefs of this. 

Juliet, 

Laurel ISrook, N, II., Sep'emlie:', 1S51. 
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ON THE DEATH OP MARGARET FULLER, 



High hopes and bright thine early path bedecked, 
And aspirations beautiful though wild, — 

A heart too strong, a, powerful will unchecked, 
A dream that earth-things could be undefiled. 

But soon, su'ound thee, grew a golden chain, 
That bound the woman to more human things, 

And taught with joy — and, it may be, with pain — 
That there are limits e'en to Spirit's wings. 

Husband and child, — the loving and beloved, — 
Won, from the vast of thought, a mortal part. 

The impassioned wife aud mother, yielding, proved 
Mind has itself a master — in the hcai-t. 

In distant lands enhaloed by old fame 

Thou found'st the only chain thy spirit knew. 

But captive ledst thy captors, from the shame 
Of ancient ft-eedom, to the pride of new. 

And lored hearts clung around thee on the deck. 
Welling with sunny hopes 'neath sunny skies: 

The wide horizon round thee had no speck, — 
E'en Doubt herself could see no cloud arise. 

Thy loved ones clung around thee, when the sail 
O'er wide Atlantic billows onward bore 

Thy freight of joys, and the expanding gale 
Pressed the glad bark toward lliy nalive shore. 
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